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PREFACE  TTfrM  EDITION. 


My  purpose  in  writing  this  book  is  so  fully  explained 
in  the  book  itself  that  a  Preface  is  unnecessary.  I 
visited  the  West  India  Islands  in  order  to  increase  my 
acquaintance  with  the  condition  of  the  British  Colonies. 
I  have  related  what  I  saw  and  what  I  heard,  with 
the  general  impressions  which  I  was  led  to  form. 

In  a  few  instances,  when  opinions  were  conveyed 
to  me  which  were  important  in  themselves,  but  which 
it  might  be  undesirable  to  assign  to  the  persons  from 
whom  I  heard  them,  I  have  altered  initials  and  dis- 
guised localities  and  circumstances. 

The  illustrations  are  from  sketches  of  my  own, 
which,  except  so  far  as  they  are  tolerably  like  the 
scenes  which  they  represent,  are  without  value.  They 
have  been  made  producible  by  the  skill  and  care  of 
the  engraver,  Mr.  Pearson,  to  whom  my  warmest 
thanks  are  due. 

J.  A.  F. 

Onslow  Gardens:  November  15,  1887.         ' 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Colonial  policy — Union  or  sep?.ration — Self-government — Varieties  of  con- 
dition— The  Pacific  colonies — The  West  Indies — Proposals  for  a  West 
Indian  federation —Nature  of  the  population — American  union  and 
British  plantations — Original  conquest  of  the  West  Indies. 

The  Colonial  Exhibition  has  come  and  gone.  Delegates  from 
our  great  self-governed  dependencies  have  met  and  consulted 
together,  and  have  determined  upon  a  common  course  of 
action  for  Imperial  defence.  The  British  race  dispersed  over 
the  world  have  celebrated  the  Jubilee  of  the  Queen  with  an 
enthusiasm  evidently  intended  to  bear  a  special  and  peculiar 
meaning.  The  people  of  these  islands  and  their  sons  and 
brothers  and  friends  and  kinsfolk  in  Canada,  in  Australia, 
and  in  New  Zealand  have  declared  with  a  general  voice, 
scarcely  disturbed  by  a  discord,  that  they  are  fellow-subjects 
of  a  single  sovereign,  that  they  are  united  in  feeling,  united 
in  loyalty,  united  in  interest,  and  that  they  wish  and  mean 
to  preserve  unbroken  the  integrity  of  the  British  Empire. 
This  is  the  answer  which  the  democracy  has  given  to  the 
advocates  of  the  doctrine  of  separation.  The  desire  for  union 
while  it  lasts  is  its  own  realisation.  As  long  as  we  have  no 
wish  to  part  we  shall  not  part,  and  the  wish  can  never  rise 
if  when  there  is  occasion  we  can  meet  and  deliberate  together 
with  the  same  regard  for  each  other's  welfare  which  has  been 
shown  in  the  late  conference  in  London. 
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Events  mock  at  human  foresight,  and  nothing  is  certain  but 
the  unforeseen.  Constitutional  government  and  an  independ- 
ent executive  were  conferred  upon  our  larger  colonies,  with 
the  express  and  scarcely  veiled  intention  that  at  the  earliest 
moment  they  were  to  relieve  the  mother  country  of  reponsi- 
bility  for  them.  They  were  regarded  as  fledgelings  who  are 
fed  only  by  the  parent  birds  till  their  feathers  are  grown,  and 
are  then  expected  to  shift  for  themselves.  They  were  pro- 
vided with  the  full  plumage  of  parliamentary  institutions  on 
the  home  pattern  and  model,  and  the  expectation  of  ex- 
perienced pohticians  was  that  they  would  each  at  the  earliest 
moment  go  off  on  their  separate  accounts,  and  would  bid  us 
a  friendly  farewell.  The  irony  of  fate  has  turned  to  folly  the 
wisdom  of  the  wise.  The  wise  themselves,  the  same  political 
party  which  were  most  anxious  twenty  years  ago  to  see  the 
colonies  independent,  and  contrived  constitutions  for  them 
which  they  conceived  must  inevitably  lead  to  separation,  ap- 
peal now  to  the  effect  of  those  very  constitutions  in  drawing 
the  Empire  closer  together,  as  a  reason  why  a  similar  method 
should  be  immediately  adopted  to  heal  the  differences  between 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  New  converts  to  any  belief, 
political  or  theological,  are  proverbially  zealous,  and  perhaps 
in  this  instance  they  are  over-hasty.  It  does  not  follow  that 
because  people  of  the  same  race  and  character  are 
drawn  together  by  equality  and  liberty,  people  of  diffe- 
rent races  and  different  characters,  who  have  quarrelled 
for  centuries,  will  be  similarly  attracted  to  one  another. 
Yet  so  far  as  our  own  colonies  are  concerned  it  is  clear 
that  the  abandonment  by  the  mother  country  of  all  pre- 
tence to  interfere  in  their  internal  management  has  removed 
the  only  cause  which  could  possibly  have  created  a  desire  for 
independence.  We  cannot,  even  if  we  wish  it  ourselves, 
shake  off  connections  who  cost  us  nothing  and  themselves  re- 
fuse to  be  divided.  Politicians  may  quarrel ;  the  democracies 
have  refused  to  quarrel ;  and  the  result  of  the  wide  extension 
of  the  suffrage  throughout  the  Empire  has  been  to  show  that 
being  one  the  British  people  everywhere  intend  to  remain  one. 
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With  the  same  blood,  the  same  language,  the  same  habits,  the 
same  traditions,  they  do  not  mean  to  be  shattered  into  dis- 
honoured fragments.  All  of  us,  wherever  we  are,  can  best 
manage  our  own  affairs  within  our  own  limits;  yet  local 
spheres  of  self-management  can  revolve  round  a  common  cen- 
tre while  there  is  a  centripetal  power  sufficient  to  hold  them ; 
and  so  long  as  England  'to  herself  is  true'  and  continues 
worthy  of  her  ancient  reputation,  there  are  no  causes  working 
visibly  above  the  political  horizon  which  are  likely  to  induce 
our  self-governed  colonies  to  take  wing  and  leave  us.  The 
strain  will  come  with  the  next  great  war.  During  peace  these 
colonies  have  only  experienced  the  advantage  of  union  with 
us.  They  will  then  have  to  share  our  dangers,  and  may  ask  why 
they  are  to  be  involved  in  quarrels  which  are  not  of  their  own 
making.  How  they  will  act  then  only  experience  can  tell; 
and  that  there  is  any  doubt  about  it  is  a  sufficient  answer  to 
those  rapid  statesmen  who  would  rush  at  once  into  the  appli- 
cation of  the  same  principle  to  countries  whose  continuance 
with  us  is  vital  to  our  own  safety,  whom  we  cannot  part  with 
though  they  were  to  demand  it  at  the  cannon's  mouth. 

But  the  result  of  the  experiment  is  an  encouragement  as  far 
as  it  has  gone  to  those  who  would  extend  self-government 
through  the  whole  of  our  colonial  system.  It  seems  to  lead 
as  a  direct  road  into  the  *  Imperial  Federation'  which  has 
fascinated  the  general  imagination.  It  removes  friction.  We 
relieve  ourselves  of  responsibihties.  If  federation  is  to  come 
about  at  all  as  a  definite  and  effective  organisation,  the 
spontaneous  action  of  the  different  members  of  the  Empire 
in  a  position  in  which  they  are  free  to  stay  with  us  or  to  leave 
us  as  they  please,  appears  the  readiest  and  perhaps  the  only 
means  by  which  it  can  be  brought  to  pass.  So  plausible  is  the 
theory,  so  obviously  right  would  it  be  were  the  problem  as 
simple  and  the  population  of  all  our  colonies  as  homogeneous 
as  in  Australia,  that  one  cannot  wonder  at  the  ambition  of 
politicians,  to  win  themselves  a  name  and  achieve  a  great 
result  by  the  immediate  adoption  of  it.  Great  results 
generally    imply   effort    and    sacrifice.      Here    effort    is   un- 
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necessary  and  sacrifice  is  not  demanded.  Everybody  is  to 
have  what  he  wishes,  and  the  effect  is  to  come  about  of  itself. 
When  we  think  of  India,  when  we  think  of  Ireland,  prudence 
tells  us  to  hesitate.  Steps  once  taken  in  this  direction  cannot 
be  undone,  even  if  found  to  lead  to  the  wrong  place.  But 
undoubtedly,  wherever  it  is  possible,  the  principle  of  self- 
government  ought  to  be  applied  in  our  colonies  and  will  be 
applied,  and  the  danger  now  is  that  it  will  be  tried  in  haste  in 
countries  either  as  yet  unripe  for  it  or  from  the  nature  of 
things  unfit  for  it.  The  liberties  which  we  grant  freely  to 
those  whom  we  trust  and  who  do  not  require  to  be  restrained, 
we  bring  into  disrepute  if  we  concede  them  as  readily  to 
perversity  or  disaffection  or  to  those  who,  like  most  Asiatics, 
do  not  desire  liberty,  and  prosper  best  when  they  are  led 
and  guided. 

In  this  complex  empire  of  ours  the  problem  presents  itself 
in  many  shapes,  and  each  must  be  studied  and  dealt  with 
according  to  its  character.  There  is  the  broad  distinction 
between  colonies  and  conquered  countries.  Colonists  are 
part  of  ourselves.  Foreigners  attached  by  force  to  our 
dominions  may  submit  to  be  ruled  by  us,  but  will  not  always 
consent  to  rule  themselves  in  accordance  with  our  views  or 
interests,  or  remain  attached  to  us  if  we  enable  them  to  leave 
us  when  they  please.  The  Crown,  therefore,  as  in  India, 
rules  directly  by  the  police  and  the  army.  And  there  are 
colonies  which  are  neither  one  nor  the  other,  where  our  own 
people  have  been  settled  and  have  been  granted  the  land  in 
possession  with  the  control  of  an  insubordinate  population, 
themselves  claiming  political  privileges  which  had  to  be 
refused  to  the  rest.  This  was  the  position  of  Ireland,  and 
the  result  of  meddling  theoretically  with  it  ought  to  have 
taught  us  caution.  Again,  there  are  colonies  like  the  West 
Indies,  either  occupied  originally  by  ourselves,  as  Barbadoes, 
or  taken  by  force  from  France  or  Spain,  where  the  mass  of 
the  population  were  slaves  who  have  been  since  made  free, 
but  where  the  extent  to  which  the  coloured  people  can  be 
admitted  to  share  in  the  administration  is  still  an  unsettled 
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question.  To  throw  countries  so  variously  circumstanced 
under  an  identical  system  would  be  a  wild  experiment. 
Whether  we  ought  to  try  such  an  experiment  at  all,  or  even 
wish  to  try  it  and  prepare  the  way  for  it,  depends  perhaps 
on  whether  we  have  determined  that  under  all  circumstances 
the  retention  of  them  under  our  own  flag  is  indispensable  to 
our  safety. 

I  had  visited  our  great  Pacific  colonies.  Circumstances 
led  me  afterwards  to  attend  more  particularly  to  the  West 
Indies.  They  were  the  earliest,  and  once  the  most  prized,  of 
all  our  distant  possessions.  They  had  been  won  by  the  most 
desperate  struggles,  and  had  been  the  scene  of  our  greatest 
naval  glories.  It  the  recent  discussion  on  the  possibility  of  an 
organised  colonial  federation,  various  schemes  came  under  my 
notice,  in  every  one  of  which  the  union  of  the  West  Indian 
Islands  under  a  free  parliamentary  constitution  was  regarded 
as  a  necessary  preliminary.  I  was  reminded  of  a  conversation 
which  I  had  held  seventeen  years  ago  with  a  high  colonial 
official  specially  connected  with  the  West  Indian  department, 
in  which  the  federation  of  the  islands  under  such  a  con- 
stitution was  spoken  of  as  a  measure  already  determined  on, 
though  with  a  view  to  an  end  exactly  the  opposite  of  that 
which  was  now  desired.  The  colonies  universally  were  then 
regarded  in  such  quarters  as  a  burden  upon  our  resources,  of 
which  we  were  to  relieve  ourselves  at  the  earliest  moment. 
They  were  no  longer  of  special  value  to  us ;  the  whole  world 
had  become  our  market ;  and  whether  they  were  nominally 
attached  to  the  Empire,  or  were  independent,  or  joined  them- 
selves to  some  other  power,  was  of  no  commercial  moment  to 
us.  It  was  felt,  however,  that  as  long  as  any  tie  remained,  we 
should  be  obliged  to  defend  them  in  time  of  war ;  while  they, 
in  consequence  of  their  connection,  would  be  liable  to  attack. 
The  sooner,  therefore,  the  connection  was  ended,  the  belter 
for  them  and  for  us. 

By  the  constitutions  which  had  been  conferred  upon  them, 
Australia  and  Canada,  New  Zealand  and  the  Cape,  were 
assumed  to  be  practically  gone.     The  same  measures  were  to 
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be  taken  with  the  West  Indies.  They  were  not  prosperous. 
They  formed  no  outlet  for  British  emigration;  the  white 
population  was  diminishing ;  they  were  dissatisfied  ;  they  lay 
close  to  the  great  American  republic,  to  which  geographically 
they  more  properly  belonged.  Representative  assemblies 
under  the  Crown  had  failed  to  produce  the  content  expected 
from  them  or  to  give  an  impulse  to  industry.  The  free 
negroes  could  not  long  be  excluded  from  the  franchise.  The 
black  and  white  races  had  not  amalgamated  and  were  not 
inclining  to  amalgamate.  The  then  recent  Gordon  riots  had 
been  followed  by  the  suicide  of  the  old  Jamaican  constitution. 
The  government  of  Jamaica  had  been  flung  back  upon  the 
Crown,  and  the  Crown  was  impatient  of  the  addition  to  its 
obligations.  The  official  of  whom  I  speak  informed  me  that  a 
decision  had  been  irrevocably  taken.  The  troops  were  to  be 
withdrawn  from  the  islands,  and  Jamaica,  Trinidad,  and  the 
English  Antilles  were  to  be  masters  of  their  own  destiny, 
either  to  form  into  free  communities  like  the  Spanish  American 
republics,  or  to  join  the  United  States,  or  to  do  what  they 
pleased,  with  the  sole  understanding  that  we  were  to  have  no 
more  responsibilities. 

I  do  not  know  how  far  the  scheme  was  matured.  To 
an  outside  spectator  it  seemed  too  hazardous  to  have  been 
seriously  meditated.  Yet  1  was  told  that  it  had  not  been 
meditated  only  but  positively  determined  upon,  and  that 
further  discussion  of  a  settled  question  would  be  fruitless  and 
needlessly  irritating. 

Politicians  with  a  favourite  scheme  are  naturally  sanguine. 
It  seemed  to  me  that  in  a  West  Indian  Federation  the  black 
race  would  necessarily  be  admitted  to  their  full  rights  as 
citizens.  Their  numbers  enormously  preponderated,  and  the 
late  scenes  in  Jamaica  were  signs  that  the  two  colours  would 
not  blend  into  one,  that  there  might  be,  and  even  inevitably 
would  be,  collisions  between  them  which  would  lead  to  actions 
which  we  could  not  tolerate.  The  white  residents  and  the 
negroes  had  not  been  drawn  together  by  the  abolition  of 
slavery,  but  were  further  apart  than  ever.     The  whites,  if  by 
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superior  intelligence  they  could  gain  the  upper  hand,  would 
not  be  allowed  to  keep  it.  As  little  would  they  submit  to 
be  ruled  by  a  race  whom  they  despised;  and  I  thought  it 
quite  certain  that  something  would  happen  which  would 
compel  the  British  Government  to  interfere  again,  whether 
we  liked  it  or  not.  Liberty  in  Hayti  had  been  followed 
by  a  massacre  of  the  French  inhabitants,  and  the  French 
settlers  had  done  no  worse  than  we  had  done  to  deserve  the 
ill  will  of  their  slaves.  Fortunately  opinion  changed  in  Eng- 
land before  the  experiment  could  be  tried.  The  colonial 
policy  of  the  doctrinaire  statesmen  was  no  sooner  understood 
than  it  was  universally  condemned,  and  they  could  not  press 
proposals  on  the  West  Indies  which  the  West  Indians  showed 
so  httle  readiness  to  meet. 

So  things  drifted  on,  remaining  to  appearance  as  they  were. 
The  troops  were  not  recalled.  A  minor  confederation  was 
formed  in  the  Leeward  Antilles.  The  Windward  group 
was  placed  under  Barbadoes,  and  islands  which  before  had 
governors  of  their  own  passed  under  subordinate  adminis- 
trators. Local  councils  continued  under  various  conditions, 
the  popular  element  being  cautiously  and  silently  introduced. 
The  blacks  settled  into  a  condition  of  easy-going  peasant 
proprietors.  But  so  far  as  the  v/hite  or  English  interest  was 
concerned,  two  causes  which  undermined  West  Indian  pros- 
perity continued  to  operate.  So  long  as  sugar  maintained  its 
price  the  planters  with  the  help  of  coolie  labour  were  able  to 
struggle  on ;  but  the  beetroot  bounties  came  to  cut  from 
under  them  the  industry  in  which  they  had  placed  their  main 
dependence ;  the  reports  were  continually  darker  of  distress 
and  rapidly  approaching  ruin  ;  petitions  for  protection  were 
not  or  could  not  be  granted.  They  were  losing  heart — the 
worst  loss  of  all;  while  the  Home  Government,  no  longer  with 
a  view  to  separation,  but  with  the  hope  that  it  might  produce 
the  same  effect  which  it  produced  elsewhere,  were  still  looking 
to  their  old  remedy  of  the  extension  of  the  principle  of  self- 
government.  One  serious  step  was  taken  very  recently  towards 
the  re-establishment  of  a  constitution  in  Jamaica.      It  was 
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assumed  that  it  had  failed  before  because  the  blacks  were  not 
properly  represented.  The  council  was  again  made  partially 
elective,  and  the  black  vote  was  admitted  on  the  widest  basis. 
A  power  was  retained  by  the  Crown  of  increasing  in  case  of 
necessity  the  nominated  official  members  to  a  number  which 
would  counterbalance  the  elected  members ;  but  the  power 
had  not  been  acted  on  and  was  not  perhaps  designed  to 
continue,  and  a  restless  hope  was  said  to  have  revived  among 
the  negroes  that  the  day  was  not  far  off  when  Jamaica  would 
be  as  Hayti  and  they  would  have  the  island  to  themselves. 

To  a  person  like  myself,  to  whom  the  preservation  of  the 
British  Empire  appeared  to  be  the  only  public  cause  in  which 
just  now  it  was  possible  to  feel  concern,  the  problem  was 
extremely  interesting.  I  had  no  prejudice  against  self-govern- 
ment. 1  had  seen  the  Australian  colonies  growing  under  it  in 
health  and  strength  with  a  rapidity  which  rivalled  the  progress 
of  the  American  Union  itself.  I  had  observed  in  South  Africa 
that  the  confusions  and  perplexities  there  diminished  exactly 
in  proportion  as  the  Home  Government  ceased  to  interfere.  I 
could  not  hope  that  as  an  outsider  I  could  see  my  way  through 
difficulties  where  practised  eyes  were  at  a  loss.  But  it  was 
clear  that  the  West  Indies  were  suffering,  be  the  cause  what  it 
might.  I  learnt  that  a  party  had  risen  there  at  last  which  was 
actually  in  favour  of  a  union  with  America,  and  I  wished  to 
find  an  answer  to  a  question  which  I  had  long  asked  myself  to 
no  purpose.  My  old  friend  Mr.  Motley  was  once  speaking  to 
me  of  the  probable  accession  of  Canada  to  the  American 
republic.  I  asked  him  if  he  was  sure  that  Canada  would  like 
it.  '  Like  it  ?  '  he  replied.  '  Would  I  like  the  house  of  Baring 
to  take  me  into  partnership  ?  '  To  be  a  partner  in  the  British 
Empire  appeared  to  me  to  be  at  least  as  great  a  thing  as 
to  be  a  State  under  the  stars  and  stripes.  What  was  it  that 
Canada,  what  was  it  that  any  other  colony,  would  gain  by  ex- 
changing British  citizenship  for  American  citizenship  ?  What 
did  America  offer  to  those  who  joined  her  which  we  refused 
to  give  or  neglected  to  give  ?  Was  it  that  Great  Britain  did 
not  take  her  colonies  into  partnership  at  all  ?  was  it  that  while 
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in  the  United  States  the  blood  circulated  freely  fiom  the  heart 
to  the  extremities,  so  that  *if  one  member  suffered  all  the 
body  suffered  with  it,'  our  colonies  were  simply  (as  they  used 
to  be  called)  *  plantations,'  offshoots  from  the  old  stock  set 
down  as  circumstances  had  dictated  in  various  parts  of  the 
globe,  but  vitally  detached  and  left  to  grow  or  to  wither 
according  to  their  own  inherent  strength  ? 

At  one  time  the  West  Indian  colonies  had  been  more  to 
us  than  such  casual  seedlings.     They  had  been  regarded  as 
precious   jewels,  which    hundreds    of    thousands  of   EngHsh 
lives  had    been    sacrificed  to  tear  from  France   and   Spain. 
The  Caribbean  Sea  was  the  cradle  of  the  Naval  Empire  of 
Great  Britain.     There  Drake  and   Hawkins  intercepted  the 
golden  stream  which  flowed  from  Panama  into  the  exchequer 
at  Madrid,  and  furnished  Philip  with  the  means  to  carry  on 
his  war  with   the    Reformation.     The   Pope  had  claimed  to 
be  lord  of  the  new  world  as  well  as  of  the  old,  and  had  de- 
clared that  Spaniards,  and  only  Spaniards,  should  own  terri- 
tory or  carry  on  trade  there  within  the  tropics.     The  seamen 
of  England  took  up  the  challenge  and  replied  with  cannon 
shot.     It  was  not  the  Crown,   it  was  not  the  Government, 
which  fought  that  battle:  it  was  the  people  of  England  who 
fought  it  with  their  own  hands  and  their  own  resources.     Ad- 
venturers, buccaneers,  corsairs,  privateers,  call  them  by  what 
name  v/e  will,  stand  as  extraordinary,  but  characteristic  figures 
on  the  stage  of  history,  disowned  or  acknowledged  by  their 
sovereign  as  suited  diplomatic  convenience.     The  outlawed 
pirate  of  one  year  was  promoted  the  next  to  be  a  governor 
and  his  country's  representative.     In  those  waters,  the  men 
were  formed  and  trained  who  drove  the  Armada  through  the 
Channel  into  wreck  and  ruin.     In  those  waters,  in  the  cen- 
turies which  followed,   France  and   England  fought  for   the 
ocean  empire,  and  England  won  it — won  it  on  the  day  when 
her  own  politicians'  hearts  had  failed  them,  and  all  the  powers 
of  the  world  had  combined  to  humiliate  her,  and  Rodney 
shattered  the  French  fleet,  saved  Gibraltar,  and  avenged  York 
Town.     If  ever  the  naval  exploits  of  this  cpuntryare  done 
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into  an  epic  poem — and  since  the  Iliad  there  has  been  no 
subject  better  fitted  for  such  treatment  or  better  deserving 
it — the  West  Indies  will  be  the  scene  of  the  most  brilliant 
cantos.  For  England  to  allow  them  to  drift  away  from  her 
because  they  have  no  immediate  marketable  value  would  be 
a  sign  that  she  had  lost  the  feelings  with  which  great  nations 
always  treasure  the  heroic  traditions  of  their  fathers.  When 
those  traditions  come  to  be  regarded  as  something  which 
concerns  them  no  longer,  their  greatness  is  already  on  the 
wane. 


CHAPTER  II. 

In  the  train  for  Southampton — Morning  papers — The  new  '  Locksley  Hall ' 
— Past  and  present — The  '  Moselle  ' — Heavy  weather — The  petrel — 
The  Azores. 

The  last  week  in  December,  when  the  year  1886  was  waning 
to  its  close,  I  left  Waterloo  station  to  join  a  West  Indian  mail 
steamer  at  Southampton.  The  air  was  frosty ;  the  fog  lay  thick 
over  city  and  river ;  the  Houses  of  Parliament  themselves 
were  scarcely  visible  as  I  drove  across  Westminster  Bridge  in 
the  heavy  London  vapour — a  symbol  of  the  cloud  which  was 
hanging  over  the  immediate  political  future.  The  morning 
papers  were  occupied  with  Lord  Tennyson's  new  '  Locksley 
Hair  and  Mr.  Gladstone's  remarks  upon  it.  I  had  read 
neither ;  but  from  the  criticisms  it  appeared  that  Lord  Tenny- 
son fancied  himself  to  have  seen  a  change  pass  over  England 
since  his  boyhood,  and  a  change  which  was  not  to  his  mind. 
The  fruit  of  the  new  ideas  which  were  then  rising  from  the 
ground  had  ripened,  and  the  taste  was  disagreeable  to  him. 
The  day  which  had  followed  that  '  august  sunrise '  had  not 
been  '  august '  at  all ;  and  '  the  beautiful  bold  brow  of  Freedom  ' 
had  proved  to  have  something  of  brass  upon  it.  The  '  use 
and  wont '  England,  the  England  out  of  which  had  risen  the 
men  who  had  won  her  great  position  for  her,  was  losing  its  old 
characteristics.     Things  which  in  his  eager  youth  Lord  Tenny- 
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son  had  despised  he  saw  now  that  he  had  been  mistaken  in 
despising;  and  the  new  notions  which  were  to  remake  the 
world  were  not  remaking  it  in  a  shape  that  pleased  him.  Like 
Goethe,  perhaps  he  felt  that  he  was  stumbling  over  the  roots  of 
the  tree  which  he  had  helped  to  plant. 

The  contrast  in  Mr.  Gladstone's  article  was  certainly  remark- 
able. Lord  Tennyson  saw  in  institutions  which  were  passing 
away  the  decay  of  what  in  its  time  had  been  great  and  noble, 
and  he  saw  Httle  rising  in  the  place  of  them  which  humanly 
could  be  called  improvement.  To  Mr.  Gladstone  these 
revolutionary  years  had  been  years  of  the  sweeping  off  of  long 
intolerable  abuses,  and  of  awaking  to  higher  and  truer  percep- 
tions of  duty.  Never,  according  to  him,  in  any  period  of  her 
history  had  England  made  more  glorious  progress,  never  had 
stood  higher  than  at  the  present  moment  in  material  power 
and  moral  excellence.  How  could  it  be  otherwise  when  they 
were  the  years  of  his  own  ascendency  ? 

Metaphysicians  tell  us  that  we  do  not  know  anything  as  it 
really  is.  What  we  call  outward  objects  are  but  impressions 
generated  upon  our  sense  by  forces  of  the  actual  nature  of 
which  we  are  totally  ignorant.  We  imagine  that  we  hear  a 
sound,  and  that  the  sound  is  something  real  which  is  outside 
us ;  but,  the  sound  is  in  the  ear  and  is  made  by  the  ear,  and 
the  thing  outside  is  but  a  vibration  of  air.  If  no  animal 
existed  with  organs  of  hearing,  the  vibrations  might  be  as 
before,  but  there  would  be  no  such  thing  as  sound ;  and  all 
our  opinions  on  all  subjects  whatsoever  are  equally  subjective. 
Lord  Tennyson's  opinions  and  Mr.  Gladstone's  opinions 
reveal  to  us  only  the  nature  and  texture  of  their  own  minds, 
which  have  been  affected  in  this  way  or  that  way.  The  scale 
has  not  been  made  in  which  we  can  weigh  the  periods  in  a 
nation's  Hfe,  or  measure  them  one  against  the  other.  The  past 
is  gone,  and  nothing  but  the  bones  of  it  can  be  recalled.  We 
but  half  understand  the  present,  for  each  age  is  a  chrysalis,  and 
we  are  ignorant  into  what  it  may  develop.  We  do  not  even 
try  to  understand  it  honestly,  for  we  shut  our  eyes  against  what 
we  do  not  wish  to  see.     I  will  not  despond  with  Lord  Tenny- 
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son.  To  take  a  gloomy  view  of  things  will  not  mend  them, 
and  modern  enlightenment  may  have  excellent  gifts  in  store 
for  us  which  will  come  by-and-by.  But  I  will  not  say  that  they 
have  come  as  yet.  I  will  not  say  that  public  life  is  improved 
when  party  spirit  has  degenerated  into  an  organised  civil  war, 
and  a  civil  war  which  can  never  end,  for  it  renews  its  life  like 
the  giant  of  fable  at  every  fresh  election.  I  will  not  say  that 
men  are  more  honest  and  more  law-abiding  when  debts  are 
repudiated  and  law  is  defied  in  half  the  country,  and  Mr. 
Gladstone  himself  applauds  or  refuses  to  condemn  acts  of  open 
dishonesty.  We  are  to  congratulate  ourselves  that  duelling 
has  ceased,  but  I  do  not  know  that  men  act  more  honourably 
because  they  can  be  called  less  sharply  to  account.  *  Smug- 
gling,' we  are  told,  has  disappeared  also,  but  the  wrecker  scuttles 
his  ship  or  runs  it  ashore  to  cheat  the  insurance  office.  The 
Church  may  perhaps  be  improved  in  the  arrangement  of  the 
services  and  in  the  professional  demonstrativeness  of  the  clergy, 
but  I  am  not  sure  that  the  clergy  have  more  influence  over 
the  minds  of  men  than  they  had  fifty  years  ago,  or  that  the 
doctrines  which  the  Church  teaches  are  more  powerful  over 
public  opinion.  One  would  not  gather  that  our  morality  was 
so  superior  from  the  reports  which  we  see  in  the  newspapers, 
and  girls  now  talk  over  novels  which  the  ladies'  maids,  of  their 
grandmothers  might  have  read  in  secret  but  would  have  blushed 
while  reading.  Each  age  would  do  better  if  it  studied  its  own 
faults  and  endeavoured  to  mend  them,  instead  of  comparing 
itself  with  others  to  its  own  advantage. 

This  only  was  clear  to  me  in  thinking  over  what  Mr.  Glad- 
stone was  reported  to  have  said,  and  in  thinking  of  his  own 
achievements  and  career,  that  there  are  two  classes  of  men  who 
have  played  and  still  play  a  prominent  part  in  the  world — 
those  who  accomplish  great  things,  and  those  who  talk  and 
make  speeches  about  them.  The  doers  of  things  are  for  the 
most  part  silent.  Those  who  build  up  empires  or  discover 
secrets  of  science,  those  who  paint  great  pictures  or  write  great 
poems,  are  not  often  to  be  found  spouting  upon  platforms. 
The  silent  men  do  the  work.     The  talking  men  cry  out  at  what 
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is  done  because  it  is  not  done  as  they  would  have  had  it,  and 
afterwards  take  possession  of  it  as  if  it  was  their  own  property. 
Warren  Hastings  wins  India  for  us  ;  the  eloquent  Burke  desires 
and  passionately  tries  to  hang  him  for  it.  At  the  supreme 
crisis  in  our  history  when  America  had  revolted  and  Ireland 
was  defiant,  when  the  great  powers  of  Europe  had  coalesced  to 
crush  us,  and  we  were  staggering  under  the  disaster  at  York 
Town,  Rodney  struck  a  blow  in  the  West  Indies  which  sounded 
over  the  world  and  saved  for  Britain  her  ocean  sceptre.  Just 
in  time,  for  the  popular  leaders  had  persuaded  the  House  of 
Commons  that  Rodney  ought  to  be  recalled  and  peace  made 
on  any  terms.  Even  in  politics  the  names  of  oratorical  states- 
men are  rarely  associated  with  the  organic  growth  of  enduring 
institutions.  The  most  distinguished  of  them  have  been  con- 
spicuous only  as  instruments  of  destruction.  Institutions  are 
the  slow  growths  of  centuries.  The  orator  cuts  them  down  in 
a  day.  The  tree  falls,  and  the  hand  that  wields  the  axe  is 
admired  and  applauded.  The  speeches  of  Demosthenes  and 
Cicero  pass  into  literature,  and  are  studied  as  models  of 
language.  But  Demosthenes  and  Cicero  did  not  understand 
the  facts  of  their  time  ;  their  language  might  be  beautiful,  and 
their  sentiments  noble,  but  with  their  fine  words  and  senti- 
ments they  only  misled  their  countrymen.  The  periods  where 
the  orator  is  supreme  are  marked  always  by  confusion  and 
disintegration.  Goethe  could  say  of  Luther  that  he  had 
thrown  back  for  centuries  the  spiritual  cultivation  of  mankind, 
by  calling  the  passions  of  the  multitude  to  judge  of  matters 
which  should  have  been  left  to  the  thinkers.  We  ourselves 
are  just  now  in  one  of  those  uneasy  .periods,  and  we  have 
decided  that  orators  are  the  fittest  people  to  rule  over  us.  The 
constituencies  choose  their  members  according  to  the  fluency 
of  their  tongues.  Can  he  make  a  speech  ?  is  the  one  test  of 
competency  for  a  legislator,  and  the  most  persuasive  of  the 
whole  we  make  prime  minister.  We  admire  the  man  for  his 
gifts,  and  we  accept  what  he  says  for  the  manner  in  which  it  is 
uttered.  He  may  contradict  to-day  what  he  asserted  yesterday. 
No  matter.     He  can  persuade  others  wherever  he  is  persuaded 
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himself.  And  such  is  the  nature  of  him  that  he  can  convince 
himself  of  anything  which  it  is  his  interest  to  believe.  These 
are  the  persons  who  are  now  regarded  as  our  wisest.  It  was 
not  always  so.  It  is  not  so  now  with  nations  who  are  in  a 
sound  state  of  health.  The  Americans,  when  they  choose  a 
President  or  a  Secretary  of  State  or  any  functionary  from 
whom  they  require  wise  action,  do  not  select  these  famous 
speech-makers.  Such  periods  do  not  last,  for  the  condition 
which  they  bring  about  becomes  always  intolerable.  I  do  not 
believe  in  the  degeneracy  of  our  race.  I  beUeve  the  present 
generation  of  Englishmen  to  be  capable  of  all  that  their 
fathers  were  and  possibly  of  more ;  but  we  are  just  now  in  a 
moulting  state,  and  are  sick  while  the  process  is  going  on.  Or 
to  take  another  metaphor.  The  bow  of  Ulysses  is  unstrung. 
The  worms  have  not  eaten  into  the  horn  or  the  moths  injured 
the  string,  but  the  owner  of  the  house  is  away  and  the  suitors 
of  Penelope  Britannia  consume  her  substance,  rivals  one  of 
another,  each  caring  only  for  himself,  but  with  a  common 
heart  in  evil.  They  cannot  string  the  bow.  Only  the  true 
lord  and  master  can  string  it,  and  in  due  time  he  comes,  and 
the  cord  is  stretched  once  more  upon  the  notch,  singing  to  the 
touch  of  the  finger  with  the  sharp  note  of  the  swallow  ;  and 
the  arrows  fly  to  their  mark  in  the  breasts  of  the  pretenders, 
while  Pallas  Athene  looks  on  approving  from  her  coign  of 
vantage. 

Random  meditations  of  this  kind  were  sent  flying  through 
me  by  the  newspaper  articles  on  Tennyson  and  Mr.  Glad- 
stone. The  air  cleared,  and  my  mind  also,  as  we  ran  beyond 
the  smoke.  The  fields  were  covered  deep  with  snow;  a  white 
vapour  clung  along  the  ground,  the  winter  sky  shining  through 
it  soft  and  blue.  The  ponds  and  canals  were  hard  frozen,  and 
men  were  skating  and  boys  were  sliding,  and  all  was  brilliant 
and  beautiful.  The  ladies  of  the  forest,  the  birch  trees  beside 
the  line  about  Farnborough,  were  hung  with  jewels  of  ice,  and 
glittered  like  a  fretwork  of  purple  and  silver.  It  was  like 
escaping  out  of  a  nightmare  into  happy  healthy  England  once 
more.     In   the   carriage   with   me   were   several  gentlemen; 
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officers  going  out  to  join  their  regiments ;  planters  who  had 
been  at  home  on  business ;  young  sportsmen  with  rifles  and 
cartridge  cases  who  were  hoping  to  shoot  aUigators,  &c.,  all 
bound  like  myself  for  the  West  Indian  mail  steamer.  The 
elders  talked  of  sugar  and  of  bounties,  and  of  the  financial  ruin 
of  the  islands.  1  had  heard  of  this  before  I  started,  and  I 
learnt  little  from  them  which  I  had  not  known  already ;  but  I 
had  misgivings  whether  I  was  not  wandering  oif  after  all  on  a 
fool's  errand.  I  did  not  want  to  shoot  alligators,  I  did  not 
understand  cane  growing  or  want  to  understand  it,  nor  was  I 
likely  to  find  a  remedy  for  encumbered  and  bankrupt  land- 
owners. I  was  at  an  age  too  when  men  grow  unfit  for  roaming, 
and  are  expected  to  stay  quietly  at  home.  Plato  says  that  to 
travel  to  any  profit  one  should  go  between  fifty  and  sixty ;  not 
sooner  because  one  has  one's  duties  to  attend  to  as  a  citizen ; 
not  after  because  the  mind  becomes  hebetated.  The  chief 
object  of  going  abroad,  in  Plato's  opinion,  is  to  converse  with 
OCioi  dvdpeg,  inspired  men,  whom  Providence  scatters  about 
the  globe,  and  from  whom  alone  wisdom  can  be  learnt.  And 
I,  alas  !  was  long  past  the  limit,  and  Oeloi  dvdpes  are  not  to  be 
met  with  in  these  times.  But  if  not  with  inspired  men,  I 
might  fall  in  at  any  rate  with  sensible  men  who  would  talk  on 
things  which  I  wanted  to  know.  Winter  and  spring  in  a  warm 
climate  were  pleasanter  than  a  winter  and  spring  at  home ;  and 
as  there  is  compensation  in  all  things,  old  people  can  see  some 
objects  more  clearly  than  young  people  can  see  them.  They 
have  no  interest  of  their  own  to  mislead  their  perception. 
They  have  lived  too  long  to  believe  in  any  formulas  or 
theories.  '  Old  age,'  the  Greek  poet  says,  *  is  not  wholly  a 
misfortune.  Experience  teaches  things  which  the  young  know 
not.'  ^     Old  men  at  any  rate  like  to  think  so. 

The  '  Moselle,'  in  which  I  had  taken    my  passage,  was  a 
large  steamer  of  4,000  tons,  one  of  the  best  where  all  are  good 


*  u/  tUvov,  ovx  UTTavra  toj  yrjpq,  kuku' 
t]  'efiirtipia 
«X«t  Tt  \k^ai  rdv  viojv  ao(pwTfpov. 
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— on  the  West  Indian  mail  line.  Her  long  straight  sides  and 
rounded  bottom  promised  that  she  would  roll,  and  I  may  say 
that  the  promise  was  faithfully  kept;  but  except  to  the 
stomachs  of  the  inexperienced  rolUng  is  no  disadvantage.  A 
vessel  takes  less  water  on  board  in  a  beam  sea  when  she  yields 
to  the  wave  than  when  she  stands  up  stiff  and  straight  against 
it.  The  deck  when  I  went  on  board  was  slippery  with  ice. 
There  was  the  usual  crowd  and  confusion  before  departure, 
those  who  were  going  out  being  undistinguishable,  till  the  bell 
rang  to  clear  the  ship,  from  the  friends  who  had  accompa- 
nied them  to  take  leave.  I  discovered,  however,  to  my  satis- 
faction that  our  party  in  the  cabin  would  not  be  a  large  one. 
The  West  Indians  who  had  come  over  for  the  Colonial 
Exhibition  were  most  of  them  already  gone.  They,  along 
with  the  rest,  had  taken  back  with  them  a  consciousness  that 
their  visit  had  not  been  wholly  in  vain,  and  that  the  interest  of 
the  old  country  in  her  distant  possessions  seemed  quickening 
into  life  once  more.  The  commissioners  from  all  our  depend- 
encies had  been  feted  in  the  great  towns,  and  the  people  had 
come  to  Kensington  in  millions  to  admire  the  productions 
which  bore  ttness  to  the  boundless  resources  of  British 
territory.  Had  it  been  only  a  passing  emotion  of  wonder  and 
pride,  or  was  it  a  prelude  to  a  more  energetic  policy  and 
active  resolution  ?  Anyway  it  was  something  to  be  glad  of. 
Receptions  and  public  dinners  and  loyal  speeches  will  not 
solve  political  problems,  but  they  create  the  feeling  of  good 
will  which  underlies  the  useful  consideration  of  them.  The 
Exhibition  had  served  the  purpose  which  it  was  intended  for. 
The  conference  of  delegates  grew  out  of  it  which  has  discussed 
in  the  happiest  temper  the  elements  of  our  future  relations. 

But  the  Exhibition  doors  were  now  closed,  and  the  multi- 
tude of  admirers  or  contributors  were  dispersed  or  dispersing 
to  their  homes.  In  the  'Moselle'  we  had  only  the  latest 
lingerers  or  the  ordinary  passengers  who  went  to  and  fro 
on  business  or  pleasure.  I  observed  them  with  the  curiosity 
with  which  one  studies  persons  with  whom  one  is  to  be 
shut   up   for   weeks   in   involuntary   intimacy.      One   young 
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Demerara  planter  attracted  my  notice,  as  he  had  with  him 
a  newly  married  and  beautiful  wife  whose  fresh  complexion 
would  so  soon  fade,  as  it  always  does  in  those  lands  where 
nature  is  brilliant  with  colour  and  English  cheeks  grow 
pale.  I  found  also  to  my  surprise  and  pleasure  a  daughter 
of  one  of  my  oldest  and  dearest  friends,  who  was  going  out 
to  join  her  husband  in  Trinidad.  This  was  a  happy  accident 
to  start  with.  An  announcement  printed  in  Spanish  in  large 
letters  in  a  conspicuous  position  intimated  that  I  must  be 
prepared  for  habits  in  some  of  our  companions  of  a  less 
agreeable  kind. 

*  Se  suplica  a  los  seiiores  pasajeros  de  no  escupir  sobre  la 
cubierta  de  popa.' 

I  may  as  well  leave  the  words  untranslated,  but  the  *  suppli- 
cation '  is  not  unnecessary.  The  Spanish  colonists,  like  their 
countrymen  at  home,  smoke  everywhere  with  the  usual  conse- 
quences. The  captain  of  one  of  our  mail  boats  found  it 
necessary  to  read  one  of  them  who  disregarded  it  a  lesson 
which  he  would  remember.  He  sent  for  the  quartermaster 
with  a  bucket  and  a  mop,  and  ordered  him  to  stay  by  this 
gentleman  and  clean  up  till  he  had  done. 

The  wind  when  we  started  was  light  and  keen  from  the 
north.  The  afternoon  sky  was  clear  and  fros  7.  Southamp- 
ton Water  was  still  as  oil,  and  the  sun  went  down  crimson 
behind  the  brown  woods  of  the  New  Forest.  Of  the  *  Mo- 
selle's '  speed  we  had  instant  evidence,  for  a  fast  Government 
launch  raced  us  for  a  mile  or  two,  and  off  Netley  gave  up  the 
chase.  We  went  leisurely  along,  doing  thirteen  knots  without 
effort,  swept  by  Calshot  into  the  Solent,  and  had  cleared  the 
Needles  before  the  last  daylight  had  left  us.  In  a  few  days 
the  ice  would  be  gone,  and  we  should  lie  in  the  soft  air  of 
perennial  summer. 

Singula  de  nobis  anni  prsedantur  euntes  : 
Eripuere  jocos,  Venerem,  convivia,  ludum — 

But  the  flying  years  had  not  stolen  from  me  the  delight  of 
fmding  myself  once  more  upon  the  seaj  th^  sea  which  is 
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eternally   young,  and   gives   one  back  one's  own  youth   and 
buoyancy. 

Down  the  Channel  the  north  wind  still  blew,  and  the  water 
was  still  smooth.  We  set  our  canvas  at  the  Needles,  and 
flew  on  for  three  days  straight  upon  our  course  with  a  steady 
breeze.  We  crossed  *  the  Bay'  without  the  fiddles  on  the 
dinner  table  j  we  were  congratulating  ourselves  that,  mid-winter 
as  it  was,  we  should  reach  the  tropics  and  never  need  them. 
I  meanwhile  made  acquaintances  among  my  West  Indian 
fellow-passengers,  and  listened  to  their  tale  of  grievances. 
The  Exhibition  had  been  well  enough  in  its  way,  but  Exhibi- 
tions would  not  fill  an  empty  exchequer  or  restore  ruined 
plantations.  The  mother  country  I  found  was  still  regarded 
as  a  stepmother,  and  from  more  than  one  quarter  I  heard  a 
more  than  muttered  wish  that  they  could  be  '  taken  into  part- 
nership '  by  the  Americans.  They  were  wasting  away  under 
Free  Trade  and  the  sugar  bounties.  The  mother  country 
gave  them  fine  words,  but  words  were  all.  If  they  belonged 
to  the  United  States  they  would  have  the  benefit  of  a  close 
market  in  a  country  where  there  were  60,000,000  sugar 
drinkers.  Energetic  Americans  would  come  among  them  and 
establish  new  industries,  and  would  control  the  unmanageable 
negroes.  From  the  most  loyal  I  heard  the  despairing  cry  of 
the  Britons,  *  the  barbarians  drive  us  into  the  sea  and  the  sea 
drives  us  back  upon  the  barbarians.'  They  could  bear  Free 
Trade  which  was  fair  all  round,  but  not  Free  Trade  which  was 
made  into  a  mockery  by  bounties.  And  it  seemed  that  their 
masters  in  Downing  Street  answered  them  as  the  Romans 
answered  our  forefathers.  '  We  have  many  colonies,  and  we 
shall  not  miss  Britain.  Britain  is  far  off,  and  must  take  care 
of  herself.  She  brings  us  responsibility,  and  she  brings  us  no 
revenue;  we  cannot  tax  Italy  for  the  sake  of  Britons.  We 
have  given  them  our  arms  and  our  civilisation.  We  have 
done  enough.  Let  them  do  now  what  they  can  or  please.' 
Virtually  this  is  what  England  says  to  the  West  Indians,  or 
would  say  if  despair  made  them  actively  troublesome,  notwith- 
standing Exhibitions  and  expansive  sentiments.     The  answer 
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from  Rome  we  can  now  see  was  the  voice  of  dying  greatness, 
which  was  no  longer  worthy  of  the  place  in  the  world  which  it 
had  made  for  itself  in  the  days  of  its  strength ;  but  it 
doubtless  seemed  reasonable  enough  at  the  time,  and  indeed 
was  the  only  answer  which  the  Rome  of  Honorius  could 
give. 

A  change  in  the  weather  cut  short  our  conversations,  and 
drove  half  the  company  to  their  berths.  On  the  fourth  morn- 
ing the  wind  chopped  back  to  the  north-west.  A  beam  sea  set 
in,  and  the  *  Moselle '  justified  my  conjectures  about  her.  She 
rolled  gunwale  under,  rolled  at  least  forty  degrees  each  way, 
and  unshipped  a  boat  out  of  her  davits  to  windward.  The 
waves  were  not  as  high  as  I  have  known  the  Atlantic  produce 
when  in  the  humour  for  it,  but  they  were  short,  steep,  and 
curling.  Tons  of  water  poured  over  the  deck.  The  few  of  us 
who  ventured  below  to  dinner  were  hit  by  the  dumb  waiters 
which  swung  over  our  heads ;  and  the  living  waiters  staggered 
about  with  the  dishes  and  upset  the  soup  into  our  laps.  Every- 
body was  grumbling  and  miserable.  Driven  to  my  cabin  I 
was  dozing  on  a  sofa  when  I  was  jerked  off  and  dropped  upon 
the  floor.  The  noise  down  below  on  these  occasions  is  con- 
siderable. The  steering  chains  clank,  unfastened  doors  slam  to 
and  fro,  plates  and  dishes  and  glass  fall  crashing  at  some  lurch 
which  is  heavier  than  usual,  with  the  roar  of  the  sea  under- 
neath as  a  constant  accompaniment. 

When  a  wave  strikes  the  ship  full  on  the  quarter  and  she 
staggers  from  stem  to  stern,  one  wonders  how  any  construc- 
tion of  wood  and  iron  can  endure  such  blows  without  being 
shattered  to  fragments.  And  it  would  be  shattered,  as  I 
heard  an  engineer  once  say,  if  the  sea  was  not  such  a  gentle 
creature  after  all.  I  crept  up  to  the  deck  house  to  watch 
through  the  lee  door  the  wild  magnificence  of  the  storm. 
Down  came  a  great  green  wave,  rushed  in  a  flood  over  every- 
thing, and  swept  me  drenched  to  the  skin  down  the  stairs  into 
the  cabin.  I  crawled  to  bed  to  escape  cold,  and  slid  up  and 
down  my  berth  like  a  shuttle  at  every  roll  of  the  ship  till  I  fell 
into  the  unconsciousness  which  is  a  substitute  for  sleep,  slept 
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at  last  really,  and  woke  at  seven  in  the  morning  to  find  the 
sun  shining,  and  the  surface  of  the  ocean  still  undulating  but 
glassy  calm.  The  only  signs  left  of  the  tempest  were  the 
swallow-like  petrels  skimming  to  and  fro  in  our  wake,  picking 
up  the  scraps  of  food  and  the  plate  washings  which  the  cook's 
mate  had  thrown  overboard ;  smallest  and  beautifuUest  of  all 
the  gull  tribe,  called  petrel  by  our  ancestors,  who  went  to  their 
Bibles  more  often  than  we  do  for  their  images,  in  memory  of 
St.  Peter,  because  they  seem  for  a  moment  to  stand  upon  the 
water  when  they  stoop  upon  any  floating  object.^  In  the  after- 
noon we  passed  the  Azores,  rising  blue  and  fairy-Uke  out  of  the 
ocean;  unconscious  they  of  the  bloody  battles  which  once 
went  on  under  their  shadows.  There  it  was  that  Grenville,  in 
the  *  Revenge,'  fought  through  a  long  summer  day  alone 
against  a  host  of  enemies,  and  died  there  and  won  immortal 
honour.  The  Azores  themselves  are  Grenville's  monument, 
and  in  the  memory  of  Englishmen  are  associated  for  ever  with 
his  glorious  story.  Behind  these  islands,  too,  lay  Grenville's 
comrades,  the  English  privateers,  year  after  year  waiting  for 
Philip's  plate  fleet.  Behind  these  islands  lay  French  squadrons 
waiting  for  the  English  sugar  ships.  They  are  calm  and  silent 
now,  and  are  never  likely  to  echo  any  more  to  battle  thunder. 
Men  come  and  go  and  play  out  their  little  dramas,  epic  or 
tragic,  and  it  matters  nothing  to  nature.  Their  wild  pranks 
leave  no  scars,  and  the  decks  are  swept  clean  for  the  next 
comers. 


CHAPTER  III. 

The  tropics — Passengers  on  board — Account  of  the  Darien  Canal — Planters' 
complaints — West  Indian  history — The  Spanish  conquest — Drake  and 
Hawkins — The  buccaneers — The  pirates — French  and  English — Rodney 
—Battle  of  April  12 — Peace  with  honour — Doers  and  talkers. 

Another  two  days  and  we  were  in  the  tropics.     The  north- 
east trade  blew  behind  us,  and  our  own  speed  being  taken  off 

J-  This  is  the  explanation  of  the  name  which  is  given  by  Dampier. 
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from  the  speed  of  the  wind  there  was  scarcely  air  enough  to 
fill  our  sails.  The  waves  went  down  and  the  ports  were  opened, 
and  we  had  passed  suddenly  from  winter  into  perpetual  sum- 
mer, as  Jean  Paul  says  it  will  be  with  us  in  death.  Sleep  came 
back  ?oft  and  sweet,  and  the  water  was  warm  in  our  morning 
bath,  and  the  worries  and  annoyances  of  life  vanished  in  these 
sweet  surroundings  like  nightmares  when  we  wake.  How  well 
the  Greeks  understood  the  spiritual  beauty  of  the  sea !  Qakacoa 
kKvIu  Tcavra  TavOputTTiav  Kaicdj  says  Euripides.  *  The  sea  washes 
off  all  the  woes  of  men.'  The  passengers  lay  about  the  decks 
in  their  chairs  reading  story  books.  The  young  ones  played 
Bull.  The  officers  flirted  mildly  with  the  pretty  young  ladies. 
For  a  brief  interval  care  and  anxiety  had  spread  their  wings 
and  flown  away,  and  existence  itself  became  delightful. 

There  was  a  young  scientific  man  on  board  who  interested 
me  much.  He  had  been  sent  out  from  Kew  to  take  charge  of 
the  Botanical  Gardens  in  Jamaica — was  quiet,  modest,  and 
unaffected,  understood  his  own  subjects  well,  and  could  make 
others  understand  them  ;  with  him  I  had  much  agreeable  con- 
versation. And  there  was  another  singular  person  who  at- 
tracted me  even  more.  I  took  him  at  first  for  an  American. 
He  was  a  Dane  I  found,  an  engineer  by  profession,  and  was 
on  his  way  to  some  South  American  republic.  He  was  a  long 
lean  man  with  grey  eyes,  red  hair,  and  a  laugh  as  if  he .  so 
enjoyed  the  thing  that  amused  him  that  he  wished  to  keep  it 
all  to  himself,  laughing  inwardly  till  he  choked  and  shook  with 
it.  His  chief  amusement  seemed  to  have  lain  in  watching  the 
performances  of  Liberal  politicians  in  various  parts  of  the 
world.  He  told  me  of  an  opposition  leader  in  some  parlia- 
ment whom  his  rival  in  office  had  disposed  of  by  shutting  him 
up  in  the  caboose.  *  In  the  caboose,'  he  repeated,  screaming 
with  enjoyment  at  the  thought  of  it,  and  evidently  wishing  that 
all  the  parliamentary  orators  on  the  globe  were  in  the  same 
place.  In  his  wanderings  he  had  been  lately  at  the  Darien 
Canal,  and  gave  me  a  wonderful  account  of  the  condition  of 
things  there.  The  original  estimate  of  the  probable  cost  had 
been  twenty-six  millions  of  our  (English)  money.     All  these 
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millions  had  been  spent  already,  and  only  a  fifth  of  the  whole 
had  as  yet  been  executed.  The  entire  cost  would  not  be  less, 
under  the  existing  management,  than  one  hundred  millions, 
and  he  evidently  doubted  whether  the  canal  would  ever  be 
completed  at  all,  though  professionally  he  would  not  confess 
to  such  an  opinion.  The  waste  and  plunder  had  been  incal- 
culable. The  works  and  the  gold  that  were  set  moving  by 
them  made  a  feast  for  unclean  harpies  of  both  sexes  from 
every  nation  in  the  four  continents.     I  liked  everything  about 

Mr. .     Tom  Cringle's  Obed  might  have  been  something 

like  him,  had  not  Obed's  evil  genius  driven  him  into  more 
dangerous  ways. 

There  was  a  small  black  boy  among  us,  evidently  of  pure 
blood,  for  his  hair  was  wool  and  his  colour  black  as  ink.  His 
parents  must  have  been  well-to-do,  for  the  boy  had  been  in 
Europe  to  be  educated.  The  officers  on  board  and  some  of 
the  ladies  played  with  him  as  they  would  play  with  a  monkey. 
He  had  little  more  sense  than  a  monkey,  perhaps  less,  and  the 
gestures  of  him  grinning  behind  gratings  and  pushing  out  his 
long  thin  arms  between  the  bars  were  curiously  suggestive  of 
the  original  from  whom  we  are  told  now  that  all  of  us  came. 
The  worst  of  it  was  that,  being  Hfted  above  his  own  people,  he 
had  been  taught  to  despise  them.  He  was  spoilt  as  a  black 
and  could  not  be  made  into  a  white,  and  this  I  found  after- 
wards was  the  invariable  and  dangerous  consequence  whenever 
a  superior  negro  contrived  to  raise  himself.  He  might  do  well 
enough  himself,  but  his  family  feel  their  blood  as  a  degrada- 
tion. His  children  will  not  marry  among  their  own  people, 
and  not  only  will  no  white  girl  marry  a  negro,  but  hardly  any 
dowry  can  be  large  enough  to  tempt  a  West  Indian  white  to 
make  a  wife  of  a  black  lady.  This  is  one  of  the  most  sinister 
features  in  the  present  state  of  social  life  there. 

Small  personalities  cropped  up  now  and  then.  We  had 
representatives  of  all  professions  among  us  except  the  Church 
of  England  clergy.  Of  them  we  had  not  one.  The  captain, 
as  usual,  read  us  the  service  on  Sundays  on  a  cushion  for  a 
desk,  with  the  union  jack  spread  over  it.     On  board  ship  the 
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captain,  like  a  sovereign,  is  supreme,  and  in  spiritual  matters 
as  in  secular.  Drake  was  the  first  commander  who  carried 
the  theory  into  practice  when  he  excommunicated  his  chaplain. 
It  is  the  law  now,  and  the  tradition  has  gone  on  unbroken. 
In  default  of  clergy  we  had  a  missionary,  who  for  the  most 
part  kept  his  lips  closed.  He  did  open  them  once,  and  at  my 
expense.  Apropos  of  nothing  he  said  to  me,  *  I  wonder,  sir, 
whether  you  ever  read  the  remarks  upon  you  in  the  news- 
papers. If  all  the  attacks  upon  your  writings  which  I  have 
seen  were  collected  together  they  would  make  an  interesting 
volume.'  This  was  all.  He  had  delivered  his  soul  and  relapsed 
into  silence. 

From  a  Puerto  Rico  merchant  I  learnt  that,  if  the  English 
colonies  were  in  a  bad  way,  the  Spanish  colonies  were  in  a 
worse.  His  own  island,  he  said,  was  a  nest  of  squalor,  misery, 
vice,  and  disease.  Blacks  and  whites  were  equally  immoral ; 
and  so  far  as  habits  went,  the  whites  were  the  filthier  of  the 
two.  The  complaints  of  the  English  West  Indians  were  less 
sweeping,  and,  as  to  immorality  between  whites  and  blacks, 
neither  from  my  companions  in  the  *  Moselle  '  nor  anywhere 
afterward  did  I  hear  or  see  a  sign  of  it.  The  profligacy  of 
planter  Hfe  passed  away  with  slavery,  and  the  changed  con- 
dition of  the  two  races  makes  impossible  any  return  to  the  old 
habits.  But  they  had  wrongs  of  their  own,  and  were  eloquent 
in  their  exposition  of  them.  We  had  taken  the  islands  from 
France  and  Spain  at  an  enormous  expense,  and  we  were  throw- 
ing them  aside  like  a  worn-out  child's  toy.  We  did  nothing  for 
them.  We  allowed  them  no  advantage  as  British  subjects,  and 
when  they  tried  to  do  -something  for  themselves,  we  interposed 
with  an  Imperial  veto.  The  United  States,  seeing  the  West 
Indian  trade  gravitating  towards  New  York,  had  offered  them 
a  commercial  treaty,  being  willing  to  admit  their  sugar  duty 
free,  in  consideration  of  the  islands  admitting  in  return  their 
salt  fish  and  flour  and  notions.  A  treaty  was  in  process  of 
negotiation  between  the  United  States  and  the  Spanish  islands. 
A  similar  treaty  had  been  freely  offered  to  them,  which  might 
have  saved  them  from  ruin,  and  the  Imperial  Government  had 
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disallowed  it.     How,  under  such  treatment,  could  we  expect 
them  to  be  loyal  to  the  British  connection  ? 

It  was  a  reUef  to  turn  back  from  these  lamentations  to  the 
brilliant  period  of  past  West  Indian  history.  With  the  planters 
of  the  present  it  was  all  sugar — sugar  and  the  lazy  blacks  who 
were  England's  darlings  and  would  not  work  for  them.  The 
handbooks  were  equally  barren.  In  them  I  found  nothing 
but  modern  statistics  pointing  to  dreary  conclusions,  and  in 
the  place  of  any  human  interest,  long  stories  of  constitutions, 
suffrages,  representative  assemblies,  powers  of  elected  members, 
and  powers  reserved  to  the  Crown.  Such  things,  important 
as  they  might  be,  did  not  touch  my  imagination  ;  and  to  an 
Englishman,  proud  of  his  country,  the  West  Indies  had  a  far 
higher  interest.  Strange  scenes  streamed  across  my  memory, 
and  a  shadowy  procession  of  great  figures  who  have  printed 
their  names  in  history.  Columbus  and  Cortez,  Vasco  Nunez, 
and  Las  Casas ;  the  millions  of  innocent  Indians  who,  ac- 
cording to  Las  Casas,  were  destroyed  out  of  the  islands,  the 
Spanish  grinding  them  to  death  in  their  gold  mines ;  the  black 
swarms  who  were  poured  in  to  take  their  place,  and  the 
frightful  story  of  the  slave  trade.  Behind  it  all  was  the 
European  drama  of  the  sixteenth  century — Charles  V.  and 
Philip  fighting  against  the  genius  of  the  new  era,  and  feeding 
their  armies  with  the  ingots  of  the  new  world.  The  convul- 
sion spread  across  the  Atlantic.  The  English  Protestants  and 
the  French  Huguenots  took  to  sea  hke  water  dogs,  and  chal- 
lenged their  enemies  in  their  own  special  domair^.  To  the 
popes  and  the  Spaniards  the  new  world  was  the  property  of 
the  Church  and  of  those  who  had  discovered  it.  A  papal  bull 
bestowed  on  Spain  all  the  countries  which  lay  within  the  tropics 
west  of  the  Atlantic — a  form  of  Monroe  doctrine,  not  unreason- 
able as  long  as  there  was  force  to  maintain  it,  but  the  force 
was  indispensable,  and  the  Protestant  adventurers  tried  the 
question  with  them  at  the  cannon's  mouth.  They  were  of  the 
reformed  faith  all  of  them,  these  sea  rovers  of  the  early  days, 
and,  like  their  enemies,  they  were  of  a  very  mixed  complexion. 
The  Spaniards,  gorged  with  plunder  and  wading  in  blood,  were 
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at  the  same  time,  and  in  their  own  eyes,  crusading  soldiers  of 
the  faith,  missionaries  of  the  Holy  Church,  and  defenders  of 
the  doctrines  which  were  impiously  assailed  in  Europe.  The 
privateers  from  Plymouth  and  Rochelle  paid  also  for  the  cost 
of  their  expeditions  with  the  pillage  of  ships  and  towns  and  the 
profits  of  the  slave  trade ;  and  they  too  were  the  unlicensed 
champions  of  spiritual  freedom  in  their  own  estimate  of  them- 
selves. The  gold  which  was  meant  for  Alva's  troops  in 
Flanders  found  its  way  into  the  treasure  houses  of  the  London 
companies.  The  logs  of  the  voyages  of  the  Elizabethan  navi- 
gators represent  them  faithfully  as  they  were,  freebooters  of 
the  ocean  in  one  aspect  of  them  ;  in  another,  the  sea  warriors 
of  the  Reformation — uncommissioned,  unrecognised,  fighting 
on  their  own  responsibility,  Hable  to  be  disowned  when  they 
failed,  while  the  Queen  herself  would  privately  be  a  share- 
holder in  the  adventure.  It  was  a  wild  anarchic  scene,  fit 
cradle  of  the  spiritual  freedom  of  a  new  age,  when  the  nations 
of  the  earth  were  breaking  the  chains  in  which  king  and  priest 
had  bound  them. 

To  the  Spaniards,  Drake  and  his  comrades  were  corsarios, 
robbers,  enemies  of  the  human  race,  to  be  treated  to  a  short 
shrift  whenever  found  and  caught.  British  seamen  who  fell 
into  their  hands  were  carried  before  the  Inquisition  at  Lima 
or  Carthagena  and  burnt  at  the  stake  as  heretics.  Four  of 
Drake's  crew  were  unfortunately  taken  once  at  Vera  Cruz. 
Drake  sent  a  message  to  the  governor-general  that  if  a  hair  of 
their  heads  was  singed  he  would  hang  ten  Spaniards  for  each 
one  of  them.  (This  curious  note  is  at  Simancas,  where  I  saw 
it.)  So  great  an  object  of  terror  at  Madrid  was  El  Draque  that 
he  was  looked  on  as  an  incarnation  of  the  old  serpent,  and 
when  he  failed  in  his  last  enterprise  and  news  came  that  he  was 
dead,  Lope  de  Vega  sang  a  hymn  of  triumph  in  an  epic  poem 
which  he  called  the  '  Dragontea.' 

When  Elizabeth  died  and  peace  was  made  with  Spain,  the 
adventurers  lost  something  of  the  indirect  countenance  which 
had  so  far  been  extended  to  them  ;  the  execution  of  Raleigh 
being  one  among  other  marks  of  the  change  of  mind.     But 
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they  continued  under  other  names,  and  no  active  effort  was 
made  to  suppress  them.  The  Spanish  Government  did  in 
1627  agree  to  leave  England  in  possession  of  Barbadoes,  but 
the  pretensions  to  an  exclusive  right  to  trade  continued  to  be 
maintained,  and  the  English  and  French  refused  to  recognise 
it.  The  French  privateers  seized  Tortuga,  an  island  off  St. 
Domingo,  and  they  and  their  English  friends  swarmed  in  the 
Caribbean  Sea  as  buccaneers  or  flibustiers.  They  exchanged 
names,  perhaps  as  a  symbol  of  their  alliance.  '  Flibustier ' 
was  English  and  a  corruption  of  freebooter.  *  Buccaneer ' 
came  from  the  boucan,  or  dried  beef,  of  the  wild  cattle  which 
the  French  hunters  shot  in  Espafiola,  and  which  formed  the 
chief  of  their  sea  stores.  Boucan  became  a  French  verb,  and, 
according  to  Labat,  was  itself  the  Carib  name  for  the  cashew 
nut. 

War  breaking  out  again  in  Cromwell's  time,  Penn  and 
Venables  took  Jamaica.  The  flibustiers  from  the  Tortugas 
drove  the  Spaniards  out  of  Hayti,  which  was  annexed  to  the 
French  crown.  The  comradeship  in  religious  enthusiasm 
which  had  originally  drawn  the  two  nations  together  cooled  by 
degrees,  as  French  Catholics  as  well  as  Protestants  took  to 
the  trade.  Port  Royal  became  the  headquarters  of  the 
English  buccaneers — the  last  and  greatest  of  them  being 
Henry  Morgan,  who  took  and  plundered  Panama,  was  knighted 
for  his  services,  and  was  afterwards  made  vice-governor  of 
Jamaica.  From  the  time  when  the  Spaniards  threw  open 
their  trade,  and  English  seamen  ceased  to  be  delivered  over 
to  the  Inquisition,  the  English  buccaneers  ceased  to  be  respect- 
able characters  and  gradually  drifted  into  the  pirates  of  later 
history,  when  under  their  new  conditions  they  produced  their 
more  questionable  heroes,  the  Kidds  and  Blackbeards.  The 
French  flibustiers  continued  long  after — far  into  the  eighteenth 
century — some  of  them  with  commissions  as  privateers,  others 
as  forbans  or  unlicensed  rovers,  but  still  connived  at  in 
Martinique. 

Adventurers,  buccaneers,  pirates  pass  across  the  stage — 
the  curtain  falls  on  them,  and  rises  on  a  more  glorious  scene. 
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Jamaica  had  become  the  depot  of  the  trade  of  England  with 
the  western  world,  and  golden  streams  had  poured  into  Port 
Royal.  Barbadoes  was  unoccupied  when  England  took  pos- 
session of  it,  and  never  passed  out  of  our  hands ;  but  the 
Antilles — the  Anterior  Isles — which  stand  like  a  string  of  eme- 
ralds round  the  neck  of  the  Caribbean  Sea,  had  been  most  of 
them  colonised  and  occupied  by  the  French,  and  during  the 
wars  of  the  last  century  were  the  objects  of  a  never  ceasing 
conflict  between  their  fleets  and  ours.  The  French  had 
planted  their  language  there,  they  had  planted  their  religion 
there,  and  the  blacks  of  these  islands  generally  still  speak  the 
French  patois  and  call  themselves  Catholics ;  but  it  was 
deemed  essential  to  our  interests  that  the  Antilles  should 
be  not  French  but  EngUsh,  and  Antigua,  Martinique,  St. 
Lucia,  St.  Vincent,  and  Grenada  were  taken  and  retaken  and 
taken  again  in  a  struggle  perpetually  renewed.  When  the 
American  colonies  revolted,  the  West  Indies  became  involved 
in  the  revolutionary  hurricane.  France,  Spain,  and  Holland 
— our  three  ocean  rivals — combined  in  a  supreme  eflbrt  to 
tear  from  us  our  Imperial  power.  The  opportunity  was  seized 
by  Irish  patriots  to  clamour  for  Irish  nationality,  and  by  the 
English  Radicals  to  demand  liberty  and  the  rights  of  man. 
It  was  the  most  critical  moment  in  later  English  history.  If 
we  had  yielded  to  peace  on  the  terms  which  our  enemies 
ofi'ered,  and  the  English  Liberals  wished  us  to  accept,  the  star 
of  Great  Britain  would  have  set  for  ever. 

The  West  Indies  were  then  under  the  charge  of  Rodney, 
whose  brilliant  successes  had  already  made  his  name  famous. 
He  had  done  his  country  more  than  yeoman's  service.  He 
had  torn  the  Leeward  Islands  from  the  French.  He  had 
punished  the  Hollanders  for  joining  the  coalition  by  taking 
the  island  of  St.  Eustachius  and  three  millions'  worth  of  stores 
and  money.  The  patriot  party  at  home  led  by  Fox  and  Burke 
were  ill  pleased  with  these  victories,  for  they  wished  us  to  be 
driven  into  surrender.  Burke  denounced  Rodney  as  he 
denounced  Warren  Hastings,  and  Rodney  was  called  home  to 
answer  for  himself.      In  his  absence  Demerara,  the  Leeward 
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Islands,  St.  Eustachius  itself,  were  captured  or  recovered  by 
the  enemy.  The  French  fleet,  now  supreme  in  the  western 
waters,  blockaded  Lord  Cornwallis  at  York  Town  and  forced 
him  to  capitulate.  The  Spaniards  had  fitted  out  a  fleet  at 
Havannah,  and  the  Count  de  Grasse,  the  French  admiral, 
fresh  from  the  victorious  thunder  of  the  American  cannon, 
hastened  back  to  refurnish  himself  at  Martinique,  intending  to 
join  the  Spaniards,  tear  Jamaica  from  us,  and  drive  us  finally 
and  completely  out  of  the  West  Indies.  One  chance  re- 
mained. Rodney  was  ordered  back  to  his  station,  and  he 
went  at  his  best  speed,  taking  all  the  ships  with  him  which 
could  then  be  spared.  It  was  mid- winter.  He  forced  his 
way  to  Barbadoes  in  five  weeks  spite  of  equinoctial  storms. 
The  Whig  orators  were  indignant.  They  insisted  that  we 
were  beaten ;  there  had  been  bloodshed  enough,  and  we  must 
sit  down  in  our  humiliation.  The  Government  yielded,  and  a 
peremptory  order  followed  on  Rodney's  track,  *  Strike  your 
flag  and  come  home.'  Had  that  fatal  command  reached  him 
Gibraltar  would  have  fallen  and  Hastings's  Indian  Empire 
would  have  melted  into  air.  But  Rodney  knew  that  his  time 
was  short,  and  he  had  been  prompt  to  use  it.  Before  the 
order  came,  the  severest  naval  battle  in  English  annals  had 
been  fought  and  won.  De  Grasse  was  a  prisoner,  and  the 
French  fleet  was  scattered  into  wreck  and  ruin. 

De  Grasse  had  refitted  in  the  Martinique  dockyards.  He 
himself  and  every  officer  in  the  fleet  was  confident  that 
England  was  at  last  done  for,  and  that  nothing  was  left  but  to 
gather  the  fruits  of  the  victory  which  was  theirs  already.  Not 
Xerxes,  when  he  broke  through  Thermopylae  and  watched 
from  the  shore  his  thousand  galleys  streaming  down  to  the 
Gulf  of  Salamis,  was  more  assured  that  his  prize  was  in  his 
hands  than  De  Grasse  on  the  deck  of  the  'Ville  de  Paris,' 
the  finest  ship  then  floating  on  the  seas,  when  he  heard  that 
Rodney  was  at  St.  Lucia  and  intended  to  engage  him.  He 
did  not  even  believe  that  the  English  after  so  many  reverses 
would  ventuie  to  meddle  with  a  fleet  superior  in  force  and 
inspirited  with  victory.      All  the   Antilles  except  St.    Lucia 
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were  his  own.  Tobago,  Grenada,  the  Grenadines,  St.  Vincent, 
Martinique,  Dominica,  Guadaloupe,  Montserrat,  Nevis,  An- 
tigua, and  St.  Kitts,  he  held  them  all  in  proud  possession,  a 
string  of  gems,  each  island  large  as  or  larger  than  the  Isle  of 
Man,  rising  up  with  high  volcanic  peaks  clothed  from  base  to 
crest  with  forest,  carved  into  deep  ravines,  and  fringed  with 
luxuriant  plains.  In  St.  Lucia  alone,  lying  between  St. 
Vincent  and  Dominica,  the  English  flag  still  flew,  and  Rodney 
lay  there  in  the  harbour  at  Castries.  On  April  8,  1782,  the 
signal  came  from  the  north  end  of  the  island  that  the  French 
fleet  had  sailed.  Martinique  is  in  sight  of  St.  Lucia,  and  the 
rock  is  still  shown  from  which  Rodney  had  watched  day  by 
day  for  signs  that  they  were  moving.  They  were  out  at  last, 
and  he  instantly  weighed  and  followed.  The  air  was  light, 
and  De  Grasse  was  under  the  high  lands  of  Dominica  before 
Rodney  came  up  with  him.  Both  fleets  were  becalmed,  and 
the  English  were  scattered  and  divided  by  a  current  which 
runs  between  the  islands.  A  breeze  at  last  blew  off"  the  land. 
The  French  were  the  first  to  feel  it,  and  were  able  to  attack  at 
advantage  the  leading  English  division.  Had  De  Grasse 
*come  down  as  he  ought,'  Rodney  thought  that  the  conse- 
quences might  have  been  serious.  In  careless  imagination  of 
superiority  they  let  the  chance  go  by.  They  kept  at  a 
distance,  firing  long  shots,  which  as  it  was  did  considerable 
damage.  The  two  following  days  the  fleets  manoeuvred  in 
sight  of  each  other.  On  the  night  of  the  eleventh  Rodney 
made  signal  for  the  whole  fleet  to  go  south  under  press  of 
sail.  The  French  thought  he  was  flying.  He  tacked  at  two 
in  the  morning,  and  at  daybreak  found  himself  where  he 
wished  to  be,  with  the  French  fleet  on  his  lee  quarter.  The 
French  looking  for  nothing  but  again  a  distant  cannonade, 
continued  leisurely  along  under  the  north  highlands  of  Dom- 
inica towards  the  channel  which  separates  that  island  from 
Guadaloupe.  In  number  of  ships  the  fleets  were  equal;  in 
size  and  complement  of  crew  the  French  were  immensely 
superior ;  and  besides  the  ordinary  ships'  companies  they  had 
twenty  thousand  soldiers  on  board  who  were  to  be  used  in  the 
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conquest  of  Jamaica.  Knowing  well  that  a  defeat  at  that 
moment  would  be  to  England  irreparable  ruin,  they  did  not 
dream  that  Rodney  would  be  allowed,  even  if  he  wished  it,  to 
risk  a  close  and  decisive  engagement.  The  English  admiral 
was  aware  also  that  his  country's  fate  was  in  his  hands.  It 
was  one  of  those  supreme  moments  which  great  men  dare  to 
use  and  small  men  tremble  at.  He  had  the  advantage  of  the 
wind,  and  could  force  a  battle  or  decHne  it,  as  he  pleased. 
With  clear  daylight  the  signal  to  engage  was  flying  from  the 
masthead  of  the  '  Formidable,'  Rodney's  ship.  At  seven  in 
the  morning,  April  12,  1782,  the  whole  fleet  bore  down 
obliquely  on  the  French  line,  cutting  it  directly  in  two. 
Rodney  led  in  person.  Having  passed  through  and  broken 
up  their  order  he  tacked  again,  still  keeping  the  wind.  The 
French,  thrown  into  confusion,  were  unable  to  reform,  and 
the  battle  resolved  itself  into  a  number  of  separate  engage- 
ments in  which  the  English  had  the  choice  of  position. 

Rodney  in  passing  through  the  enemy's  Unes  the  first  time 
had  exchanged  broadsides  with  the  '  Glorieux,'  a  seventy- 
four,  at  close  range.  He  had  shot  away  her  masts  and  bow- 
sprit, and  left  her  a  bare  hull ;  her  flag,  however,  still  flying, 
being  nailed  to  a  sphntered  spar.  So  he  left  her  unable 
to  stir;  and  after  he  had  gone  about  came  himself  yard- 
arm  to  yardarm  with  the  superb  *  Ville  de  Paris,'  the  pride  of 
France,  the  largest  ship  in  the  then  world,  where  De  Grasse 
commanded  in  person.  All  day  long  the  cannon  roared. 
Rodney  had  on  board  a  favourite  bantam  cock,  which  stood 
perched  upon  the  poop  of  the  *  Formidable '  through  the 
whole  action,  its  shriU  voice  heard  crowing  through  the  thun- 
der of  the  broadsides.  One  by  one  the  French  ships  struck 
their  flags  or  fought  on  till  they  foundered  and  went  down. 
The  carnage  on  board  them  was  terrible,  crowded  as  they  were 
with  the  troops  for  Jamaica.  Fourteen  thousand  were  reckoned 
to  have  been  killed,  besides  the  prisoners.  The  *  Ville  de 
Paris'  surrendered  last,  fighting  desperately  after  hope  was 
gone  till  her  masts  were  so  shattered  that  they  could  not  bear 
a  sail,  and  her  decks  oh'^^e  and  below  were  littered  over  with 


LORD  RODNEY'S  VICTORY  31 

mangled  limbs.  De  Grasse  gave  up  his  sword  to  Rodney  on 
the  *  Formidable's '  quarter-deck.  The  gallant  'Glorieux,' 
unable  to  fly,  and  seeing  the  battle  lost,  hauled  down  her  flag, 
but  not  till  the  undisabled  remnants  of  her  crew  were  too  few 
to  throw  the  dead  into  the  sea.  Other  ships  took  fire  and  blew 
up.  Half  the  French  fleet  were  either  taken  or  sunk ;  the  rest 
crawled  away  for  the  time,  most  of  them  to  be  picked  up  after- 
wards like  crippled  birds. 

So  on  that  memorable  day  was  the  English  Empire  saved. 
Peace  followed,  but  it  was  *  peace  with  honour.'  The  Ameri- 
can colonies  were  lost ;  but  England  kept  her  West  Indies  ;  her 
flag  still  floated  over  Gibraltar ;  the  hostile  strength  of  Europe 
all  combined  had  failed  to  twist  Britannia's  ocean  sceptre 
from  her :  she  sat  down  maimed  and  bleeding,  but  the  wreath 
had  not  been  torn  from  her  brow,  she  was  still  sovereign  of  the 
seas. 

The  bow  of  Ulysses  was  strung  in  those  days.  The  order 
of  recall  arrived  when  the  work  was  done.  It  was  proudly 
obeyed ;  and  even  the  great  Burke  admitted  that  no  honour 
could  be  bestowed  upon  Rodney  which  he  had  not  deserved  at 
his  country's  hands.  If  the  British  Empire  is  still  to  have  a 
prolonged  career  before  it,  the  men  who  make  empires  are  the 
men  who  can  hold  them  together.  Oratorical  reformers  can 
overthrow  what  deserves  to  be  overthrown.  Institutions,  even 
the  best  of  them,  wear  out,  and  must  give  place  to  others,  and 
the  fine  political  speakers  are  the  instruments  of  their  over- 
throw. But  the  fine  speakers  produce  nothing  of  their  own, 
and  as  constructive  statesmen  their  paths  are  strewed  with 
failures.  The  worthies  of  England  are  the  men  who  cleared 
and  tilled  her  fields,  formed  her  laws,  built  her  colleges  and 
cathedrals,  founded  her  colonies,  fought  her  battles,  covered 
the  ocean  with  commerce,  and  spread  our  race  over  the  planet 
to  leave  a  mark  upon  it  which  time  will  not  efface.  These  men 
are  seen  in  their  work,  and  are  not  heard  of  in  Parliament. 
When  the  account  is  wound  up,  where  by  the  side  of  them  will 
stand  our  famous  orators  ?  What  will  any  one  of  these  have 
left  behind  him  save  the  wreck  of  in'     ntions  which  had  done 
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their  work  and  had  ceased  to  serve  a  useful  purpose  ?  That 
was  their  business  in  this  world,  and  they  did  it  and  do  it ;  but 
it  is  no  very  glorious  work,  not  a  work  over  which  it  is  possible 
to  feel  any  'fine  enthusiasm.'  To  chop  down  a  tree  is  easier 
than  to  make  it  grow.  When  the  business  of  destruction  is 
once  completed,  they  and  their  fame  and  glory  will  disappear 
together.  Our  true  great  ones  will  again  be  visible,  and  thence- 
forward will  be  visible  alone. 

Is  there  a  single  instance  in  our  own  or  any  other  history  of 
a  great  political  speaker  who  has  added  anything  to  human 
knowledge  or  to  human  worth  ?  Lord  Chatham  may  stand  as 
a  lonely  exception.  But  except  Chatham  who  is  there  ?  Not 
one  that  I  know  of.  Oratory  is  the  spendthrift  sister  of  the 
arts,  which  decks  itself  like  a  strumpet  with  the  tags  and  orna- 
ments which  it  steals  from  real  superiority.  The  object  of  it 
is  not  truth,  but  anything  which  it  can  make  appear  truth ; 
anything  which  it  can  persuade  people  to  believe  by  calling  in 
their  passions  to  obscure  their  intelligence. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

First  sight  of  Barbadoes — Origin  of  the  name — Fere  Labat — Bridgetown 
two  hundred  years  ago — Slavery  and  Christianity — Economic  crisis — 
Sugar  bounties — Aspect  of  the  streets — Government  House  and  its  occu- 
pants— Duties  of  a  governor  of  Barbadoes. 

England  was  covered  with  snow  when  we  left  it  on  December 
30.  At  sunrise  on  January  12  we  were  anchored  in  the  road- 
stead at  Bridgetown,  and  the  island  of  Barbadoes  lay  before  us 
shining  in  the  haze  of  a  hot  summer  morning.  It  is  about  the 
size  of  the  Isle  of  Wight,  cultivated  so  far  as  eye  could  see 
with  the  completeness  of  a  garden;  no  mountains  in  it,  scarcely 
even  high  hills,  but  a  surface  pleasantly  undulating,  the  pre- 
vailing colour  a  vivid  green  from  the  cane  fields ;  houses  in 
town  and  country  white  from  the  coral  rock  of  which  they  are 
built,  but  the  glare  from  them  relieved  by  heavy  clumps  of 
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trees.  What  the  trees  were  I  had  yet  to  discover.  You  could 
see  at  a  glance  that  the  island  was  as  thickly  peopled  as  an  ant- 
hill. Not  an  inch  of  soil  seemed  to  be  allowed  to  run  to 
waste.  Two  hundred  thousand  is,  I  believe,  the  present  num- 
ber of  Barbadians,  of  whom  nine-tenths  are  blacks.  They  re- 
fuse to  emigrate.  They  cling  to  their  home  with  innocent 
vanity  as  though  it  was  the  finest  country  in  the  world,  and 
multiply  at  a  rate  so  rapid  that  no  one  Hkes  to  think  about  it. 
Labour  at  any  rate  is  abundant  and  cheap.  In  Barbadoes  the 
negro  is  willing  enough  to  work,  for  he  has  no  other  means  of 
living.  Little  land  is  here  allowed  him  to  grow  his  yams  upon. 
Almost  the  whole  of  it  is  still  held  by  the  whites  in  large 
estates,  cultivated  by  labourers  on  the  old  system,  and,  it  is  to 
be  admitted,  cultivated  most  admirably.  If  the  West  Indies 
are  going  to  ruin,  Barbadoes,  at  any  rate,  is  being  ruined  with 
a  smiling  face.  The  roadstead  was  crowded  with  shipping  — 
large  barques,  steamers,  and  brigs,  schooners  of  all  shapes  and 
sorts.  The  training  squadron  had  come  into  the  bay  for  a  day 
or  two  on  their  way  to  Trinidad,  four  fine  ships,  conspicuous 
by  their  white  ensigns,  a  squareness  of  yards,  and  generally 
imposing  presence.  Boats  were  flying  to  and  fro  under  sail  or 
with  oars,  officials  coming  oif  in  white  calico  dress,  with  awn- 
ings over  the  stern  sheets  and  chattering  crews  of  negroes. 
Notwithstanding  these  exotic  symptoms,  it  was  all  thoroughly 
English ;  we  were  under  the  guns  of  our  own  men-of-war. 
The  language  of  the  Anglo-Barbadians  was  pure  English,  the 
voices  without  the  smallest  transatlantic  intonation.  On  no 
one  of  our  foreign  possessions  is  the  print  of  England's  foot 
more  strongly  impressed  than  on  Barbadoes.  It  has  been 
ours  for  two  centuries  and  three-quarters,  and  was  organised 
from  the  first  on  English  traditional  Hnes,  with  its  constitution, 
its  parishes  and  parish  churches  and  churchwardens,  and  schools 
and  parsons,  all  on  the  old  model ;  which  the  unprogressive 
inhabitants  have  been  wise  enough  to  leave  undisturbed. 

Little  is  known  of  the  island  before  we  took  possession 
of  it — so  little  that  the  origin  of  the  name  is  still  uncertain. 
Barbadoes,  if  not  a  corruption  of  some  older  word,  is  Spanish 
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or  Portuguese,  and  means  '  bearded.'  The  local  opinion  is  that 
the  word  refers  to  a  banyan  or  fig  tree  which  is  common  there, 
and  which  sends  down  from  its  branches  long  hairs  or  fibres 
supposed  to  resemble  beards.  I  disbelieve  in  this  derivation. 
Every  Spaniard  whom  I  have  consulted  confirms  my  own  im- 
pression that  \  barbados  '  standing  alone  could  no  more  refer 
to  trees  than  '  barbati '  standing  alone  could  refer  to  trees  in 
Latin.  The  name  is  a  century  older  than  the  English  occupa- 
tion, for  I  have  seen  it  in  a  Spanish  chart  of  1525.  The 
question  is  of  some  interest,  since  it  perhaps  imphes  that  at 
the  first  discovery  there  was  a  race  of  bearded  Caribs  there. 
However  this  may  be,  Barbadoes,  after  we  became  masters  of 
the  island,  enjoyed  a  period  of  unbroken  prosperity  for  two 
hundred  years.  Before  the  conquest  of  Jamaica,  it  was  the 
principal  mart  of  our  West  Indian  trade ;  and  even  after  that 
conquest,  when  all  Europe  drew  its  new  luxury  of  sugar  from 
these  islands,  the  wealth  and  splendour  of  the  EngHsh  residents 
at  Bridgetown  astonished  and  stirred  the  envy  of  every  passing 
visitor.  Absenteeism  as  yet  was  not.  The  owners  lived  on 
their  estates,  governed  the  island  as  magistrates  unpaid  for 
their  services,  and  equally  unpaid,  took  on  themselves  the 
defences  of  the  island.  Pere  Labat,  a  French  missionary,  paid 
a  visit  to  Barbadoes  at  the  beginning  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
He  was  a  clever,  sarcastic  kind  of  man,  with  fine  literary  skill, 
and  describes  what  he  saw  with  a  jealous  appreciation  which 
he  intended  to  act  upon  his  own  countrymen.  The  island, 
according  to  him,  was  running  over  with  wealth,  and  was  very 
imperfectly  fortified.  The  jewellers'  and  silversmiths'  shops 
in  Bridgetown  were  brilliant  as  on  the  Paris  boulevards.  The 
port  was  full  of  ships,  the  wharves  and  warehouses  crammed 
with  merchandise  from  all  parts  of  the  globe.  The  streets 
were  handsome,  and  thronged  with  men  of  business,  who  were 
piling  up  fortunes.  To  the  Father  these  sumptuous  gentlemen 
were  all  most  civil.  The  governor,  an  English  milor,  asked 
him  to  dinner,  and  talked  such  excellent  French  that  Labat 
forgave  him  his  nationality.  The  governor,  he  said,  resided 
in  a  fine  palace.     He  had  a  well-furnished  library,  was  dignified, 
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courteous,  intelligent,  and  lived  in  state  like  a  prince.  A 
review  was  held  for  the  French  priest's  special  entertainment, 
of  the  Bridgetown  cavalry.  Five  hundred  gentlemen  turned 
out  from  this  one  district  admirably  mounted  and  armed. 
Altogether  in  the  island  he  says  that  there  were  3,000  horse 
and  2,000  foot,  every  one  of  them  of  course  white  and  English. 
The  officers  struck  him  particularly.  He  met  one  who  had 
been  five  years  a  prisoner  in  the  Bastille,  and  had  spent  his 
time  there  in  learning  mathematics.  The  planters  opened 
their  houses  to  him.  Dinners  then  as  now  were  the  received 
form  of  English  hospitality.  They  lived  well,  Labat  says. 
They  had  all  the  luxuries  of  the  tropics,  and  they  had  imported 
the  partridges  which  they  were  so  fond  of  from  England. 
They  had  the  costliest  and  choicest  wines,  and  knew  how  to 
enjoy  them.  They  dined  at  two  o'clock,  and  their  dinner 
lasted  four  hours.  Their  mansions  were  superbly  furnished, 
and  gold  and  silver  plate,  he  observed  with  an  eye 'to  business, 
was  so  abundant  that  the  plunder  of  it  would  pay  the  cost  of 
an  expedition  for  the  reduction  of  the  island. 

There  was  another  side  to  all  this  magnificence  which  also 
might  be  turned  to  account  by  an  enterprising  enemy.  There 
were  some  thousands  of  wretched  Irish,  who  had  been  trans- 
planted thither  after  the  last  rebellion,  and  were  bound  under 
articles  to  labour.  These  might  be  counted  on  to  rise  if  an 
invading  force  appeared ;  and  there  were  6o_,ooo  slaves,  who 
would  rebel  also  if  they  saw  a  hope  of  success.  They  were  ill 
fed  and  hard  driven.  On  the  least  symptom  of  insubordination 
they  were  killed  without  mercy ;  sometimes  they  were  burnt 
alive,  or  were  hung  up  in  iron  cages  to  die.^    In  the  French  and 

^  Labat  seems  to  say  that  they  were  hung  up  alive  in  these  cages,  and 
left  to  die  there.  He  says  elsewhere,  and  it  may  be  hoped  that  the  explana- 
tion is  the  truer  one,  that  the  recently  imported  negroes  often  destroyed 
themselves,  in  the  belief  that  when  dead  they  would  return  to  their  own 
country.  In  the  French  islands  as  well  as  the  English,  the  bodies  of  suicides 
were  exposed  in  these  cages,  from  which  they  could  not  be  stolen,  to  convince 
the  poor  people  of  their  mistake  by  their  own  eyes.  He  says  that  the  con- 
trivance was  successful,  and  that  after  this  the  slaves  did  not  destroy  them- 
selves any  more. 

3—3 
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Spanish  islands  care  was  taken  of  the  souls  of  the  poor  creatures. 
They  were  taught  their  catechism,  they  were  baptised,  and  at- 
tended mass  regularly.  The  Anglican  clergy,  Labat  said  with 
professional  malice,  neither  baptised  them  nor  taught  them 
anything,  but  regarded  them  as  mere  animals.  To  keep  Chris- 
tians in  slavery  they  held  would  be  wrong  and  indefensible, 
and  they  therefore  met  the  difficulty  by  not  making  their  slaves 
into  Christians.  That  baptism  made  any  essential  difference, 
however,  he  does  not  insist.  By  the  side  of  Christianity,  in  the 
Catholic  islands,  devil  worship  and  witchcraft  went  on  among 
the  same  persons.  No  instance  had  ever  come  to  his  know- 
ledge of  a  converted  black  who  returned  to  his  country  who 
did  not  throw  away  his  Christianity  just  as  he  would  throw 
away  his  clothes ;  and  as  to  cruelty  and  immorality,  he  admits 
that  the  Enghsh  at  Barbadoes  were  no  worse  than  his  own 
people  at  Martinique. 

In  the  collapse  of  West  Indian  prosperity  which  followed 
on  emancipation,  Barbadoes  escaped  the  misfortunes  of  the 
other  islands.  The  black  population  being  so  dense,  and  the 
place  itself  being  so  small,  the  squatting  system  could  not  be 
tried ;  there  was  plenty  of  labour  always,  and  the  planters 
being  relieved  of  the  charge  of  their  workmen  when  they  were 
sick  or  worn  out,  had  rather  gained  than  lost  by  the  change. 
Barbadoes,  however,  was  not  to  escape  for  ever,  and  was  now 
having  its  share  of  misfortunes.  It  is  dangerous  for  any 
country  to  commit  its  fortunes  to  an  exclusive  occupation. 
Sugar  was  the  most  immediately  lucrative  of  all  the  West 
Indian  productions.  Barbadoes  is  exceptionally  well  suited 
to  sugar-growing.  It  has  no  mountains  and  no  forests.  The 
soil  is  clean  and  has  been  carefully  attended  to  for  two  hundred 
and  fifty  years.  It  had  been  owned  during  the  present  century 
by  gentlemen  who  for  the  most  part  lived  in  England  on  the 
profits  of  their  properties,  and  left  them  to  be  managed  by 
agents  and  attorneys.  The  method  of  management  was 
expensive.  Their  own  habits  were  expensive.  Their  incomes, 
to  which  they  had  lived  up,  had  been  cut  short  lately  by  a 
series  of  bad  seasons.     Money  had  been  borrowed  at  high 
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interest  year  after  year  to  keep  the  estates  and  their  owners 
going.  On  the  top  of  this  came  the  beetroot  competition 
backed  up  by  a  bounty,  and  the  Barbadian  sugar  interest,  I 
was  told,  had  gone  over  a  precipice.  Even  the  unencumbered 
resident  proprietors  could  barely  keep  their  heads  above  water. 
The  returns  on  three-quarters  of  the  properties  on  the  island 
no  longer  sufficed  to  pay  the  expenses  of  cultivation  and  the 
interest  of  the  loans  which  had  been  raised  upon  them.  There 
was  impending  a  general  bankruptcy  which  might  break  up 
entirely  the  present  system  and  leave  the  negroes  for  a  time 
without  the  wages  which  were  the  sole  dependence. 

A  very  dark  picture  had  thus  been  drawn  to  me  of  the  pros- 
pects of  the  poor  little  island  which  had  been  once  so  brilliant. 
Nothing  could  be  less  like  it  than  the  bright  sunny  landscape 
which  we  saw  from  the  deck  of  our  vessel.  The  town,  the 
shipping,  the  pretty  villas,  the  woods,  and  the  wide  green  sea 
of  waving  cane  had  no  suggestion  of  ruin  about  them.  If  the 
ruin  was  coming,  clearly  enough  it  had  not  yet  come.  After 
breakfast  we  went  on  shore  in  a  boat  with  a  white  awning  over 
it,  rowed  by  a  crew  of  black  boatmen,  large,  fleshy,  shining  on 
the  skin  with  ample  feeding  and  shining  in  the  face  with 
innocent  happiness.  They  rowed  well.  They  were  amusing. 
There  was  a  fixed  tariff,  and  they  were  not  extortionate.  The 
temperature  seemed  to  rise  ten  degrees  when  we  landed. 
The  roads  were  blinding  white  from  the  coral  dust,  the  houses 
were  white,  the  sun  scorching.  The  streets  were  not  the  streets 
described  by  Labat ;  no  splendid  magazines  or  jewellers'  shops 
like  those  in  Paris  or  London ;  but  there  were  hghters  at  the 
quays  loading  or  unloading,  carts  dashing  along  with  mule 
teams  and  making  walking  dangerous ;  signs  in  plenty  of  life 
and  business ;  few  white  faces,  but  blacks  and  mulattoes 
swarming.  The  houses  were  substantial,  though  in  want  of 
paint.  The  public  buildings,  law  courts,  hall  of  assembly  &c. 
were  solid  and  handsome,  nowhere  out  of  repair,  though  with 
something  to  be  desired  in  point  of  smartness.  The  market 
square  would  have  been  well  enough  but  for  a  statue  of  Lord 
Nelson  which  stands  there,  very  like,  but  small  and  insignifi- 
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cant,  and  for  some  extraordinary  reason  they  have  painted  it  a 
bright  pea-green. 

We  crept  along  in  the  shade  of  trees  and  warehouses  till  we 
reached  the  principal  street.  Here  my  friends  brought  me  to 
the  Icehouse,  a  sort  of  club,  with  reading  rooms  and  dining 
rooms,  and  sleeping  accommodation  for  members  from  a 
distance  who  do  not  like  colonial  hotels.  Before  anything 
else  could  be  thought  of  I  was  introduced  to  cocktail,  with 
which  I  had  to  make  closer  acquaintance  afterwards,  cocktail 
being  the  established  corrective  of  West  Indian  languor,  with- 
out which  life  is  impossible.  It  is  a  compound  of  rum,  sugar, 
lime  juice,  Angostura  bitters,  and  what  else  I  know  not, 
frisked  into  effervescence  by  a  stick,  highly  agreeable  to  the 
taste  and  effective  for  its  immediate  purpose.  Cocktail  over, 
and  walking  in  the  heat  being  a  thing  not  to  be  thought  of,  I 
sat  for  two  hours  in  a  balcony  watching  the  people,  who  were 
thick  as  bees  in  swarming  time.  Nine-tenths  of  them  were 
pure  black ;  you  rarely  saw  a  white  face,  but  still  less  would 
you  see  a  discontented  one,  imperturbable  good  humour  and 
self-satisfaction  being  written  on  the  features  of  every  one.  The 
women  struck  me  especially.  They  were  smartly  dressed  in 
white  calico,  scrupulously  clean,  and  tricked  out  with  ribands 
and  feathers ;  but  their  figures  were  so  good,  and  they  carried 
themselves  so  well  and  gracefully,  that,  although  they  might 
make  themselves  absurd,  they  could  not  look  vulgar.  Like  the 
old  Greek  and  Etruscan  women,  they  are  trained  from  child- 
hood to  carry  heavy  weights  on  their  heads.  They  are  thus 
perfectly  upright,  and  plant  their  feet  firmly  and  naturally  on 
the  ground.  They  might  serve  for  sculptors'  models,  and  are 
well  aware  of  it.  There  were  no  signs  of  poverty.  Old  and 
young  seemed  well-fed.  Some  had  brought  in  baskets  of  fruit, 
bananas,  oranges,  pine  apples,  and  sticks  of  sugar  cane ;  others 
had  yams  and  sweet  potatoes  from  their  bits  of  garden  in  the 
country.  The  men  were  active  enough  driving  carts,  wheeling 
barrows,  or  selling  flying  fish,  which  are  caught  off  the  island 
in  shoals  and  are  cheaper  than  herrings  in  Yarmouth.  They 
chattered  like  a  flock  of  jackdaws,  but  there  was  no  quarrel- 
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ling ;  not  a  drunken  man  was  to  be  seen,  and  all  was  merriment 
and  good  humour.  My  poor  downtrodden  black  brothers  and 
sisters,  so  far  as  I  could  judge  from  this  first  introduction, 
looked  to  me  a  very  fortunate  class  of  fellow-creatures. 

Government  House,  where  we  went  to  luncheon,  is  a  large 
airy  building  shaded  by  heavy  trees  with  a  garden  at  the  back 
of  it.  West  Indian  houses,  I  found  afterwards,  are  all  con- 
structed on  the  same  pattern,  the  object  being  to  keep  the 
sun  out  and  let  in  the  wind.  Long  verandahs  or  galleries  run 
round  them  protected  by  green  Venetian  blinds  which  can  be 
opened  or  closed  at  pleasure  ;  the  rooms  within  with  poHshed 
floors,  httle  or  no  carpet,  and  contrivances  of  all  kinds  to  keep 
the  air  in  continual  circulation.  In  the  subdued  green  light, 
human  figures  lose  their  soUdity  and  look  as  if  they  were 
creatures  of  air  also. 

Sir  Charles  Lees  and  his  lady  were  all  that  was  polite  and 
hospitable.  They  invited  me  to  make  their  house  my  home 
during  my  stay,  and  more  charming  host  and  hostess  it  would 
have  been  impossible  to  find  or  wish  for.  There  was  not  the 
state  which  Labat  described,  but  there  was  the  perfection  of 
courtesy,  a  courtesy  which  must  have  belonged  to  their 
natures,  or  it  would  have  been  overstrained  long  since  by  the 
demands  made  upon  it.  Those  who  have  looked  on  at  a 
skating  ring  will  have  observed  an  orange  or  some  such  object 
in  the  centre  round  which  the  evolutions  are  described,  the 
ice  artist  sweeping  out  from  it  in  long  curves  to  the  extreme 
circumference,  returning  on  interior  arcs  till  he  gains  the 
orange  again,  and  then  off  once  more  on  a  fresh  departure. 
Barbadoes  to  the  West  Indian  steam  navigation  is  like  the 
skater's  orange.  All  mails,  all  passengers  from  Europe,  arrive 
at  Barbadoes  first.  There  the  subsidiary  steamers  catch  them 
up,  bear  them  north  or  south  to  the  Windward  or  Leeward 
Isles,  and  on  their  return  bring  them  back  to  Carlisle  Bay. 
Every  vessel  brings  some  person  or  persons  to  whom  the 
Governor  is  called  on  to  show  hospitality.  He  must  give 
dinners  to  the  officials  and  gentry  of  the  island,  he  must  give 
balls   and  concerts   for  their  ladies,   he  must   entertain  the 
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officers  of  the  garrison.  When  the  West  Indian  squadron  or 
the  training  squadron  drop  into  the  roadstead,  admirals,  com- 
modores, captains  must  all  be  invited.  Foreign  ships  of  war 
go  and  come  continually,  Americans,  French,  Spaniards,  or 
Portuguese.  Presidents  of  South  American  republics,  engi- 
neers from  Darien,  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men  who  go  to 
Europe  in  the  English  mail  vessels,  take  their  departure  from 
Carhsle  Bay,  and  if  they  are  neglected  regard  it  as  a  national 
affront.  Cataracts  of  champagne  must  flow  if  the  British  name 
is  not  to  be  discredited.  The  expense  is  unavoidable  and  is 
enormous,  while  the  Governor's  very  moderate  salary  is  found 
too  large  by  economic  politicians,  and  there  is  a  cry  for 
reduction  of  it. 

I  was  of  course  most  grateful  for  Sir  Charles's  invitation  to 
myself.  From  him,  better  perhaps  than  from  anyone,  I  could 
learn  how  far  the  passionate  complaints  which  I  had  heard 
about  the  state  of  the  islands  were  to  be  listened  to  as  accounts 
of  actual  fact.  I  found,  however,  that  I  must  postpone  both 
this  particular  pleasure  and  my  stay  in  Barbadoes  itself  till  a 
later  opportunity.  My  purpose  had  been  to  remain  there  till 
I  had  given  it  all  the  time  which  I  could  spare,  thence  to  go 
on  to  Jamaica,  and  from  Jamaica  to  return  at  leisure  round 
the  Antilles.  But  it  had  been  ascertained  that  in  Jamaica 
there  was  small-pox.  I  suppose  that  there  generally  is  small- 
pox there,  or  typhus  fever,  or  other  infectious  disorder.  But 
spasms  of  anxiety  assail  periodically  the  souls  of  local  autho- 
rities. Vessels  coming  from  Jamaica  had  been  quarantined  in 
all  the  islands,  and  I  found  that  if  I  proceeded  thither  as  I 
proposed,  I  should  be  refused  permission  to  land  afterwards 
in  any  one  of  the  other  colonies.  In  my  perplexity  my  Trini- 
dad friends  invited  me  to  accompany  them  at  once  to  Port  of 
Spain.  Trinidad  was  the  most  thriving,  or  was  at  all  events 
the  least  dissatisfied,  of  all  the  British  possessions.  I  could 
have  a  glance  at  the  Windward  Islands  on  the  way.  I  could 
afterwards  return  to  Barbadoes,  where  Sir  Charles  assured  me 
that  I  should  still  find  a  room  waiting  for  me.  The  steamer 
to  Trinidad  sailed  the  same  afternoon.     I  had  to  decide  in 
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haste,  and  I  decided  to  go.  Our  luncheon  over,  we  had  time 
to  look  over  the  pretty  gardens  at  Government  House.  There 
were  great  cabbage  palms,  cannon-ball  trees,  mahogany  trees, 
almond  trees,  and  many  more  which  were  wholly  new  acquaint- 
ances. There  was  a  grotto  made  by  climbing  plants  and  creep- 
ers, with  a  fountain  playing  in  the  middle  of  it,  where  orchids 
hanging  on  wires  threw  out  their  clusters  of  flowers  for  the 
moths  to  fertihze,  ferns  waved  their  long  fronds  in  the  dripping 
showers,  humming  birds  cooled  their  wings  in  the  spray,  and 
flashed  in  and  out  like  rubies  and  emeralds.  Gladly  would  I 
have  lingered  there,  at  least  for  a  cigar,  but  it  could  not  be;  we 
had  to  call  on  the  Commander  of  the  Forces,  Sir  C.  Pearson, 
the  hero  of  Ekowe  in  the  Zulu  war.  Him,  too,  I  was  to  see 
again,  and  hear  interesting  stories  from  about  our  tragic  enter- 
prise in  the  Transvaal.  For  the  moment  my  mind  was  filled 
sufficiently  with  new  impressions.  One  reads  books  about 
places,  but  the  images  which  they  create  are  always  unlike  the 
real  object.  All  that  I  had  seen  was  absolutely  new  and  unex- 
pected. I  was  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  readjust  the  informa- 
tion which  I  had  brought  with  me.  We  joined  our  new  vessel 
before  sunset,  and  we  steamed  away  into  the  twilight. 


CHAPTER  V. 

West  Indian  politeness — N'egro  morals  and  felicity — Island  of  St.  Vincent — 
Grenada — The  harbour — Disappearance  of  the  whites — An  island  of  black 
freeholders — Tobago — Dramatic  art — A  promising  incident. 

West  Indian  civilisation  is  old-fashioned,  and  has  none  of  the 
pushing  manners  which  belong  to  younger  and  perhaps  more 
thriving  communities.  The  West  Indians  themselves,  though 
they  may  be  deficient  in  energy,  are  uniformly  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  and  all  their  arrangements  take  their  complexion 
from  the  general  tone  of  society.  There  is  a  refinement 
visible  at  once  in  the  subsidiary  vessels  of  the  mail  service 
which  ply  among  the  islands.     They  are  almost  as  large  as 
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those  which  cross  the  Atlantic,  and  never  on  any  line  in  the 
world  have  I  met  with  officers  so  courteous  and  cultivated. 
The  cabins  were  spacious  and  as  cool  as  a  temperature  of  80°, 
gradually  rising  as  we  went  south,  would  permit.  Punkahs 
waved  over  us  at  dinner.  In  our  berths  a  single  sheet  Avas  all 
that  was  provided  for  us,  and  this  was  one  more  than  we 
needed.  A  sea  was  running  when  we  cleared  out  from  under 
the  land.  Among  the  cabin  passengers  was  a  coloured  family 
in  good  circumstances  moving  about  with  nurses  and  children. 
The  little  things,  who  had  never  been  at  sea  before,  sat  on 
the  floor,  staring  out  of  their  large  helpless  black  eyes,  not 
knowing  what  was  the  matter  with  them.  Forward  there  were 
perhaps  two  or  three  hundred  coloured  people  going  from 
one  island  to  another,  singing,  dancing,  and  chattering  all 
night  long,  as  radiant  and  happy  as  carelessness  and  content 
could  make  them.  Sick  or  not  sick  made  no  difference. 
Nothing  could  disturb  the  imperturbable  good  humour  and 
good  spirits. 

It  was  too  hot  to  sleep ;  we  sat  several  of  us  smoking  on 
deck,  and  I  learnt  the  first  authentic  particulars  of  the  present 
manner  of  life  of  these  much  misunderstood  people.  Evi- 
dently they  belonged  to  a  race  far  inferior  to  the  Zulus  and 
Caffres,  whom  I  had  known  in  South  Africa.  They  were 
more  coarsely  formed  in  limb  and  feature.  They  would  have 
been  slaves  in  their  own  country  if  they  had  not  been  brought 
to  ours,  and  at  the  worst  had  lost  nothing  by  the  change. 
They  were  good-natured,  innocent,  harmless,  lazy  perhaps,  but 
not  more  lazy  than  is  perfectly  natural  when  even  Europeans 
must  be  roused  to  activity  by  cocktail. 

In  the  Antilles  generally,  Barbadoes  being  the  only  excep- 
tion, negro  families  have  each  their  cabin,  their  garden 
ground,  their  grazing  for  a  cow.  They  live  surrounded  by 
most  of  the  fruits  which  grew  in  Adam's  paradise — oranges 
and  plantains,  bread-fruit,  and  cocoa-nuts,  though  not  apples. 
Their  yams  and  cassava  grow  without  effort,  for  the  soil  is 
easily  worked  and  inexhaustibly  fertile.  The  curse  is  taken 
oif  from  nature,  and  like  Adam    again  they  are  under  the 
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covenant  of  innocence.  Morals  in  the  technical  sense  they 
have  none,  but  they  cannot  be  said  to  sin,  because  they  have 
no  knowledge  of  a  law,  and  therefore  they  can  commit  no 
breach  of  the  law.  They  are  naked  and  not  ashamed.  They 
are  married  as  they  call  it,  but  not  parsoned.  The  woman 
prefers  a  looser  tie  that  she  may  be  able  to  leave  a  man  if  he 
treats  her  unkindly.  Yet  they  are  not  licentious.  I  never 
saw  an  immodest  look  in  one  their  faces,  and  never  heard  of 
any  venal  profligacy.  The  system  is  strange,  but  it  answers. 
A  missionary  told  me  that  a  connection  rarely  turns  out  well 
which  begins  with  a  legal  marriage.  The  children  scramble 
up  anyhow,  and  shift  for  themselves  like  chickens  as  soon  as 
they  are  able  to  peck.  Many  die  in  this  way  by  eating 
unwholesome  food,  but  also  many  live,  and  those  who  do  live 
grow  up  exactly  like  their  parents.  It  is  a  very  peculiar  state 
of  things,  not  to  be  understood,  as  priest  and  missionary 
agree,  without  long  acquaintance.  There  is  immorality,  but  an 
immorality  which  is  not  demoralising.  There  is  sin,  but  it  is 
the  sin  of  animals,  without  shame,  because  there  is  no  sense  of 
doing  wrong.  They  eat  the  forbidden  fruit,  but  it  brings  with  it 
no  knowledge  of  the  difference  between  good  and  evil.  They 
steal,  but  as  a  tradition  of  the  time  when  they  were  themselves 
chattels,  and  the  laws  of  property  did  not  apply  to  them. 
They  are  honest  about  money,  more  honest  perhaps  than  a 
good  many  whites.  But  food  or  articles  of  use  they  take 
freely,  as  they  were  allowed  to  do  when  slaves,  in  pure 
innocence  of  heart.  In  fact  these  poor  children  of  darkness 
have  escaped  the  consequences  of  the  Fall,  and  must  come  of 
another  stock  after  all. 

Meanwhile  they  are  perfectly  happy.  In  no  part  of  the 
globe  is  there  any  peasantry  whose  every  want  is  so  completely 
satisfied  as  her  Majesty's  black  subjects  in  these  West  Indian 
islands.  They  have  no  aspirations  to  make  them  restless. 
They  have  no  guilt  upon  their  consciences.  They  have  food 
for  the  picking  up.  Clothes  they  need  not,  and  lodging  in 
such  a  climate  need  not  be  elaborate.  They  have  perfect 
liberty,  and  are  safe  from  dangers,  to  which  if  left  to  them- 
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selves  they  would  be  exposed,  for  the  English  rule  prevents 
the  strong  from  oppressing  the  weak.  In  their  own  country 
they  would  have  remained  slaves  to  more  warlike  races.  In 
the  West  Indies  their  fathers  underwent  a  bondage  of  a 
century  or  two,  lighter  at  its  worst  than  the  easiest  form  of  it 
in  Africa ;  their  descendants  in  return  have  nothing  now  to  do 
save  to  laugh  and  sing  and  enjoy  existence.  Their  quarrels, 
if  they  have  any,  begin  and  end  in  words.  If  happiness  is  the 
be  all  and  end  all  of  life,  and  those  who  have  most  of  it  have 
most  completely  attained  the  object  of  their  being,  the 
'nigger'  who  now  basks  among  the  ruins  of  the  West 
Indian  plantations  is  the  supremest  specimen  of  present 
humanity. 

We  retired  to  our  berths  at  last.  At  waking  we  were  at 
anchor  off  St.  Vincent,  an  island  of  volcanic  mountains  robed 
in  forest  from  shore  to  crest.  Till  late  in  the  last  century  it 
was  the  headquarters  of  the  Caribs,  who  kept  up  a  savage 
independence  there,  recruited  by  runaway  slaves  from  Barba- 
does  or  elsewhere.  Brandy  and  Sir  Ralph  Abercrombie 
reduced  them  to  obedience  in  1796,  and  St.  Vincent  throve 
tolerably  down  to  the  days  of  free  trade.  Even  now  when  I 
saw  it,  Kingston,  the  principal  town,  looked  pretty  and  well  to 
do,  reminding  me,  strange  to  say,  of  towns  in  Norway,  the 
houses  stretching  along  the  shore  painted  in' the  same  tints  of 
blue  or  yellow  or  pink,  with  the  same  red-tiled  roofs,  the  trees 
coming  down  the  hill  sides  to  the  water's  edge,  villas  of 
modest  pretensions  shining  through  the  foliage,  with  the 
patches  of  cane  fields,  the  equivalent  in  the  landscape  of  the 
brilliant  Norwegian  grass.  The  prosperity  has  for  the  last 
forty  years  waned  and  waned.  There  are  now  two  thousand 
white  people  there,  and  forty  thousand  coloured  people,  and 
proportions  alter  annually  to  our  disadvantage.  The  usual 
remedies  have  been  tried.  The  constitution  has  been  altered 
a  dozen  times.  Just  now  I  believe  the  Crown  is  trying  to  do 
without  one,  having  found  the  results  of  the  elective  principle 
not  encouraging,  but  we  shall  perhaps  revert  to  it  before  long ; 
any  way,  the  tables  show  that  each  year  the  trade  of  the  island 
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decreases,  and  will  continue  to  decrease  while  the  expenditure 
increases  and  will  increase. 

I  did  not  land,  for  the  time  was  short,  and  as  a  beautiful 
picture  the  island  was  best  seen  from  the  deck.  The  charac- 
teristics of  the  people  are  the  same  in  all  the  Antilles,  and 
could  be  studied  elsewhere.  The  bustle  and  confusion  in  the 
ship,  the  crowd  of  boats  round  the  ladder,  the  clamour  of 
negro  men's  tongues,  and  the  blaze  of  colours  from  the  negro 
women's  dresses,  made  up  together  a  scene  sufficiently  enter- 
taining for  the  hour  which  we  remained.     In  the  middle  of  it 

the  Governor,  Mr.  S ,  came  on  board  with  another  official. 

They  were  going  on  in  the  steamer  to  Tobago,  which  formed 
part  of  his  dominions. 

Leaving  St.  Vincent,  we  were  all  the  forenoon  passing  the 
Grenadines,  a  string  of  small  islands  fitting  into  their  proper 
place  in  the  Antilles  semicircle,  but  as  if  Nature  had  forgotten 
to  put  them  together  or  else  had  broken  some  large  island  to 
pieces  and  scattered  them  along  the  line.  Some  were  large 
enough  to  have  once  carried  sugar  plantations,  and  are  now 
made  over  wholly  to  the  blacks  ;  others  were  fishing  stations, 
droves  of  whales  during  certain  months  frequenting  these 
waters  ;  others  were  mere  rocks,  amidst  which  the  white-sailed 
American  coasting  schooners  were  beating  up  against  the 
north-east  trade.  There  was  a  stiff  breeze,  and  the  sea  v^as 
white  with  short  curling  waves,  but  we  were  running  before  it 
and  the  wind  kept  the  deck  fresh.  At  Grenada,  the  next 
island,  we  were  to  go  on  shore. 

Grenada  was,  like  St.  Vincent,  the  home  for  centuries  of 
man-eating  Caribs,  French  for  a  century  and  a  half,  and 
finally,  after  many  desperate  struggles  for  it,  was  ceded  to 
England  at  the  peace  of  Versailles.  It  is  larger  than  St. 
Vincent,  though  in  its  main  features  it  has  the  same  character. 
There  are  lakes  in  the  hills,  and  a  volcanic  crater  not  wholly 
quiescent ;  but  the  especial  value  of  Grenada,  which  made  us 
fight  so  hardly  to  win  it,  is  the  deep  and  landlocked  harbour, 
the  finest  in  all  the  Antilles. 

Pere  Labat,  to  whose  countrymen  it  belonged  at  the  time 
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of  his  own  visit  there,  says  that  *if  Barbadoes  had  such  a 
harbour  as  Grenada  it  would  be  an  island  without  a  rival  in 
the  world.  If  Grenada  belonged  to  the  English,  who  knew 
how  to  turn  to  profit  natural  advantages,  it  would  be  a  rich  and 
powerful  colony.  In  itself  it  was  all  that  man  could  desire. 
To  live  there  was  to  live  in  paradise.'  Labat  found  the  island 
occupied  by  countrymen  of  his  own,  ^ paisa?is  aisez^^  he  calls 
them,  growing  their  tobacco,  their  indigo  and  scarlet  rocou, 
their  pigs  and  their  poultry,  and  contented  to  be  without 
sugar,  without  slaves,  and  without  trade.  The  change  of 
hands  from  which  he  expected  so  much  had  actually  come 
about.  Grenada  did  belong  to  the  English,  and  had  belonged 
to  us  ever  since  Rodney's  peace.  I  was  anxious  to  see  how 
far  Labat's  prophecy  had  been  fulfilled. 

St.  George's,  the  'capital,'  stands  on  the  neck  of  a  peninsula 
a  mile  in  length,  which  forms  one  side  of  the  harbour.  Of  the 
houses,  some  look  out  to  sea,  some  inwards  upon  the  carenage, 
as  the  harbour  is  called.  At  the  point  there  was  a  fort,  ap^ 
parently  of  some  strength,  on  which  the  British  flag  was  flying. 
We  signalled  that  we  had  the  Governor  on  board,  and  the  fort 
replied  with  a  puff  of  smoke.  Sound  there  was  none  or  next 
to  none,  but  we  presumed  that  it  had  come  from  a  gun  of 

some  kind.     We  anchored  outside.     Mr.  S landed  in  an 

official  boat  with  two  flags,  a  missionary  in  another,  which  had 
only  one.  The  crews  of  a  dozen  other  boats  then  clambered 
up  the  gangway  to  dispute  possession  of  the  rest  of  us,  shout- 
ing, swearing,  lying,  tearing  us  this  way  and  that  way  as  if  we 
were  carcases  and  they  wild  beasts  wanting  to  dine  upon  us. 
We  engaged  a  boat  for  ourselves  as  we  supposed ;  we  had  no 
sooner  entered  it  than  the  scandalous  boatman  proceeded  to 
take  in  as  many  more  passengers  as  it  would  hold.  Remon- 
strance being  vain,  we  settled  the  matter  by  stepping  into  the 
boat  next  adjoining,  and  amidst  howls  and  execrations  we 
were  borne  triumphantly  off  and  were  pulled  in  to  the  land. 

Labat  had  not  exaggerated  the  beauty  of  the  landlocked 
basin  into  which  we  entered  on  rounding  the  point.  On  three 
sides  wooded  hills  rose  high  till  they  passed  into  mountains; 
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on  the  fourth  was  the  castle  with  its  slopes  and  batteries,  the 
church  and  town  beyond  it,  and  everywhere  luxuriant  tropical 
forest  trees  overhanging  the  violet-coloured  water,  1  could 
well  understand  the  Frenchman's  delight  when  he  saw  it,  and 
also  the  satisfaction  with  which  he  would  now  acknowledge 
that  he  had  been  a  shortsighted  prophet.  The  English  had 
obtained  Grenada,  and  this  is  what  they  had  made  of  it.  The 
forts  which  had  been  erected  by  his  countrymen  had  been 
deserted  and  dismantled;  the  castle  on  which  we  had  seen 
our  flag  flying  was  a  ruin ;  the  walls  were  crumbling  and  in 
many  places  had  fallen  down.  One  solitary  gun  was  left,  but 
that  was  honeycombed  and  could  be  fired  only  with  half  a 
charge  to  salute  with.  It  was  true  that  the  forts  had  ceased 
to  be  of  use,  but  that  was  because  there  was  nothing  left  to 
defend.  The  harbour  is,  as  I  said,  the  best  in  the  West  Indies. 
There  was  not  a  vessel  in  it,  nor  so  much  as  a  boat-yard  that  I 
could  see  where  a  spar  could  be  replaced  or  a  broken  rivet 
mended.  Once  there  had  been  a  line  of  wharves,  but  the  piles 
had  been  eaten  by  worms  and  the  platforms  had  fallen  through. 
Round  us  when  we  landed  were  unroofed  warehouses,  weed- 
choked  courtyards,  doors  gone,  and  window  frames  fallen  in 
or  out.  Such  a  scene  of  desolation  and  desertion  I  never  saw 
in  my  life  save  once,  a  few  weeks  later  at  Jamaica.  An  English 
lady  with  her  children  had  come  to  the  landing  place  to  meet 
my  friends.  They,  too,  were  more  like  wandering  ghosts  than 
human  beings  with  warm  blood  in  them.  All  their  thoughts 
were  on  going  home — home  out  of  so  miserable  an  exile.^ 

'  I  have  been  told  that  this  picture  is  overdrawn,  that  Grenada  is  the 
most  prosperous  of  the  Antilles,  that  its  exports  are  increasing,  that  English 
owners  are  making  large  profits  again,  that  the  blacks  are  thriving  beyond 
example,  that  there  are  twenty  guns  in  the  Fort,  that  the  wharves  and  Quay 
are  in  perfect  condition,  that  there  are  no  roofless  warehouses,  that  in  my 
description  of  St,  George's  I  must  have  been  asleep  or  dreaming.  I  can 
only  repeat  and  insist  upon  what  I  myself  saw.  I  know  very  well  that  in 
parts  of  the  island  a  few  energetic  English  gentlemen  are  cultivating  their 
land  with  remarkable  success.  Any  enterprising  Englishman  with  capital 
and  intelligence  might  do  the  same.  I  know  also  that  in  no  part  of  the 
West  Indies  are  the  blacks  happier  or  better  off.     But  notwithstanding  the 
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Nature  and  the  dark  race  had  been  simply  allowed  by  us  to 
resume  possession  of  the  island.  Here,  where  the  cannon  had 
roared,  and  ships  and  armies  had  fought,  and  the  enterprising 
English  had  entered  into  occupancy,  under  whom,  as  we  are 
proud  to  fancy,  the  waste  places  of  the  earth  grow  green,  and 
industry  and  civilisation  follow  as  an  inevitable  fruit,  all  was 
now  silence.  And  this  was  an  English  Crown  colony,  as  rich 
in  resources  as  any  area  of  soil  of  equal  size  in  the  world. 
England  had  demanded  and  seized  the  responsibility  of 
managing  it — this  was  the  result. 

A  gentleman  who  for  some  purpose  was  a  passing  resident 
in  the  island,  had  asked  us  to  dine  with  him.  His  house  was 
three  or  four  miles  inland.  A  good  road  remained  as  a  legacy 
from  other  times,  and  a  pair  of  horses  and  a  phaeton  carried 
us  swiftly  to  his  door.  The  town  of  St.  George's  had  once 
been  populous,  and  even  now  there  seemed  no  want  of  people, 
if  mere  numbers  sufficed.  We  passed  for  half  a  mile  through 
a  straggling  street,  where  the  houses  were  evidently  occupied 

English  interest  in  the  Island  has  sunk  to  relatively  nothing.  Once  English- 
men owned  the  whole  of  it.  Now  there  are  only  thirty  English  estates. 
There  are  five  thousand  peasant  freeholds,  owned  almost  entirely  by 
coloured  men,  and  the  effect  of  the  change  is  written  upon  the  features  of 
the  harbour.  Not  a  vessel  of  any  kind  was  to  be  seen  in  it.  The  great 
wooden  jetty  where  cargoes  used  to  be  landed,  or  taken  on  board,  was  a 
wreck,  the  piles  eaten  through,  the  platform  broken.  On  the  Quay  there 
was  no  sign  of  Hfe,  or  of  business,  the  houses  along  the  side  mean  and 
insignificant,  while  several  large  and  once  important  buildings,  warehouses, 
custom  houses,  dwelling  houses,  or  whatever  they  had  been,  were  lying 
in  ruins,  tropical  trees  growing  in  the  court-yards,  and  tropical  creepers 
climbing  over  the  masonry  showing  how  long  the  decay  had  been  going 
on.  These  buildings  had  once  belonged  to  English  merchants,  and  were 
evidence  of  English  energy  and  enterprise,  which  once  had  been  and 
now  had  ceased  to  be.  As  to  the  guns  in  the  fort,  I  cannot  say  how  much 
old  iron  may  be  left  there.  But  I  was  informed  that  only  one  gun  could 
be  fired  and  that  with  but  half  a  charge. 

This  is  of  little  consequence  or  none,  but  unless  the  English  population 
can  be  reinforced,  Grenada  in  another  generation  will  cease  to  be  English 
at  all,  while  the  prosperity,  the  progress,  even  the  continued  civilisation 
of  the  blacks  depends  on  the  maintenance  there  of  English  influence  and  ' 
authority. 
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though  unconscious  for  many  a  year  of  paint  or  repair.  They 
were  squalid  and  dilapidated,  but  the  luxuriant  bananas  and 
orange  trees  in  the  gardens  relieved  the  ugliness  of  their  appear- 
ance. The  road  when  we  left  the  town  was  overshadowed 
with  gigantic  mangoes  planted  long  ago,  with  almond  trees  and 
cedar  trees,  no  relations  of  our  almonds  or  our  cedars,  but  the 
most  splendid  ornaments  of  the  West  Indian  forest.  The 
valley  up  which  we  drove  was  beautiful,  and  the  house,  when 

we  reached  it,  showed  taste  and  culture.     Mr. had  rare 

trees,  rare  flowers,  and  was  taking  advantage  of  his  temporary 
residence  in  the  tropics  to  make  experiments  in  horticulture. 
He  had  been  brought  there,  I  believe,  by  some  necessities 
of  business.  He  told  us  that  Grenada  was  now  the  ideal 
country  of  modern  social  reformers.  It  had  become  an  island 
of  pure  peasant  proprietors.  The  settlers,  who  had  once  been 
a  thriving  and  wealthy  community,  had  almost  melted  away. 
Some  thirty  English  estates  remained  which  could  still  be 
cultivated,  and  were  being  cultivated  with  remarkable  success. 
But  the  rest  had  sold  their  estates  for  anything  which  they 
could  get.  The  free  blacks  had  bought  them,  and  about 
8,000  negro  families,  say  40,000  black  souls  in  all,  now  shared 
three-fourths  of  the  soil  between  them.  Each  family  lived 
independently,  growing  coffee  and  cocoa  and  oranges,  and  all 
were  doing  very  well.  The  possession  of  property  had  brought 
a  sense  of  its  rights  with  it.  They  were  as  litigious  as  Irish 
peasants ;  everyone  was  at  law  with  his  neighbour,  and  the 
island  was  a  gold  mine  to  the  Attorney-General ;  otherwise 
they  were  quiet  harmless  fellows,  and  if  the  politicians  would 
only  let  them  alone,  they  would  be  perfectly  contented,  and 
might  eventually,  if  wisely  managed,  come  to  some  good.  To 
set  up  a  constitution  in  such  a  place  was  a  ridiculous  mockery, 
and  would  only  be  another  name  for  swindling  and  jobbery. 
Black  the  island  was,  and  black  it  would  remain.  The  con- 
ditions were  never  likely  to  arise  which  would  bring  back  a 
European  population;  but  a  governor  who  was  a  sensible 
man,  who  would  reside  and  use  his  natural  influence,  could 
manage  it  with  perfect  ease.     The  island  belonged  to  England ; 
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we  were  responsible  for  what  we  made  of  it,  and  for  the  blacks' 
own  sakes  we  ought  not  to  try  experiments  upon  them.  They 
knew  their  own  deficiencies  and  would  infinitely  prefer  a  wise 
English  ruler  to  any  constitution  which  could  be  offered  them. 
If  left  entirely  to  themselves,  they  would  in  a  generation  or 
two  relapse  into  savages ;  there  were  but  two  alternatives 
before  not  Grenada  only,  but  all  the  English  West  Indies — 
either  an  English  administration  pure  and  simple,  like  the 
East  Indian,  or  a  faUing  eventually  into  a  state  like  that 
of  Hayti,  where  they  eat  the  babies,  and  no  white  man  can 
own  a  yard  of  land. 

It  was  dark  night  when  we  drove  back  to  the  port.  The 
houses  along  the  road,  which  had  looked  so  miserable  on  the 
outside,  were  now  lighted  with  paraffin  lamps.  I  could  see 
into  them,  and  was  astonished  to  observe  signs  of  comfort 
and  even  signs  of  taste — arm-chairs,  sofas,  sideboards  with  cut 
glass  upon  them,  engravings  and  coloured  prints  upon  the 
walls.  The  old  state  of  things  is  gone,  but  a  new  state  of 
things  is  rising  which  may  have  a  worth  of  its  own.  The  plant 
of  civilisation  as  yet  has  taken  but  feeble  root,  and  is  only 
beginning  to  grow.  It  may  thrive  yet  if  those  who  have 
troubled  all  the  earth  will  consent  for  another  century  to  take 
their  industry  elsewhere. 

The  ship's  galley  was  waiting  at  the  wharf  when  we  reached 
it.  The  captain  also  had  been  dining  with  a  friend  on  shore, 
and  we  had  to  wait  for  him.  The  offshore  night  breeze  had 
not  yet  risen.  The  harbour  was  smooth  as  a  looking  glass, 
and  the  stars  shone  double  in  the  sky  and  on  the  water.  The 
silence  was  only  broken  by  the  whistle  of  the  lizards  or  the  cry 
of  some  far-off  marsh  frog.  The  air  was  warmer  than  we  ever 
feel  it  in  the  depth  of  an  English  summer,  yet  pure  and 
delicious  and  charged  v/ith  the  perfume  of  a  thousand  flowers. 
One  felt  it  strange  that  with  so  beautiful  a  possession  lying  at 
our  doors,  we  should  have  allowed  it  to  slide  out  of  our 
hands.  I  could  say  for  myself,  like  Pere  Labat,  the  island 
was  all  that  man  could  desire.  *  En  un  mot,  la  vie  y  est 
delicieuse.' 
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The  anchor  was  got  up  immediately  that  we  were  on  board. 
In  the  morning  we  were  to  find  ourselves  at  Port  of  Spain. 

Mr.  S ,  the  Windward  Island  governor,  who  had  joined  us 

at  St.  Vincent,  was,  as  I  said,  going  to  Tobago.  De  Foe  took 
the  human  part  of  his  Robinson  Crusoe  from  the  story  of 
Juan  Fernandez.  The  locaUty  is  supposed  to  have  been 
Tobago,  and  Trinidad  the  island  from  which  the  cannibal 
savages  came.  We  are  continually  shuffling  the  cards,  in  a 
hope  that  a  better  game  may  be  played  with  them.  Tobago 
is   now   annexed   to   Trinidad.     Last  year  it  was  a  part  of 

Mr.  S 's  dominions  which  he  periodically  visited.     I  fell 

in  with  him  again  on  his  return,  and  he  told  us  an  incident 
which  befell  him  there,  illustrating  the  unexpected  shapes  in 
which  the  schoolmaster  is  appearing  among  the  blacks.  An 
intimation  was  brought  to  him  on  his  arrival  that,  as  the 
Athenian  journeymen  had  played  Pyramus  and  Thisbe  at  the 
nuptials  of  Theseus  and  Hippolyta,  so  a  party  of  villagers  from 
the  interior  of  Tobago  would  like  to  act  before  his  Excellency. 
Of  course  he  consented.     They  came,  and  went  through  their 

performance.     To  Mr.  S 's,  and  probably  to  the  reader's 

astonishment,  the  play  which  they  had  selected  was  the  '  Mer- 
chant of  Venice.'  Of  the  rest  of  it  he  perhaps  thought,  like 
the  queen  of  the  Amazons,  that  it  was  *  sorry  stuff;'  but 
Shylock's  representative,  he  said,  showed  real  appreciation. 
With  freedom  and  a  peasant  proprietary,  the  money  lender  is 
a  necessary  phenomenon,  and  the  actor's  imagination  may 
have  been  assisted  by  personal  recollections. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

Charles  King^sley  at  Trinidad — '  Lay  of  the  Last  Buccaneer' — A  French 
forban — Adventure  at  Aves — Mass  on  board  a  pirate  ship — Port  of 
Spain — A  house  in  the  tropics — Apolitical  meeting — Government  House 
— The  Botanical  Gardens' — Kingsley's  rooms — Sugar  estates  and  coolies. 

I  MIGHT   spare  myself  a   description   of  Trinidad,    for   the 
natural   features  of  the   place,  its   forests   and  gardens,    its 

4—2 
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exquisite  flora,  the  loveliness  of  its  birds  and  insects,  have 
been  described  already,  with  a  grace  of  touch  and  a  fullness  of 
knowledge  which  I  could  not  rival  if  I  tried,  by  my  dear 
friend  Charles  Kingsley.  He  was  a  naturalist  by  instinct,  and 
the  West  Indies  and  all  belonging  to  them  had  been  the 
passion  of  his  Ufe.  He  had  followed  the  logs  and  journals  of 
the  Elizabethan  adventurers  till  he  had  made  their  genius  part 
of  himself.  In  Amyas  Leigh,  the  hero  of  *  Westward  Ho,' 
he  produced  a  figure  more  completely  representative  of  that 
extraordinary  set  of  men  than  any  other  novelist,  except 
Sir  Walter,  has  ever  done  for  an  age  remote  from  his 
own.  He  followed  them  down  into  their  latest  developments, 
and  sang  their  swan  song  in  his  *  Lay  of  the  Last  Buccaneer/ 
So  characteristic  is  this  poem  of  the  transformation  of  the 
West  Indies  of  romance  and  adventure  into  the  West  Indies 
of  sugar  and  legitimate  trade,  that  I  steal  it  to  ornament  my 
own  prosaic  pages. 

THE  LAY  OF  THE  LAST  BUCCANEER. 

Oh  !  England  is  a  pleasant  place  for  them  that's  rich  and  high, 

But  England  is  a  cruel  place  for  such  poor  folks  as  I ; 

And  such  a  port  for  mariners  I'll  never  see  again 

As  the  pleasant  Isle  of  Aves  beside  the  Spanish  main. 

There  were  forty  craft  in  Aves  that  were  both  swift  and  stout, 
All  furnished  well  with  small  arms  and  cannon  all  about ; 
And  a  thousand  men  in  Aves  made  laws  so  fair  and  free 
To  choose  their  valiant  captains  and  obey  them  loyally. 

Then  we  sailed  against  the  Spaniard  with  his  hoards  of  plate  and  gold, 
Which  he  wrung  with  cruel  tortures  from  Indian  folks  of  old; 
Likewise  the  merchant  captains,  with  hearts  as  hard  as  stone, 
Who  flog  men  and  keelhaul  them  and  starve  them  to  the  bone. 

Oh  !  pa'ras  grew  high  in  Aves,  and  fruits  that  shone  like  gold, 
And  the  colibris  and  parrots  they  were  gorgeous  to  behold. 
And  the  negro  maids  to  Aves  from  bondage  fast  did  flee 
To  welcome  gallant  sailors  a  sweeping  in  from  sea. 
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Oh  !  sweet  it  was  in  Aves  to  hear  the  landward  breeze, 

A  swing  with  good  tobacco  in  a  net  between  the  trees, 

With  a  negro  lass  to  fan  you  while  you  listened  to  the  roar 

Of  the  breakers  on  the  reef  outside  which  never  touched  the  shore. 

But  Scripture  saith  an  ending  to  all  fine  things  must  be, 
So  the  king's  ships  sailed  on  Aves  and  quite  put  down  were  we. 
All  day  we  fought  like  bull  dogs,  but  the)'  burnt  the  booms  at  night, 
And  I  fled  in  a  piragua  sore  wounded  from  the  fight. 

Nine  days  I  floated  starving,  and  a  negro  lass  beside, 

Till  for  all  I  tried  to  cheer  her  the  poor  young  thing  she  died. 

But  as  I  lay  a  gasping  a  Bristol  sail  came  by, 

And  brought  me  home  to  England  here  to  beg  until  I  die. 

And  now  I'm  old  and  going  :  I'm  sure  I  can't  tell  where. 
One  comfort  is,  this  world's  so  hard  I  can't  be  worse  off  there. 
If  I  might  but  be  a  sea  dove,  I'd  fly  across  the  main 
To  the  pleasant  Isle  of  Aves  to  look  at  it  once  again. 

By  the  side  of  this  imaginative  picture  of  a  poor  English 
sea  rover,  let  me  place  another,  an  authentic  one,  of  a  French 
forban  or  pirate  in  the  same  seas.  Kingsiey's  Aves,  or  Isle  of 
Birds,  is  down  on  the  American  coast.  There  is  another 
island  of  the  same  name,  which  was  occasionally  frequented 
by  the  same  gentry,  about  a  hundred  miles  south  of  Dominica. 
Pere  Labat  going  once  from  Martinique  to  Guadaloupe  had 
taken  a  berth  with  Captain  Daniel,  one  of  the  most  noted  of 
the  French  corsairs  of  the  day,  for  better  security.  People 
were  not  scrupulous  in  those  times,  and  Labat  and  Daniel  had 
been  long  good  friends.  They  were  caught  in  a  gale  off 
Dominica,  blown  away,  and  carried  to  Aves,  where  they  found 
an  English  merchant  ship  lying  a  wreck.  Two  English  ladies 
from  Barbadoes  and  a  dozen  other  people  had  escaped  on 
shore.  They  had  sent  for  help,  and  a  large  vessel  came  for 
them  the  day  after  Daniel's  arrival.  Of  course  he  made  a 
prize  of  it.  Labat  said  prayers  on  board  for  him  before  the 
engagement,  and  the  vessel  surrendered  after  the  first  shot. 
The  good  humour  of  the  party  was  not  disturbed  by  this 
incident.     The  pirates,  their  prisoners,  and  tJifiJadies^ayed 
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together  for  a  fortnight  at  Aves,  catching  turtles  and  boucan- 
ning  them,  picnicking,  and  enjoying  themselves.  Daniel 
treated  the  ladies  with  the  utmost  politeness,  carried  them 
afterwards  to  St.  Thomas's,  dismissed  them  unransomed,  sold 
his  prizes,  and  wound  up  the  whole  affair  to  the  satisfaction  of 
every  one.  Labat  relates  all  this  with  wonderful  humour,  and 
tells,  among  other  things,  the  following  story  of  Daniel.  On 
some  expedition,  when  he  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  have  a 
priest  on  board,  he  was  in  want  of  provisions.  Being  an  out- 
law he  could  not  furnish  himself  in  an  open  port.  One  night 
he  put  into  the  harbour  of  a  small  island,  called  Los  Santos, 
not  far  from  Dominica,  where  only  a  few  families  resided.  He 
sent  a  boat  on  shore  in  the  darkness,  took  the  priest  and  two 
or  three  of  the  chief  inhabitants  out  of  their  beds,  and  carried 
them  on  board,  where  he  held  them  as  hostages,  and  then 
under  pretence  of  compulsion  requisitioned  the  island  to  send 
him  what  he  wanted.  The  priest  and  his  companions  were 
treated  meanwhile  as  guests  of  distinction.  No  violence  was 
necessary,  for  all  parties  understood  one  another.  While  the 
stores  were  being  collected,  Daniel  suggested  that  there  was  a 
good  opportunity  for  his  crew  to  hear  mass.  The  priest  of 
Los  Santos  agreed  to  say  it  for  them.  The  sacred  vessels  &c. 
were  sent  for  from  the  church  on  shore.  An  awning  was 
rigged  over  the  forecastle,  and  an  altar  set  up  under  it.  The 
men  chanted  the  prayers.  The  cannon  answered  the  purpose 
of  music.  Broadsides  were  fired  at  the  first  sentence,  at  the 
Exaudiat,  at  the  Elevation^  at  the  Benedictiofi^  and  a  fifth  at 
the  prayer  for  the  king.  The  service  was  wound  up  by  a  Vive 
le  Roi !  A  single  small  accident  only  had  disturbed  the 
ceremony.  One  of  the  pirates,  at  the  Elevation^  being  of 
a  profane  mind,  made  an  indecent  gesture.  Daniel  rebuked 
him,  and,  as  the  offence  was  repeated,  drew  a  pistol  and  blew 
the  man's  brains  out,  saying  he  would  do  the  same  to  any  one 
who  was  disrespectful  to  the  Holy  Sacrament.  The  priest 
being  a  little  startled,  Daniel  begged  him  not  to  be  alarmed ; 
he  was  only  chastising  a  rascal  to  teach  him  his  duty.  At  any 
rate,  as   Labat   observed,  he   had  effectually  prevented  the 
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rascal  from  doing  anything  of  the  same  kind  again.  Mass 
being  over,  the  body  was  thrown  overboard,  and  priest  and 
congregation  went  their  several  ways. 

Kingsley's  '  At  Last '  gave  Trinidad  an  additional  interest  to 
me,  but  even  he  had  not  prepared  me  completely  for  the  place 
which  I  was  to  see.  It  is  only  when  one  has  seen  any  object 
with  one's  own  eyes,  that  the  accounts  given  by  others  become 
recognisable  and  instructive. 

Trinidad  is  the  largest,  after  Jamaica,  of  the  British  West 
Indian  Islands,  and  the  hottest  absolutely  after  none  of  them. 
It  is  square-shaped,  and,  I  suppose,  was  once  a  part  of  South 
America.  The  Orinoco  river  and  the  ocean  currents  between 
them  have  cut  a  channel  between  it  and  the  mainland,  which 
has  expanded  into  a  vast  shallow  lake  known  as  the  Gulf  of 
Paria.  The  two  entrances  by  which  the  gulf  is  approached  are 
narrow  and  are  called  bocas  or  mouths — one  the  Dragon's 
Mouth,  the  other  the  Serpent's.  When  the  Orinoco  is  in  flood, 
the  water  is  brackish,  and  the  brilliant  violet  blue  of  the 
Caribbean  Sea  is  changed  to  a  dirty  yellow ;  but  the  harbour 
which  is  so  formed  would  hold  all  the  commercial  navies  of 
the  world,  and  seems  formed  by  nature  to  be  the  depot  one 
day  of  an  enormous  trade. 

Trinidad  has  had  its  period  of  romance.  Columbus  was 
the  first  discoverer  of  it.  Raleigh  was  there  afterwards  on  his 
expedition  in  search  of  his  gold  mine,  and  tarred  his  vessels 
with  pitch  out  of  the  famous  lake.  The  island  was  alternately 
Spanish  and  French  till  Picton  took  it  in  1797,  since  which 
time  it  has  remained  English.  The  Carib  part  of  the  population 
has  long  vanished.  The  rest  of  it  is  a  medley  of  English, 
French,  Spaniards,  negroes,  and  coolies.  The  English,  chiefly 
migratory,  go  there  to  make  money  and  go  home  with  it.  The 
old  colonial  families  have  few  representatives  left,  but  the 
island  prospers,  trade  increases,  coolies  increase,  cocoa  and 
coffee  plantations  and  indigo  plantations  increase.  Port  of 
Spain,  the  capital,  grows  annually ;  and  even  sugar  holds  its 
own  in  spite  of  low  prices,  for  there  is  money  at  the  back  of 
it,  and  a  set  of  people  who,  being  speculative  and  commercial, 
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are  better  on  a  level  with  the  times  than  the  old-fashioned 
planter  aristocracy  of  the  other  islands.  The  soil  is  of  extreme 
fertiUty,  about  a  fourth  of  it  under  cultivation,  the  rest  natural 
forest  and  unappropriated  Crown  land. 

We  passed  the  '  Dragon's  Jaws  '  before  daylight.  The  sun 
had  just  risen  when  we  anchored  off  Port  of  Spain.  We  saw 
before  us  the  usual  long  line  of  green  hills  with  mountains 
behind  them ;  between  the  hills  and  the  sea  was  a  low,  broad, 
alluvial  plain,  deposited  by  an  arm  of  the  Orinoco  and  by  the 
other  rivers  which  run  into  the  gulf.  The  cocoa-nut  palms 
thrive  best  on  the  water's  edge.  They  stretched  for  miles  on 
either  side  of  us  as  a  fringe  to  the  shore.  Where  the  water 
was  shoal,  there  were  vast  swamps  of  mangrove,  the  lower 
branches  covered  with  oysters. 

However  depressed  sugar  might  be,  business  could  not  be 
stagnant.  Ships  of  all  nations  lay  round  us  taking  in  or 
discharging  cargo.       I  myself  formed  for  the  time  being  part 

of  the   cargo  of  my  friend  and  host   Mr.   G ,   who  had 

brought  me  to  Trinidad,  the  accomplished  son  of  a  brilliant 
mother,  himself  a  distinguished  lawyer  and  member  of  the 
executive  council  of  the  island,  a  charming  companion,  an  in- 
valuable public  servant,  but  with  the  temperament  of  a  man  of 
genius,  half  humorous,  half  melancholy,  which  does  not  find 
itself  entirely  at  home  in  West  Indian  surroundings. 

On  landing  we  found  ourselves  in  a  large  foreign-looking 
town,  '  Port  of  Spain '  having  been  built  by  French  and 
Spaniards  according  to  their  national  tendencies,  and  especially 
with  a  view  to  the  temperature,  which  is  that  of  a  forcing  house 
and  rarely  falls  below  80°.  The  streets  are  broad  and  are 
planted  with  trees  for  shade,  each  house  where  room  permits 
having  a  garden  of  its  own,  with  palms  and  mangoes  and 
coffee  plants  and  creepers.  Of  sanitary  arrangements  there 
seemed  to  be  none.  There  is  abundance  of  rain,  and  the 
gutters  which  run  down  by  the  footway  are  flushed  almost 
every  day.  But  they  are  all  open.  Dirt  of  every  kind  lies 
about  freely,  to  be  washed  into  them  or  left  to  putrefy  as  fate 
shall  direct.     The  smell  would  not  be  pleasant  without  the 
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help  of  that  natural  scavenger  the  Johnny  crow,  a  black 
vulture  who  roosts  on  the  trees  and  feeds  in  the  middle  of  the 
streets.  We  passed  a  dozen  of  these  unclean  but  useful  birds 
in  a  fashionable  thoroughfare  gobbling  up  chicken  entrails  and 
refusing  to  be  disturbed.  When  gorged  they  perch  in  rows 
upon  the  roofs.  On  the  ground  they  are  the  nastiest  to  look 
at  of  all  winged  creatures ;  yet  on  windy  days  they  presume  to 
soar  like  their  kindred,  and  when  far  up  might  be  taken  for 
eagles. 

The  town  has  between  thirty  and  forty  thousand  people 
living  in  it,  and  the  rain  and  Johnny  crows  between  them  keep 
off  pestilence.  Outside  is  a  large  savannah  or  park,  where  the 
villas  are  of  the  successful  men  of  business.  One  of  these 
belonged  to  my  host,  a  cool  airy  habitation  with  open  doors 
and  windows,  overhanging  portico,  and  rooms  into  which  all  the 
winds  might  enter,  but  not  the  sun.  A  garden  in  front  was 
shut  off  from  the  savannah  by  a  fence  of  bananas.  At  the 
gate  stood  as  sentinel  a  cabbage  palm  a  hundred  feet  high  ;  on 
the  lawn  mangoes,  oranges,  papaws,  and  bread-fruit  trees, 
strange  to  look  at,  but  luxuriantly  shady.  Before  the  door  was 
a  tree  of  good  dimensions,  whose  name  I  have  forgotten,  the 
stem  and  branches  of  which  were  hung  with  orchids  which 

G had  collected  in  the  woods.    The  borders  were  blazing 

with  varieties  of  the  single  hibiscus,  crimson,  pink,  and  fawn 
colour,  the  largest  that  I  had  ever  seen.  The  average  diameter 
of  each  single  flower  was  from  seven  to  eight  inches.  Wind 
streamed  freely  through  the  long  sitting  room,  loaded  with  the 
perfume  of  orange  trees ;  on  table  and  in  bookcase  the  hand 
and  mind  visible  of  a  gifted  and  cultivated  man.  The  particu- 
lar room  assigned  to  myself  would  have  been  equally  delight- 
ful but  that  my  possession  of  it  was  disputed  even  in  daylight 
by  mosquitoes,  who  for  bloodthirsty  ferocity  had  a  bad  pre- 
eminence over  the  worst  that  I  had  ever  met  with  elsewhere. 
I  killed  one  who  was  at  work  upon  me,  and  examined  him 
through  a  glass.  Bewick,  with  the  inspiration  of  genius,  had 
drawn  his  exact  likeness  as  the  devil — a  long  black  stroke  for 
a  body,  a  nick  for  neck,  horns  on  the  head,  and  a  beak  for  a 
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mouth,  spindle  arms,  and  longer  spindle  legs,  two  pointed 
wings,  and  a  tail.  Line  for  line  there  the  figure  was  before  me 
which  in  the  unforgetable  tailpiece  is  driving  the  thief  under 
the  gallows,  and  I  had  a  melancholy  satisfaction  in  identifying 
him.  I  had  been  warned  to  be  on  the  look-out  for  scorpions, 
centipedes,  jiggers,  and  land  crabs,  who  would  bite  me  if  I 
walked  slipperless  over  the  floor  in  the  dark.  Of  these  I  met 
with  none,  either  there  or  anywhere,  but  the  mosquito  of 
Trinidad  is  enough  by  himself.  For  malice,  mockery,  and 
venom  of  tooth  and  trumpet,  he  is  without  a  match  in  the 
world. 

From  mosquitoes,  however,  one  could  seek  safety  in  tobacco 
smoke,  or  hide  behind  the  lace  curtains  with  which  every  bed 
is  provided.  Otherwise  I  found  every  provision  to  make  life 
pass  deliciously.  To  walk  is  difficult  in  a  damp  steamy 
temperature  hotter  during  daylight  than  the  hottest  forcing 
house  in  Kew.  T  was  warned  not  to  exert  myself  and  to  take 
cocktail  freely.  In  the  evening  I  might  venture  out  with  the 
bats  and  take  a  drive  if  I  wished  in  the  twilight.  Languidly 
charming  as  it  all  was,  I  could  not  help  asking  myself  of  what 
use  such  a  possession  could  be  either  to  England  or  the 
English  nation.  We  could  not  colonise  it,  could  not  cultivate 
it,  could  not  draw  a  revenue  from  it.  If  it  prospered  com- 
mercially the  prosperity  would  be  of  French  and  Spaniards, 
mulattoes  and  blacks,  but  scarcely,  if  at  all,  of  my  own 
countrymen.  For  here  too,  as  elsewhere,  they  were  growing 
fewer  daily,  and  those  who  remained  were  looking  forward  to 
the  day  when  they  could  be  released.  If  it  were  not  for  the 
honour  of  the  thing,  as  the  Irishman  said  after  being  carried 
in  a  sedan  chair  which  had  no  bottom,  we  might  have  spared 
ourselves  so  unnecessary  a  conquest. 

Beautiful,  however,  it  was  beyond  dispute.  Before  sunset  a 
carriage  took  us  round  the  savannah.  Tropical  human  beings, 
like  tropical  birds,  are  fond  of  fine  colours,  especially  black 
human  beings,  and  the  park  was  as  brilliant  as  Kensington 
Gardens  on  a  Sunday.  At  nightfall  the  scene  became  yet  more 
wonderful ;  air,  grass,  and  trees  being  alight  with  fireflies,  each 
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as  brilliant  as  an  English  glowworm.  The  palm  tree  at  our 
own  gate  stood  like  a  ghostly  sentinel  clear  against  the  starry- 
sky,  a  single  long  dead  frond  hanging  from  below  the  coronet 
of  leaves  and  clashing  against  the  stem  as  it  was  blown  to  and 
fro  by  the  night  wind,  while  long-winged  bats  swept  and 
whistled  over  our  heads. 

The  commonplace  intrudes  upon  the  imaginative.  At  mo- 
ments one  can  fancy  that  the  world  is  an  enchanted  place  after 
all,  but  then  comes  generally  an  absurd  awakening.  On  the 
first  night  of  my  arrival,  before  we  went  to  bed  there  came  an 
invitation  to  me  to  attend  a  political  meeting  which  was  to  be 
held  in  a  few  days  on  the  savannah.  Trinidad  is  a  purely 
Crown  colony,  and  has  escaped  hitherto  the  introduction  of 
the  election  virus.  The  newspapers  and  certain  busy  gentle- 
men in  *  Port  of  Spain '  had  discovered  that  they  were  living 
under  'a  degrading  tyranny,'  and  they  demanded  a  'constitu- 
tion.' They  did  not  complain  that  their  affairs  had  been  ill 
managed.  On  the  contrary,  they  insisted  that  they  were  the 
most  prosperous  of  the  West  Indian  colonies,  and  alone  had  a 
surplus  in  their  treasury.  If  this  was  so,  it  seemed  to  me  that 
they  had  better  let  well  alone.  The  population,  all  told,  was 
but  170,000,  less  by  thirty  thousand  than  that  of  Barbadoes. 
They  were  a  mixed  and  motley  assemblage  of  all  races  and 
colours,  busy  each  with  their  own  affairs,  and  never  hitherto 
troubling  themselves  about  poUtics.  But  it  had  pleased  the 
Home  Government  to  set  up  the  beginning  of  a  constitution 
again  in  Jamaica,  no  one  knew  why,  but  so  it  was,  and  Trini- 
dad did  not  choose  to  be  behindhand.  The  official  appoint- 
ments were  valuable,  and  had  been  hitherto  given  away  by  the 
Crown.  The  local  popularities  very  naturally  wished  to  have 
them  for  themselves.  This  was  the  reality  in  the  thing  so  far 
as  there  was  a  reality.  It  was  dressed  up  in  the  phrases 
borrowed  from  the  great  English  masters  of  the  art,  about 
privileges  of  manhood,  moral  dignity,  the  elevating  influence 
of  the  suffrage,  «&c.,  intended  for  home  consumption  among 
the  believers  in  the  orthodox  Radical  faith. 

For  myself  I  could  but  reply  to  the  gentlemen  who  had  sent 
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the  invitation,  that  I  was  greatly  obliged  by  the  compliment, 
but  that  I  knew  too  little  of  their  affairs  to  make  my  presence 
of  any  value  to  them.  As  they  were  doing  so  well,  I  did  not 
see  myself  why  they  wanted  an  alteration.  Political  changes 
were  generally  little  more  than  turns  of  a  kaleidoscope ;  you 
got  a  new  pattern,  but  it  was  made  of  the  same  pieces,  and 
things  went  on  much  as  before.  If  they  wanted  political 
liberty  I  did  not  doubt  that  they  would  get  it  if  they  were 
loud  and  persistent  enough.  Only  they  must  understand  that 
at  home  we  were  now  a  democracy.  Any  constitution  which 
was  granted  them  would  be  on  the  widest  basis.  The  blacks 
and  coolies  outnumbered  the  Europeans  by  four  to  one,  and 
perhaps  when  they  had  what  they  asked  for  they  might  be  less 
pleased  than  they  expected. 

You  rise  early  in  the  tropics.  The  first  two  hours  of  day- 
light are  the  best  of  the  day.  My  friend  drove  me  round  the 
town  in  his  buggy  the  next  morning.  My  second  duty  was  to 
pay  my  respects  to  the  Governor,  Sir  William  Robinson,  who 
had  kindly  offered  me  hospitality,  and  for  which  I  must  pre- 
sent myself  to  thank  him.  In  Sir  William  I  found  one  of 
those  happy  men  whose  constitution  is  superior  to  climate, 
who  can  do  a  long  day's  work  in  his  office,  play  cricket  or 
lawn  tennis  in  the  afternoon,  and  entertain  his  miscellaneous 
subjects  in  the  evening  with  sumptuous  hospitality — a  vigor- 
ous, effective,  perhaps  ambitious  gentleman,  with  a  clear  eye 
to  the  views  of  his  employers  at  home  on  whom  his  promotion 
depends — certain  to  make  himself  agreeable  to  them,  likely  to 
leave  his  mark  to  useful  purpose  on  the  colonies  over  which  he 
presides  or  may  preside  hereafter.  Here  in  Trinidad  he  was 
learning  Spanish  in  addition  to  his  other  linguistic  accom- 
plishments, that  he  might  show  proper  courtesies  to  Spanish 
residents  and  to  visitors  from  South  America. 

The  '  Residence  '  stands  in  a  fine  situation,  in  large  grounds 
of  its  own  at  the  foot  of  the  mountains.  It  has  been  lately 
built  regardless  of  expense,  for  the  colony  is  rich,  and  likes  to 
do  things  handsomely.  On  the  lawn,  under  the  windows, 
stood  a  tree  which  was  entirely  new  to  me,  an  enormous  ceiba 
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or  silk  cotton  tree,  umbrella  shaped,  fifty  yards  in  diameter, 
the  huge  and  buttressed  trunk  throwing  out  branches  so 
massive  that  one  wondered  how  any  woody  fibre  could  bear 
the  strain  of  their  weight,  the  boughs  twisting  in  and  out  till 
they  made  a  roof  over  one's  head,  which  was  hung  with  every 
fantastic  variety  of  parasites. 

Vast  as  the  ceibas  were  which  I  saw  afterwards  in  other 
parts  of  the  West  Indies,  this  was  the  largest.  The  ceiba  is 
the  sacred  tree  of  the  negro,  the  temple  of  Jumbi  the  proper 
home  of  Obeah.  To  cut  one  down  is  impious.  No  black  in 
his  right  mind  would  wound  even  the  bark.  A  Jamaica  police 
officer  told  me  that  if  a  ceiba  had  to  be  removed,  the  men  who 
used  the  axe  were  well  dosed  with  rum  to  give  them  courage 
to  defy  the  devil. 

From  Government  House  we  strolled  into  the  adjoining 
Botanical  Gardens.  I  had  long  heard  of  the  wonders  of  these. 
The  reality  went  beyond  description.  Plants  with  which  I 
was  familiar  as  shrubs  in  English  conservatories  were  here 
expanded  into  forest  giants,  with  hundreds  of  others  of  which 
we  cannot  raise  even  Lilliputian  imitations.  Let  man  be  what 
he  will,  nature  in  the  tropics  is  always  grand.  Palms  were 
growing  in  the  greatest  luxuriance,  of  every  known  species, 
from  the  cabbage  towering  up  into  the  sky  to  the  fan  palm 
of  the  desert  whose  fronds  are  reservoirs  of  water.  Of  exo- 
genous trees,  the  majority  were  leguminous  in  some  shape  or 
other,  forming  flowers  hke  a  pea  or  vetch  and  hanging  their 
seed  in  pods ;  yet  in  shape  and  foliage  they  distanced  far  the 
most  splendid  ornaments  of  an  English  park.  They  had  Old 
World  names  with  characters  wholly  different :  cedars  which 
were  not  conifers,  almonds  which  were  no  relations  to  peaches, 
and  gum  trees  as  unlike  eucalypti  as  one  tree  can  be  unlike 
another.  Again,  you  saw  forms  which  you  seemed  to  recog- 
nise till  some  unexpected  anomaly  startled  you  out  of  your 
mistake.  A  gigantic  Portugal  laurel,  or  what  I  took  for  such, 
was  throwing  out  a  flower  direct  from  the  stem  like  a  cactus. 
Grandest  among  them  all,  and  happily  in  full  bloom,  was  the 
sacred  tree  of  Burmah,  the  Amherstia  nobilis^  at  a  distance 
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like  a  splendid  horse-chestnut,  with  crimson  blossoms  in  pen- 
dant bunches,  each  separate  flower  in  the  convolution  of  its 
parts  exactly  counterfeiting  a  large  orchid,  with  which  it  has 
not  the  faintest  affinity,  the  Amherstia  being  leguminous  like 
the  rest. 

Underneath,  and  dispersed  among  the  imperial  beauties, 
were  spice  trees,  orange  trees,  coffee  plants  and  cocoa,  or 
again,  shrubs  with  special  virtues  or  vices.  We  had  to  be 
careful  what  we  were  about,  for  fruits  of  fairest  appearance 
were  tempting  us  all  round.  My  companion  was  preparing 
to  eat  something  to  encourage  me  to  do  the  same.  A  gardener 
stopped  him  in  time.  It  was  nux  vomica.  I  was  straying 
along  a  less  frequented  path,  conscious  of  a  heavy  vaporous 
odour,  in  which  I  might  have  fainted  had  I  remained  exposed 
to  it.     I  was  close  to  a  manchineel  tree. 

Prettiest  and  freshest  were  the  nutmegs,  which  had  a  glen 
all  to  themselves  and  perfumed  the  surrounding  air.  In  Trini- 
dad and  in  Grenada  I  believe  the  nutmegs  are  the  largest  that 
are  known,  being  from  thirty  to  forty  feet  high  ;  leaves  brilliant 
green,  something  like  the  leaves  of  an  orange,  but  extremely 
delicate  and  thin,  folded  one  over  the  other,  the  lowest 
branches  sweeping  to  the  ground  till  the  whole  tree  forms  a 
natural  bower,  which  is  proof  against  a  tropical  shower.  The 
fragrance  attracts  moths  and  flies ;  not  mosquitoes,  who  pre- 
fer a  ranker  atmosphere.  I  saw  a  pair  of  butterflies  the  match 
of  which  I  do  not  remember  even  in  any  museum,  dark  blue 
shot  with  green  like  a  peacock's  neck,  and  the  size  of  English 
bats.  I  asked  a  black  boy  to  catch  me  one.  *  That  sort  no  let 
catchee,  mass^'  he  said ;  and  I  was  penitently  glad  to  hear  it. 

Among  the  wonders  of  the  gardens  are  the  vines  as  they 
call  them,  that  is,  the  creepers  of  various  kinds  that  climb 
about  the  other  trees.  Standing  in  an  open  space  there  was 
what  once  had  been  a  mighty  'cedar.'  It  was  now  dead, 
only  the  trunk  and  dead  branches  remaining,  and  had  been 
murdered  by  a  *  fig '  vine  which  had  started  from  the  root, 
twined  itself  like  a  python  round  the  stem,  strangled  out  the 
natural  life,  and  spreading  out  in  all  directions  had  covered 
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boughs  and  twigs  with  a  foHage  not  their  own.  So  far  the  '  vine ' 
had  done  no  worse  than  ivy  does  at  home,  but  there  was  one 
feature  about  it  which  puzzled  me  altogether.  The  lowest  of 
the  original  branches  of  the  cedar  were  about  twenty  feet  above 
our  heads.  From  these  in  four  or  five  places  the  parasite  had 
let  fall  shoots,  perhaps  an  inch  in  diameter,  which  descended 
to  within  a  foot  of  the  ground  and  then  suddenly,  without 
touching  that  or  anything,  formed  a  bight  like  a  rope,  went 
straight  up  again,  caught  hold  of  the  branch  from  which  they 
started,  and  so  hung  suspended  exactly  as  an  ordinary  swing. 
In  three  distinctly  perfect  instances  the  *  vine '  had  executed 
this  singular  evolution,  while  at  the  extremity  of  one  of  the 
longest  and  tallest  branches  high  up  in  the  air  it  had  made  a 
clean  leap  of  fifteen  feet  without  visible  help  and  had  caught 
hold  of  another  tree  adjoining  on  the  same  level.  These  per- 
formances were  so  inexplicable  that  I  conceived  that  they 
must  have  been  a  freak  of  the  gardener's.  I  was  mistaken. 
He  said  that  at  particular  times  in  the  year  the  fig  vine  threw 
out  fine  tendrils  which  hung  downwards  like  strings.  The 
strongest  among  them  would  lay  hold  of  two  or  three  others 
and  cHmb  up  upon  them,  the  rest  would  die  and  drop  off, 
while  the  successful  one,  having  found  support  for  itself  above, 
would  remain  swinging  in  the  air  and  thicken  and  prosper. 
The  leap  he  explained  by  the  wind.  I  retained  a  suspicion 
that  the  wind  had  been  assisted  by  some  aspiring  energy  in 
the  plant  itself,  so  bold  it  was  and  so  ambitious. 

But  the  wonders  of  the  garden  were  thrown  into  the  shade 
by  the  cottage  at  the  extreme  angle  of  it  (the  old  Government 
House  before  the  present  fabric  had  been  erected),  where 
Kingsley  had  been  the  guest  of  Sir  Arthur  Gordon.  It  is  a 
long  straggling  wooden  building  with  deep  verandahs  lying  in  a 
hollow  overshadov/ed  by  trees,  with  views  opening  out  into  the 
savannah  through  arches  formed  by  clumps  of  tall  bamboos, 
the  canes  growing  thick  in  circular  masses  and  shooting  up  a 
hundred  feet  into  the  air,  where  they  meet  and  form  frames 
for  the  landscape,  peculiar  and  even  picturesque  when  there 
are  not  too  many  of  them.     These  bamboos  were  Kingsley's 
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special  delight,  as  he  had  never  seen  the  like  of  them  else- 
where. The  room  in  which  he  wrote  is  still  shown,  and  the 
gallery  where  he  walked  up  and  down  with  his  long  pipe.  His 
memory  is  cherished  in  the  island  as  of  some  singular  and 
beautiful  presence  which  still  hovers  about  the  scenes  which  so 
delighted  him  in  the  closing  evening  of  his  own  life. 

It  was  the  dry  season,  midwinter,  yet  raining  every  day  for 
two  or  three  hours,  and  when  it  rains  in  these  countries  it 
means  business.  When  the  sky  cleared  the  sun  was  intolerably 
hot,  and  distant  expeditions  under  such  conditions  suited 
neither  my  age  nor  my  health.  With  cocktail  I  might  have 
ventured,  but  to  cocktail  I  could  never  heartily  reconcile 
myself.  Trinidad  has  one  wonder  in  it,  a  lake  of  bitumen 
some  ninety  acres  in  extent,  which  all  travellers  are  expected 
to  visit,  and  which  few  residents  care  to  visit.  A  black  lake  is 
not  so  beautiful  as  an  ordinary  lake.  I  had  no  doubt  that  it 
existed,  for  the  testimony  was  unimpeachable.  Indeed  I  was 
shown  an  actual  specimen  of  the  crystallised  pitch  itself.  I 
could  believe  without  seeing  and  without  undertaking  a  tedious 
journey.  I  rather  sympathised  with  a  noble  lord  who  came  to 
Port  of  Spain  in  his  yacht,  and  like  myself  had  the  lake  im- 
pressed upon  him.  As  a  middle  course  between  going  thither 
and  appearing  to  slight  his  friends'  recommendations,  he  said 
that  he  would  send  his  steward. 

In  Trinidad,  as  everywhere  else,  my  own  chief  desire  was  to 
see  the  human  inhabitants,  to  learn  what  they  were  doing,  how 
they  were  living,  and  what  they  were  thinking  about,  and  this 
could  best  be  done  by  drives  about  the  town  and  neighbour- 
hood. The  cultivated  land  is  a  mere  fringe  round  the  edges 
of  the  forest.  Three-fourths  of  the  soil  are  untouched.  The 
rivers  running  out  of  the  mountains  have  carved  out  the  usual 
long  deep  valleys,  and  spread  the  bottoms  with  rich  alluvial 
soil.  Here  among  the  wooded  slopes  are  the  country  houses 
of  the  merchants.  Here  are  the  cabins  of  the  black  peasantry 
with  their  cocoa  and  coffee  and  orange  plantations,  which  as  in 
Grenada  they  hold  largely  as  freeholds,  reproducing  as  near  as 
possible  the  life  in  Paradise  of  our  first  parents,  without  the 
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consciousness  of  a  want  which  they  are  unable  to  gratify,  not 
compelled  to  work,  for  the  earth  of  her  own  self  bears  for  them 
all  that  they  need,  and  ignorant  that  there  is  any  difference 
between  moral  good  and  evil. 

Large  sugar  estates,  of  course,  there  still  are,  and  as  the 
owners  have  not  succeeded  in  bringing  the  negroes  to  work 
regularly  for  them,^  they  have  introduced  a  few  thousand 
Coohes  under  indentures  for  five  years.  These  Asiatic  impor- 
tations are  very  happy  in  Trinidad;  they  save  money,  and 
many  of  them  do  not  return  home  when  their  time  is  out,  but 
stay  where  they  are,  buy  land,  or  go  into  trade.  They  are 
proud,  however,  and  will  not  intermarry  with  the  Africans. 
Few  bring  their  families  with  them ;  and  women  being  scanty 
among  them,  there  arise  inconveniences  and  sometimes  serious 
crimes. 

It  were  to  be  wished  that  there  was  more  prospect  of  the 
Coolie  race  becoming  permanent  than  I  fear  there  is.  They 
work  excellently.  They  are  picturesque  additions  to  the  land- 
scape, as  they  keep  to  the  bright  colours  and  graceful  drapery 
of  India.  The  grave  dignity  of  their  faces  contrasts  remarkably 
with  the  broad,  good-humoured,  but  common  features  of  the 
African.  The  black  women  look  with  envy  at  the  straight  hair 
of  Asia,  and  twist  their  unhappy  wool  into  knots  and  ropes  in 
the  vain  hope  of  being  mistaken  for  the  purer  race  ;  but  this  is 
all.  The  African  and  the  Asiatic  will  not  mix,  and  the  African 
being  the  stronger  will  and  must  prevail  in  Trinidad  as  else- 
where in  the  West  Indies.  Out  of  a  total  population  of 
170,000,  there  are  25,000  whites  and  mulattoes,  10,000  coolies, 
the  rest  negroes.  The  English  part  of  the  Europeans  shows 
no  tendency  to  increase.  The  English  come  as  birds  of 
passage,  and  depart  when  they  have  made  their  fortunes. 
The  French  and  Spaniards  may  hold  on  to  Trinidad  as  a  home. 
Our  people  do  not  make  homes  there,  and  must  be  looked  on 
as  a  transient  element. 

1  The  negroes  in  the  interior  are  beginning  to  cultivate  sugar  cane  in 
small  patches,  with  common  mills  to  break  it  up.  If  the  experiment  suc- 
ceeds it  may  extend. 

5 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

A  Coolie  village  — Negro  freeholds — Waterworks  —  Pythons — Slavery — 
Evidence  of  Lord  Rodney — Future  of  the  negroes — Necessity  of  English 
rule — The  Blue  £asin — Black  boy  and  cray  fish. 

The  second  morning  after  my  arrival,  my  host  took  me  to  a 
Coolie  village  three  miles  beyond  the  town.  The  drive  was 
between  spreading  cane  fields,  beneath  the  shade  of  bamboos, 
or  under  rows  of  cocoa-nut  palms,  between  the  stems  of  which 
the  sea  was  gleaming. 

Human  dwelling  places  are  rarely  interesting  in  the  tropics. 
A  roof  which  will  keep  the  rain  out  is  all  that  is  needed.  The 
more  free  the  passage  given  to  the  air  under  the  floor  and 
through  the  side,  the  more  healthy  the  habitation  ;  and  the 
houses,  when  we  came  among  them,  seemed  merely  enlarged 
packing  cases  loosely  nailed  together  and  raised  on  stones  a 
foot  or  two  from  the  ground.  The  rest  of  the  scene  was  pic- 
turesque enough.  The  Indian  jewellers  were  sitting  cross- 
legged  before  their  charcoal  pans,  making  silver  bracelets  and 
earrings.  Brilliant  garments,  crimson  and  blue  and  orange, 
were  hanging  to  dry  on  clothes  lines.  Men  were  going  out  to 
their  work,  women  cooking,  children  (not  many)  playing  or 
munching  sugar  cane,  while  great  mango  trees  and  ceibas 
spread  a  cool  green  roof  over  all.  Like  Rachel,  the  CooUes 
had  brought  their  gods  to  their  new  home.  In  the  centre  of 
the  village  was  a  Hindoo  temple,  made  up  rudely  out  of 
boards  with  a  verandah  running  round  it.  The  doors  were 
locked.  An  old  man  who  had  charge  told  us  we  could  not 
enter  ;  a  crowd,  suspicious  and  sullen,  gathered  about  us  as  we 
tried  to  prevail  upon  him ;  so  we  had  to  content  ourselves 
with  the  outside,  which  was  gaudily  and  not  unskilfully  painted 
in  Indian  fashion.  There  were  gods  and  goddesses  in  various 
attitudes ;  Vishnu  fighting  with  the  monkey  god,  Vishnu  with 
cutlass  and  shield,  the  monkey  with  his  tail  round  one  tree 
while  he  brandished  two  others,  one  in  each  hand,  as  clubs.    I 
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suppose  that  we  ^miled,  for  our  curiosity  was  resented,  and  we 
found  it  prudent  to  withdraw. 

The  Coolies  are  useful  creatures.  Without  them  sugar  culti- 
vation in  Trinidad  and  Demerara  would  cease  altogether. 
They  are  useful  and  they  are  singularly  ornamental.  Unfortu- 
nately they  have  not  the  best  character  with  the  police.  There 
is  little  crime  among  the  negroes,  who  quarrel  furiously  with 
their  tongues  only.  The  Coolies  have  the  fiercer  passions  of 
their  Eastern  blood.  Their  women  being  few  are  tempted 
occasionally  into  infidelities,  and  would  be  tempted  more  often 
but  that  a  lapse  in  virtue  is  so  fearfully  avenged.  A  Coolie  re- 
gards his  wife  as  his  property,  and  if  she  is  unfaithful  to  him 
he  kills  her  without  the  least  hesitation.  One  of  the  judges 
told  me  that  he  had  tried  a  case  of  this  kind,  and  could  not 
make  the  man  understand  that  he  had  done  anything  wrong. 
It  is  a  pity  that  a  closer  intermixture  between  them  and  the 
negroes  seems  so  hopeless,  for  it  would  solve  many  difficulties. 
There  is  no  jealousy.  The  negro  does  not  regard  the 
CooHe  as  a  competitor  and  interloper  who  has  come  to 
lower  his  wages.  The  Coolie  comes  to  work.  The  negro 
does  not  want  to  work,  and  both  are  satisfied.  But  if  there  is 
no  jealousy  there  is  no  friendship.  The  two  races  are  more 
absolutely  apart  than  the  white  and  the  black.  The  Asiatic 
insists  the  more  on  his  superiority  in  the  fear  perhaps  that  if 
he  did  not  the  white  might  forget  it. 

Among  the  sights  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Port  of  Spain  are 
the  waterworks,  extensive  basins  and  reservoirs  a  few  miles  off 
in  the  hills.  We  chose  a  cool  afternoon,  when  the  tempera- 
ture in  the  shade  was  not  above  86°,  and  went  to  look  at  them. 
It  was  my  first  sight  of  the  interior  of  the  island,  and  my  first 
distinct  acquaintance  with  the  change  which  had  come  over 
the  West  Indies.  Trinidad  is  not  one  of  our  oldest  posses- 
sions, but  we  had  held  it  long  enough  for  the  old  planter 
civilisation  to  take  root  and  grow,  and  our  road  led  us 
through  jungles  of  flowering  shrubs  which  were  running  wild 
over  what  had  been  once  cultivated  estates.  Stranger  still  (for 
one  associates  colonial  life  instinctively  with  what  is  new  and 
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modern),  we  came  at  one  place  on  an  avenue  of  vast  trees,  at 
the  end  of  which  stood  the  ruins  of  a  mansion  of  some  great 
man  of  the  departed  order.  Great  man  he  must  have  been, 
for  there  was  a  gateway  half  crumbled  away  on  which  were  his 
crest  and  shield  in  stone,  with  supporters  on  either  side,  like 
the  Baron  of  Bradwardine's  Bears ;  fallen  now  like  them,  but 
unlike  them  never,  I  fear,  to  be  set  up  again.  The  Anglo-West 
Indians,  like  the  English  gentry  in  Ireland,  were  a  fine  race  of 
men  in  their  day,  and  perhaps  the  improving  them  off  the  earth 
has  been  a  less  beneficial  process  in  either  case  than  we  are  in 
the  habit  of  supposing. 

Entering  among  the  hills  we  came  on  their  successors.  In 
Trinidad  there  are  18,000  freeholders,  most  of  them  negroes 
and  representatives  of  the  old  slaves.  Their  cabins  are  spread 
along  the  road  on  either  side,  overhung  with  bread-fruit  trees, 
tamarinds,  calabash  trees,  out  of  which  they  make  their  cups 
and  water  jugs.  The  luscious  granadilla  climbs  among  the 
branches;  plantains  throw  their  cool  shade  over  the  doors; 
oranges  and  limes  and  citrons  perfume  the  air,  and  droop  their 
boughs  under  the  weight  of  their  golden  burdens.  There  were 
yams  in  the  gardens  and  cows  in  the  paddocks,  and  cocoa 
bushes  loaded  with  purple  or  yellow  pods.  Children  played 
about  in  swarms,  in  happy  idleness  and  abundance,  with 
schools,  too,  at  intervals,  and  an  occasional  Catholic  chapel,  for 
the  old  religion  prevails  in  Trinidad,  never  having  been  dis- 
turbed. What  form  could  human  life  assume  more  charming 
than  that  which  we  were  now  looking  on  ?  Once  more,  the 
earth  does  not  contain  any  peasantry  so  well  off,  so  well  cared 
for,  so  happy,  so  sleek  and  contented  as  the  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  the  emancipated  slaves  in  the  English  West  Indian 
Islands.  Sugar  may  fail  the  planter,  but  cocoa,  which  each 
peasant  can  grow  with  small  effort  for  himself,  does  not  fail 
and  will  not.  He  may  *  better  his  condition,'  if  he  has  any 
such  ambition,  v/ithout  stirring  beyond  his  own  ground,  and  so 
far,  perhaps,  his  ambition  may  extend,  if  it  is  not  turned  off 
upon  politics.  Even  the  necessary  evils  of  the  tropics  are  not 
many   or   serious.      His    skin   is   proof  against   mosquitoes. 
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There  are  snakes  in  Trinidad  as  there  were  snakes  in  Eden. 
*  Plenty  snakes,'  said  one  of  them  who  was  at  work  in  his 
garden,  Aplenty  snakes,  but  no  bitee/  As  to  costume,  he 
would  prefer  the  costume  of  innocence  if  he  was  allowed. 
Clothes  in  such  a  climate  are  superfluous  for  warmth,  and  to 
the  minds  of  the  negroes,  unconscious  as  they  are  of  shame, 
superfluous  for  decency.  European  prejudice,  however,  still 
passes  for  something  ;  the  women  have  a  love  for  finery,  which 
would  prevent  a  complete  return  to  African  simplicity  ;  and  in 
the  islands  which  are  still  French,  and  in  those  like  Trinidad, 
which  the  French  originally  colonised,  they  dress  themselves 
with  real  taste.  They  hide  their  wool  in  red  or  yellow  hand- 
kerchiefs, gracefully  twisted ;  or  perhaps  it  is  not  only  to  con- 
ceal the  wool.  Columbus  found  the  Carib  women  of  the 
island  dressing  their  hair  in  the  same  fashion.^ 

The  waterworks,  when  we  reached  them,  were  even  more 
beautiful  than  we  had  been  taught  to  expect.  A  dam  has  been 
driven  across  a  perfectly  limpid  mountain  stream  ;  a  wide  open 
area  has  been  cleared,  levelled,  strengthened  with  masonry,  and 
divided  into  deep  basins  and  reservoirs,  through  which  the  cur- 
rent continually  flows.  Hedges  of  hibiscus  shine  with  crimson 
blossoms.  Innumerable  humming  birds  glance  to  and  fro 
among  the  trees  and  shrubs,  and  gardens  and  ponds  are  over- 
hung by  magnificent  bamboos,  which  so  astonished  me  by 
their  size  that  I  inquired  if  their  height  had  been  measured. 
One  of  them,  I  was  told,  had  lately  fallen,  and  was  found  to  be 
130  feet  long.  A  single  drawback  only  there  was  to  this  en- 
chanting spot,  and  it  was  again  the  snakes.  There  are  huge 
pythons  in  Trinidad  which  are  supposed  to  have  crossed  the 
straits  from  the  continent.  The  cool  water  pools  attract  them, 
and  they  are  seen  occasionally  coiled  among  the  branches  of 
the  bamboos.  Some  washerwomen  at  work  in  the  stream  had 
been  disturbed  a  few  days  before  our  visit  by  one  of  these 
monsters,  who  had  come  down  to  see  what  they  were  about. 
They  are  harmless,  but  trying  to  the  nerves.     One  of  the 

^  Traen  las  cabezas  atadas  con  unos  panuelos  labrados  hermosos  que 
parecen  de  lejos  de  seda  y  almazarrones. 
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men  about  the  place  shot  this  one,  and  he  told  me  that 
he  had  shot  another  a  short  time  before  asleep  in  a  tree.  The 
keeper  of  the  works  was  a  retired  soldier,  an  Irish-Scot  from 
Limerick,  hale,  vigorous,  and  happy  as  the  blacks  them- 
selves. He  had  married  one  of  them — a  remarkable  excep- 
tion to  an  almost  universal  rule.  He  did  not  introduce  us, 
but  the  dark  lady  passed  by  us  in  gorgeous  costume,  just 
noticing  our  presence  with  a  sweep  which  would  have  done 
credit  to  a  duchess. 

We  made  several  similar  small  expeditions  into  the  settled 
parts  of  the  neighbourhood,  seeing  always  (whatever  else  we 
saw)  the  boundless  happiness  of  the  black  race.  Under  the 
rule  of  England  in  these  islands  the  two  million  of  these  poor 
brothers-in-law  of  ours  are  the  most  perfectly  contented  speci- 
mens of  the  human  race  to  be  found  upon  the  planet.  Even 
Schopenhauer,  could  he  have  known  them,  would  have  ad- 
mitted that  there  were  some  of  us  who  were  not  hopelessly 
wretched.  If  happiness  be  the  satisfaction  of  every  conscious 
desire,  theirs  is  a  condition  which  admits  of  no  improvement : 
were  they  independent,  they  might  quarrel  among  themselves, 
and  the  weaker  become  the  bondmen  of  the  stronger ;  under 
the  beneficent  despotism  of  the  English  Government,  which 
knows  no  difference  of  colour  and  permits  no  oppression, 
they  can  sleep,  lounge,  and  laugh  away  their  lives  as  they 
please,  fearing  no  danger.  If  they  want  money,  work  and 
wages  are  waiting  for  them.  No  one  can  say  what  may  be 
before  them  hereafter.  The  powers  which  envy  human  beings 
too  perfect  felicity  may  find  ways  one  day  of  disturbing  the 
West  Indian  negro  ;  but  so  long  as  the  English  rule  continues, 
he  may  be  assured  of  the  same  tranquil  existence. 

As  life  goes  he  has  been  a  lucky  mortal.  He  was  taken 
away  from  Dahomey  and  Ashantee — to  be  a  slave  indeed,  but 
a  slave  to  a  less  cruel  master  than  he  would  have  found  at 
home.  He  had  a  bad  time  of  it  occasionally,  and  the 
plantation  whip  and  the  branding  irons  are  not  all  dreams,  yet 
his  owner  cared  for  him  at  least  as  much  as  he  cared  for  his 
cows  and  his  horses.      Kind  usage  to  animals  is  more  eco- 
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nomical  than  barbarity,  and  Englishmen  in  the  West  Indies 
were  rarely  inhuman.     Lord  Rodney  says  : 

*  I  have  been  often  in  all  the  West  India  Islands,  and  I  have 
often  made  my  observations  on  the  treatment  of  the  negro  slaves, 
and  can  aver  that  I  never  knew  the  least  cruelty  inflicted  on  them, 
but  that  in  general  they  lived  better  than  the  honest  day-labour- 
ing man  in  England,  without  doing  a  fourth  part  of  his  work 
in  a  day,  and  I  am  fully  convinced  that  the  negroes  in  our  islands 
are  better  provided  for  and  live  better  than  when  in  Guinea.' 

Rodney,  it  is  true,  was  a  man  of  facts  and  was  defective  in 
sentiment.  Let  us  suppose  him  wrong,  let  us  believe  the 
worst  horrors  of  the  slave  trade  or  slave  usage  as  fluent 
tongue  of  missionary  or  demagogue  has  described  them,  yet 
nevertheless,  when  we  consider  what  the  lot  of  common 
humanity  has  been  and  is,  we  shall  be  dishonest  if  we  deny 
that  the  balance  has  been  more  than  redressed ;  and  the 
negroes  who  were  taken  away  out  of  Africa,  as  compared  with 
those  who  were  left  at  home,  were  as  the  *  elect  to  salvation,' 
who  after  a  brief  purgatory  are  secured  an  eternity  of  blessed- 
ness. The  one  condition  is  the  maintenance  of  the  authority 
of  the  English  crown.  The  whites  of  the  islands  cannot 
equitably  rule  them.  They  have  not  shaken  off  the  old 
traditions.  If,  for  the  sake  of  theory  or  to  shirk  responsibiHty, 
we  force  them  to  govern  themselves,  the  state  of  Hayti  stands 
as  a  ghastly  example  of  the  condition  into  which  they  will 
then  inevitably  fall.  If  we  persist,  we  shall  be  sinning  against 
light — the  clearest  light  that  was  ever  given  in  such  affairs. 
The  most  hardened  believers  in  the  regenerating  effects  of 
political  liberty  cannot  be  completely  blind  to  the  ruin  which 
the  infliction  of  it  would  necessarily  bring  upon  the  race  for 
whose  interests  they  pretend  particularly  to  care. 

The  Pitch  Lake  I  resisted  all  exhortations  to  visit,  but  the 
days  in  the  forest  were  delightful — pre-eminently  a  day  which 
we  spent  at  the  *  Blue  Basin,'  a  pool  scooped  out  in  the  course 
of  ages  by  a  river  falling  through  a  mountain  gorge  ;  blue,  not 
from  any  colour  in  the  water,  which  is  purely  transparent,  but 
from  a  peculiar  effect  of  sky  reflection  through  an  opening  in 
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the  overhanging  trees.  As  it  was  far  off,  we  had  to  start  early 
and  encounter  the  noonday  heat.  We  had  to  close  the 
curtains  of  the  carriage  to  escape  the  sun,  and  in  losing  the 
sun  we  shut  out  the  wind.  All  was  well,  however,  when  we 
turned  into  the  hills.  Thenceforward  the  road  followed  the 
bottom  of  a  densely  wooded  ravine ;  impenetrable  foliage 
spreading  over  our  heads,  and  a  limxpid  river  flashing  along  in 
which  our  horses  cooled  their  feet  and  lips  as  we  crossed 
it  again  and  again.  There  were  the  usual  cabins  and  gardens 
on  either  side  of  us,  sometimes  single,  sometimes  clustering 
into  villages,  and  high  above  them  the  rocks  stood  out, 
broken  into  precipices  or  jutting  out  into  projecting  crags, 
with  huge  trees  starting  from  the  crevices,  dead  trunks  with 
branching  arms  clothed  scantily  with  creepers,  or  living  giants 
with  blue  or  orange-coloured  flowers.  Mangoes  scented  the 
valley  with  their  blossom.  Bananas  waved  their  long  broad 
leaves — some  flat  and  unbroken  as  we  know  them  in  conser- 
vatories, some  split  into  palm-like  fronds  which  quivered  in  the 
breeze.  The  cocoa  pods  were  ripe  or  ripening,  those  which 
had  been  gathered  being  left  on  the  ground  in  heaps  as  we  see 
apples  in  autumn  in  an  English  orchard. 

We  passed  a  lady  on  the  way  who  was  making  sketches  and 
daring  the  mosquitoes,  that  were  feeding  at  leisure  upon  her 
face  and  arms.  The  road  failed  us  at  last.  We  alighted  with 
our  waterproofs  and  luncheon  basket.  A  couple  of  half-naked 
boys  sprang  forward  to  act  as  guides  and  porters — nice  little 
fellows,  speaking  a  French  patois  for  their  natural  language, 
but  with  English  enough  to  earn  shillings  and  amuse  the 
British  tourist.  With  their  help  we  scrambled  along  a  steep 
slippery  path,  the  river  roaring  below,  till  we  came  to  a  spot 
where,  the  rock  being  soft,  a  waterfall  had  cut  out  in  the 
course  of  ages  a  natural  hollow,  of  which  the  trees  formed  the 
roof,  and  of  which  the  floor  was  the  pool  we  had  come  in 
search  of.  The  fall  itself  was  perpendicular,  and  fifty  or 
sixty  feet  high,  the  water  issuing  at  the  top  out  of  a  dark 
green  tunnel  among  overhanging  branches.  The  sides  of  the 
basin  were  draped  with  the  fronds  of  gigantic  ferns  and  wild 
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plantains,  all  in  wild  luxuriance  and  dripping  with  the  spray. 
In  clefts  above  the  rocks,  large  cedars  or  gum  trees  had  struck 
their  roots  and  flung  out  their  gnarled  and  twisted  branches, 
which  were  hung  with  ferns  ;  while  at  the  lower  end  of  the  pool, 
where  the  river  left  it  again,  there  grew  out  from  among  the 
rocks  near  the  water's  edge  tall  and  exquisitely  grouped 
acacias  with  crimson  flowers  for  leaves. 

The  place  broke  on  us  suddenly  as  we  scrambled  round 
a  corner  from  below.  Three  young  blacks  were  bathing  in  the 
pool,  and  as  we  had  a  lady  with  us,  they  were  induced, 
though  sullenly  and  with  some  difficulty,  to  return  into 
their  scanty  garments  and  depart.  Never  certainly  was  there 
a  more  inviting  spot  to  swim  in,  the  more  so  from  exciting 
possibilities  of  adventure.  An  English  gentleman  went  to 
bathe  there  shortly  before  our  coming.  He  was  on  a  rock, 
swaying  his  body  for  a  plunge,  when  something  caught  his  eye 
among  the  shadows  at  the  bottom.  It  proved  to  be  a  large 
dead  python. 

We  had  not  the  luck  ourselves  of  falling  in  with  so  interest- 
ing a  beast.  Great  butterflies  and  perhaps  a  humming  bird  or 
two  were  flitting  among  the  leaves  as  we  came  up ;  other  signs 
of  life  there  were  none,  unless  we  call  life  the  motion  of  the 
plantain  leaves,  waving  in  the  draughts  of  air  which  were 
eddying  round  the  waterfall.  We  sat  down  on  stones,  or  on 
the  trunk  of  a  fallen  tree,  the  mosquitoes  mercifully  sparing 
us.      We  sketched  a  little,  talked  a  little,  ate  our  sandwiches, 

and  the  male  part  of  us  lighted  our  cigars.     G then,  to 

my  surprise,  produced  a  fly  rod.  In  the  streams  in  the 
AntiUes,  which  run  out  of  the  mountains,  there  is  a  fish  in 
great  abundance  which  they  caU  mullet^  an  inferior  trout,  but  a 
good  substitute  where  the  real  thing  is  not.  He  runs  some- 
times to  five  pounds  weight,  will  take  the  fly,  and  is  much 
sought  after  by  those  who  try  to  preserve   in    the   tropics 

the  amusements  and  habits  of  home.       G had  caught 

many  of  them  in  Dominica.  If  in  Dominica,  why  not  in 
Trinidad  ? 

He  put  his  tackle  together,  tied  up  a  cast  of  trout  flies,  and 
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commenced  work.  He  tried  the  still  water  at  the  lower  end 
of  the  basin.  He  crept  round  the  rock  and  dropped  his  hne 
into  the  foam  at  the  foot  of  the  fall.  No  mullet  rose,  nor  fish 
of  any  kind.  One  of  our  small  boys  had  looked  on  with 
evident  impatience.  He  cried  out  at  last,  *  No  mullet,  but 
plenty  crayfish,' -pointing  down  into  the  water;  and  there, 
following  the  direction  of  his  finger,  we  beheld  strange  grey 
creatures  like  cuttle-fish,  moving  about  on  the  points  of  their 
toes,  the  size  of  small  lobsters.  The  flies  were  dismounted,  a 
bare  hook  was  fitted  on  a  fine  gut  trace,  with  a  split  shot  or 
two  to  sink  the  line,  all  trim  and  excellent.     A  fresh-water 

shrimp  was  caught  under  a  stone  for  a  bait.     G went  to 

work,  and  the  strange  things  took  hold  and  let  themselves  be 
lifted  halfway  to  the  surface.  But  then,  somehow,  they  let  go 
and  disappeared. 

Our  small  boy  said  nothing ;  but  I  saw  a  scornful  smile  upon 
his  lips.  He  picked  up  a  thin  dry  cane,  found  some  twine  in 
the  luncheon  basket  which  had  tied  up  our  sandwiches,  found 
a  pin  there  also,  and  bent  it,  and  put  a  shrimp  on  it.  With  a 
pebble  stone  for  a  sinker  he  started  in  competition,  and  in  a 
minute  he  had  brought  out  upon  the  rock  the  strangest  thing 
in  the  shape  of  a  fish  which  I  had  ever  seen  in  fresh  water  or 
salt.  It  was  a  true  *  crayfish,'  ecrgvtsse,  eight  inches  long, 
formed  regularly  with  the  thick  powerful  tail,  the  sharp  serrated 
snout,  the  long  antennae,  and  the  spider-like  legs  of  the  lobster 
tribe.  As  in  a  crayfish,  the  claws  were  represented  by  the 
correctly  shaped  but  diminutive  substitutes. 

When  we  had  done  wondering  at  the  prize,  we  could  admire 
the  smile  of  conscious  superiority  in  the  face  of  the  captor. 
The  fine  tackle  had  been  beaten,  as  usual,  by  the  proverbial 
string  and  crooked  pin,  backed  by  knowledge  in  the  head  of  a 
small  nigger  boy. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Home  Eule  in  Trinidad — Political  aspirations — Nature  of  the  problem  — 
Crown  administration — Colonial  governors — A  Russian  apologue — 
Dinner  at  Government  House — *  The  Three  Fishers  ' — Charles  Warner 
— Alternative  futures  of  the  colony. 

The  political  demonstration  to  which  I  had  been  invited  came 
off  the  next  day  on  the  savannah.  The  scene  was  pretty 
enough.  Black  coats  and  white  trousers,  bright-coloured 
dresses  and  pink  parasols,  look  the  same  at  a  distance  whether 
the  wearer  has  a  black  face  or  a  white  one,  and  the  broad 
meadow  was  covered  over  with  sparkling  groups.  Several 
thousand  persons  must  have  attended,  not  all  to  hear  the 
oratory,  for  the  occasion  had  been  taken  when  the  Governor 
was  to  play  close  by  in  a  cricket  match,  and  half  the  crowd 
had  probably  collected  to  see  His  Excellency  at  the  wicket. 
Placards  had  been  posted  about  the  town,  setting  out  the  pur- 
pose of  the  meeting.  Trinidad,  as  I  said,  is  at  present  a  Crown 
colony,  the  executive  council  and  the  legislature  being  equally 
nominated  by  the  authorities.  The  popular  orators,  the  news- 
paper writers,  and  some  of  the  leading  merchants  in  Port  of 
Spain  had  discovered,  as  I  said,  that  they  were  living  under 
what  they  called  *  a  degrading  tyranny.'  They  had  no  griev- 
ances, or  none  that  they  alleged,  beyond  the  general  one  that 
they  had  no  control  over  the  finance.  They  very  naturally 
desired  that  the  lucrative  Government  appointments  for  which 
the  colony  paid  should  be  distributed  among  themselves.  The 
elective  principle  had  been  reintroduced  in  Jamaica,  evidently 
as  a  step  towards  the  restoration  of  the  full  constitution  which 
had  been  surrendered  and  suppressed  after  the  Gordon  riots. 
Trinidad  was  almost  as  large  as  Jamaica,  in  proportion  to  the 
population  wealthier  and  more  prosperous,  and  the  people  were 
invited  to  come  together  in  overwhelming  numbers  to  insist 
that  the  *  tyranny '  should  end.  The  Home  Government  in 
their  action  about  Jamaica  had  shown  a  spontaneous  readiness 
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to  transfer  responsibility  from  themselves  to  the  inhabitants. 
The  promoters  of  the  meeting  at  Port  of  Spain  may  have 
thought  that  a  little  pressure  on  their  part  might  not  be  un- 
welcome as  an  excuse  for  further  concessions  of  the  same  kind. 
Whether  this  was  so  I  do  not  know.  At  any  rate  they  showed 
that  they  were  as  yet  novices  in  the  art  of  agitation.  The 
language  of  the  placard  of  invitation  was  so  violent  that,  in  the 
opinion  of  the  legal  authorities,  the  printer  might  have  been 
indicted  for  high  treason.  The  speakers  did  their  best  to 
imitate  the  fine  phrases  of  the  apostles  of  liberty  in  Europe, 
but  they  succeeded  only  in  caricaturing  their  absurdities.  The 
proceedings  were  described  at  length  in  the  rival  newspapers. 
One  gentleman's  speech  was  said  to  have  been  so  briUiant  that 
every  sentence  was  a  'gem  of  oratory,'  the  gem  of  gems  being 
when  he  told  his  hearers  that,  *  if  they  went  into  the  thing  at 
all,  they  should  go  the  entire  animal.'  All  went  off  good- 
humouredly.  In  the  Liberal  journal  the  event  of  the  day  was 
spoken  of  as  the  most  magnificent  demonstration  in  favour  of 
human  freedom  which  had  ever  been  seen  in  the  West  Indian 
Islands.  In  the  Conservative  journal  it  was  called  a  ridiculous 
fiasco^  and  the  people  were  said  to  have  come  together  only  to 
admire  the  Governor's  batting,  and  to  laugh  at  the  nonsense 
which  was  coming  from  the  platform.  Finally,  the  same  journal 
assured  us  that,  beyond  a  handful  of  people  who  were  interested 
in  getting  hold  of  the  anticipated  spoils  of  office,  no  one  in 
the  island  cared  about  the  matter. 

The  result,  I  believe,  was  some  petition  or  other  which 
would  go  home  and  pass  as  evidence,  to  minds  eager  to 
believe,  that  Trinidad  was  rapidly  ripening  for  responsible 
government,  promising  reUef  to  an  overburdened  Secretary 
for  the  Colonies,  who  has  more  to  do  than  he  can  attend  to, 
and  is  pleased  with  opportunities  of  gratifying  popular  senti- 
ment, or  of  showing  off  in  Parliament  the  development  of 
colonial  institutions.  He  knows  nothing,  can  know  nothing, 
of  the  special  conditions  of  our  hundred  dependencies.  He 
accepts  what  his  representatives  in  the  several  colonies  choose 
to  tell  him;  and  his  representatives,  being  birds  of  passage 
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responsible  only  to  their  employers  at  home,  and  depending 
for  their  promotion  on  making  themselves  agreeable,  are 
under  irresistible  temptations  to  report  what  it  will  please 
the  Secretary  of  State  to  hear. 

For  the  Secretary  of  State,  too,  is  a  bird  of  passage  as  they 
are,  passing  through  the  Colonial  Office  on  his  way  to  other 
departments,  or  holding  the  seals  as  part  of  an  administration 
whose  tenure  of  office  grows  every  year  more  precarious, 
which  exists  only  upon  popular  sentiment,  and  cannot,  and 
does  not  try  to  look  forward  beyond  at  furthest  the  next 
session  of  Parliament. 

But  why,  it  may  be  asked,  should  not  Trinidad  govern 
itself  as  well  as  Tasmania  or  New  Zealand  ?  Why  not 
Jamaica,  why  not  all  the  West  Indian  Islands  ?  I  will  answer 
by  another  question.  Do  we  wish  these  islands  to  remain  as 
part  of  the  British  Empire  ?  Are  they  of  any  use  to  us,  or 
have  we  responsibilities  connected  with  them  of  which  we  are 
not  entitled  to  divest  ourselves  ?  A  government  elected  by 
the  majority  of  the  people  (and  no  one  would  think  of  setting 
up  constitutions  on  any  other  basis)  reflects  from  the  nature 
of  things  the  character  of  the  electors.  All  these  islands  tend 
to  become  partitioned  into  black  peasant  proprietaries.  In 
Grenada  the  process  is  almost  complete.  In  Trinidad  it  is 
rapidly  advancing.  No  one  can  stop  it.  No  one  ought  to  wish 
to  stop  it.  But  the  ownership  of  freeholds  is  one  thing,  and 
political  power  is  another.  The  blacks  depend  for  the  pro- 
gress which  they  may  be  capable  of  making  on  the  presence 
of  a  white  community  among  them;  and  although  it  is 
undesirable  or  impossible  for  the  blacks  to  be  ruled  by  the 
minority  of  the  white  residents,  it  is  equally  undesirable  and 
equally  impossible  that  the  whites  should  be  ruled  by  them. 
The  relative  numbers  of  the  two  races  being  what  they  are, 
responsible  government  in  Trinidad  means  government  by  a 
black  parliament  and  a  black  ministry.  The  negro  voters 
might  elect,  to  begin  with,  their  half-caste  attorneys  or  such 
whites  (the  most  disreputable  of  their  colour)  as  would  court 
their  suffrages.     But  the  black  does  not  love  the  mulatto,  and 
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despises  the  white  man  who  consents  to  be  his  servant.  He 
has  no  grievances.  He  is  not  naturally  a  politician,  and  if 
left  alone  with  his  own  patch  of  land,  will  never  trouble 
himself  to  look  further.  But  he  knows  what  has  happened  in 
St.  Domingo.  He  has  heard  that  his  race  is  already  in  full 
possession  of  the  finest  of  all  the  islands.  If  he  has  any 
thought  or  any  hopes  about  the  matter,  it  is  that  it  may  be 
with  the  rest  of  them  as  it  has  been  with  St.  Domingo,  and  if 
you  force  the  power  into  his  hands,  you  must  expect  him  to 
use  it.  Under  the  constitution  which  you  would  set  up, 
whites  and  blacks  may  be  nominally  equal;  but  from  the 
enormous  preponderance  of  numbers  the  equality  would  be 
only  in  name,  and  such  English  people,  at  least,  as  would  be 
really  of  any  value,  would  refuse  to  remain  in  a  false  and 
intolerable  position.  Already  the  English  population  of 
Trinidad  is  dwindling  away  under  the  uncertainties  of  their 
future  position.  Complete  the  work,  set  up  a  constitution 
with  a  black  prime  minister  and  a  black  legislature,  and  they 
will  withdraw  of  themselves  before  they  are  compelled  to  go. 
Spaniards  and  French  might  be  tempted  by  advantages  of 
trade  to  remain  in  Port  of  Spain,  as  a  few  are  still  to  be  found 
in  Hayti.  They,  it  is  possible,  might  in  time  recover  and 
reassert  their  supremacy.  Englishmen  have  the  world  open 
to  them,  and  will  prefer  lands  where  they  can  live  under  less 
degrading  conditions.  In  Hayti  the  black  republic  allows 
no  white  man  to  hold  land  in  freehold.  The  blacks  else- 
where with  the  same  opportunities  will  develop  the  same 
aspirations. 

Do  we,  or  do  we  not,  intend  to  retain  our  West  Indian 
Islands  under  the  sovereignty  of  the  Queen  ?  If  we  are 
willing  to  let  them  go,  the  question  is  settled.  But  we  ought 
to  face  the  alternative.  There  is  but  one  form  of  government 
under  which  we  can  retain  these  colonies  with  honour  and 
security  to  ourselves  and  with  advantage  to  the  negroes 
whom  we  have  placed  there — the  mode  of  government 
which  succeeds  with  us  so  admirably  that  it  is  the  world's 
wonder  in  the  Easi  Indies,  a  success  so  unique  and  so  extra- 
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ordinary  that  it  seems  the  last  from  which  we  are  willing  to 
take  example. 

In  Natal,  where  the  circumstances  are  analogous,  and 
where  report  says  that  efforts  are  being  also  made  to  force 
on  constitutional  independence,  I  remember  suggesting  a  few 
years  ago  that  the  governor  should  be  allowed  to  form  his  own 
council,  and  that  in  selecting  the  members  of  it  he  should  go 
round  the  colony,  observe  the  farms  where  the  land  was  well 
inclosed,  the  fields  clean,  the  farm  buildings  substantial  and  in 
good  repair ;  that  he  should  call  on  the  owners  of  these  to  be 
his  advisers  and  assistants.  In  all  Natal  he  might  find  a 
dozen  such.  They  would  be  unwilHng  to  leave  their  own 
business  for  so  thankless  a  purpose ;  but  they  might  be 
induced  by  good  feeling  to  grant  him  a  few  weeks  of  their 
time.  Under  such  an  administration  I  imagine  Natal  would 
have  a  happier  future  before  it  than  it  will  experience  with  the 
boon  which  is  designed  for  it. 

In  the  West  Indies  there  is  mdefinite  wealth  waiting  to  be 
developed  by  intelligence  and  capital ;  and  men  with  such 
resources,  both  English  and  American,  might  be  tempted  still 
to  settle  there,  and  lead  the  blacks  along  with  them  into  more 
settled  manners  and  higher  forms  of  civiUsation.  But  the 
future  of  the  blacks,  and  our  own  influence  over  them  for 
good,  depend  on  their  being  protected  from  themselves  and 
from  the  schemers  who  would  take  advantage  of  them.  How- 
ever little  may  be  the  share  to  which  the  mass  of  a  population 
be  admitted  in  the  government  of  their  country,  they  are 
never  found  hard  to  manage  where  they  prosper  and  are 
justly  dealt  with.  The  children  of  darkness  are  even  easier 
of  control  than  the  children  of  light.  Under  an  administration 
formed  on  the  model  of  that  of  our  Eastern  Empire  these 
islands  would  be  peopled  in  a  generation  or  two  with  dusky 
citizens,  as  proud  as  the  rest  of  us  of  the  flag  under  which 
they  will  have  thriven,  and  as  willing  to  defend  it  against  any 
invading  enemy  as  they  are  now  unquestionably  indifferent. 
Partially  elected  councils,  local  elected  boards,  &c.,  serve  only 
as  contrivances  to  foster  discontent  and  encourage  jobbery. 
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They  open  a  rift  which  time  will  widen,  and  which  will  create 
for  us,  on  a  smaller  scale,  the  conditions  which  have  so 
troubled  us  in  Ireland,  where  each  concession  of  popular  de- 
mands makes  the  maintenance  of  the  connection  more  difficult. 
In  the  Pacific  colonies  self-government  is  a  natural  right ;  the 
colonists  are  part  of  ourselves,  and  have  as  complete  a  claim 
to  the  management  of  their  own  affairs  as  we  have  to  the 
management  of  ours.  The  less  we  interfere  with  them  the 
more  heartily  they  identify  themselves  with  us.  But  if  we 
choose  besides  to  indulge  our  ambition  with  an  empire,  if  we 
determine  to  keep  attached  to  our  dominion  countries  which, 
like  the  East  Indies,  have  been  conquered  by  the  sword, 
countries,  like  the  West  Indies,  which,  however  acquired,  are 
occupied  by  races  enormously  outnumbering  us,  many  of 
whom  do  not  speak  our  language,  are  not  connected  with  us 
by  sentiment,  and  not  visibly  connected  by  interest,  with 
whom  our  own  people  will  not  intermarry  or  hold  social  inter- 
course, but  keep  aloof  from,  as  superior  from  inferior — to 
impose  on  such  countries  forms  of  self-government  at  which 
we  have  ourselves  but  lately  arrived,  to  put  it  in  the  power  of 
these  overwhelming  numbers  to  shake  us  off  if  they  please, 
and  to  assume  that  when  our  real  motive  has  been  only  to 
save  ourselves  trouble  they  will  be  warmed  into  active  loyalty 
by  gratitude  for  the  confidence  which  we  pretend  to  place 
in  them,  is  to  try  an  experiment  which  we  have  not  the 
slightest  right  to  expect  to  be  successful,  and  which  if  it  fails 
is  fatal. 

Once  more,  if  we  mean  to  keep  the  blacks  as  British  sub- 
jects, we  are  bound  to  govern  them,  and  to  govern  them  well. 
If  we  cannot  do  it,  we  had  better  let  them  go  altogether.  And 
here  is  the  real  difficulty.  It  is  not  that  men  competent  for 
such  a  task  cannot  be  found.  Among  the  public  servants  of 
Great  Britain  there  are  persons  always  to  be  found  fit  and 
willing  for  posts  of  honour  and  difficulty  if  a  sincere  effort  be 
made  to  find  them.  Alas  I  in  times  past  we  have  sent  persons 
to  rule  our  Baratarias  to  whom  Sancho  Panza  was  a  sage — 
troublesome   members   of    Parliament,    younger  brothers   of 
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powerful  families,  impecunious  peers ;  favourites,  with  back- 
stairs influence,  for  whom  a  provision  was  to  be  found  j  colonial 
clerks,  bred  in  the  office,  who  had  been  obsequious  and  useful. 

One  had  hoped  that  in  the  new  zeal  for  the  colonial  connec- 
tion such  appointments  would  have  become  impossible  for  the 
future,  yet  a  recent  incident  at  the  Mauritius  has  proved  that 
the  colonial  authorities  are  still  unregenerate.  The  unfit  are 
still  maintained  in  their  places ;  and  then,  to  prevent  the 
colonies  from  suffering  too  severely  under  their  incapacity,  we 
set  up  the  local  councils,  nominated  or  elected,  to  do  the  work, 
while  the  Queen's  representative  enjoys  his  salary.  Instances 
of  glaring  impropriety  like  that  to  which  I  have  alluded  are  of 
course  rare,  and  among  colonial  governors  there  are  men  of 
quahty  so  high  that  we  would  desire  only  to  see  their  power 
equal  to  it.  But  so  limited  is  the  patronage,  on  the.  other 
hand,  which  remains  to  the  home  administrations,  and  so  heavy 
the  pressure  brought  to  bear  upon  them,  that  there  are  persons 
also  in  these  situations  of  whom  it  may  be  said  that  the  less 
they  do,  and  the  less  they  are  enabled  to  do,  the  better  for  the 
colony  over  which  they  preside. 

The  West  Indies  have  been  sufferers  from  another  cause. 
In  the  absence  of  other  use  for  them  they  have  been  made  to 
serve  as  places  where  governors  try  their  'prentice  hand  and 
learn  their  business  before  promotion  to  more  important  situa- 
tions. Whether  a  man  has  done  well  or  done  ill  makes,  it 
seems,  very  little  difference  .unless  he  has  offended  prejudices 
or  interests  at  home  :  once  in  the  service  he  acquires  a  vested 
right  to  continue  in  it.  A  governor  who  had  been  suspended 
for  conduct  which  is  not  denied  to  have  been  most  improper, 
is  replaced  with  the  explanation  that  if  he  was  not  sent  back 
to  his  old  post  it  would  have  been  necessary  to  provide  a 
situation  for  him  elsewhere.  Why  would  it  ?  Has  a  captain 
of  a  man-of-war  whose  ship  is  taken  fiom  him  for  misconduct 
an  immediate  claim  to  have  another  ?  Unfortunate  colonies  ! 
It  is  not  their  interest  which  is  considered  under  this  system. 
But  the  subject  is  so  delicate  that  I  must  say  no  more  about 
it,.    I  will  recommend  only  to  the  atteiition  of  the  British 
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democracy,  who  are  now  the  parties  that  in  the  last  instance 
are  responsible,  because  they  are  the  real  masters  of  the 
Empire,  the  following  apologue. 

In  the  time  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas  the  censors  of  the 
press  seized  a  volume  which  had  been  published  by  the  poet 
Kriloff,  on  the  ground  that  it  contained  treasonable  matter. 
Nicholas  sent  for  Kriloff.  The  censor  produced  the  incrimin- 
ated passage,  and  Kriloff  was  made  to  read  it  aloud.  It  was 
a  fable.  A  governor  of  a  Russian  province  was  represented 
as  arriving  in  the  other  world,  and  as  being  brought  up  before 
Rhadamanthus.  He  was  accused,  not  of  any  crime,  but  of 
having  been  simply  a  nonentity — of  having  received  his  salary 
and  spent  it,  and  nothing  more.  Rhadamanthus  listened,  and 
when  the  accusing  angel  had  done  sentenced  the  prisoner  into 
Paradise.  *  Into  Paradise  ! '  said  the  angel,  'why,  he  has  done 
nothing ! '  *  True,'  said  Rhadamanthus,  '  but  how  would  it  have 
been  if  he  had  done  anything  ? ' 

*  Write  away,  old  fellow,'  said  Nicholas  to  Kriloff. 

Has  it  never  happened  that  British  colonial  officials  who 
have  similarly  done  nothing  have  been  sent  into  the  Paradise 
of  promotion  because  they  have  kept  things  smooth  and  have 
given  no  trouble  to  their  employers  at  home  ? 

In  the  evening  of  the  day  of  the  poUtical  meeting  we  dined 
at  Government  House.  There  was  a  large  representative 
party,  English,  French,  Spaniards,  Corsicans — ladies  and 
gentlemen  each  speaking  his  or  her  own  language.  There 
were  the  mayors  of  the  two  chief  towns  of  Trinidad — Port  of 
Spain  and  San  Fernando — both  enthusiastic  for  a  constitution. 
The  latter  was  my  neighbour  at  dinner,  and  insisted  much  on 
the  fine  qualities  of  the  leading  persons  in  the  island  and  the 
splendid  things  to  be  expected  when  responsible  government 
should  be  conceded.  The  training  squadron  had  arrived  from 
Barbadoes,  and  the  commodore  and  two  or  three  officers  were 
present  in  their  uniforms.  There  was  interesting  talk  about 
Trinidad's  troublesome  neighbour,  Guzman  Blanco,  the  Pre- 
sident of  Venezuela.  It  seems  that  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's 
Eldorado  has  turned  out  to  be  a  fact  after  all.     On  the  higher 
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waters  of  the  Orinoco  actual  gold  mines  do  exist,  and  the 
discovery  has  quickened  into  life  a  long  unsettled  dispute 
about  boundaries  between  British  Guiana  and  the  republic. 
Don  Guzman  had  been  encroaching,  so  it  was  alleged,  and  in 
other  ways  had  been  offensive  and  impertinent.  Ships  were 
going — had  been  actually  ordered  to  La  Guyra,  to  pull  his 
nose  for  him,  and  to  tell  him  to  behave  himself.  The  time  is 
past  when  we  flew  our  hawks  at  game  birds.  The  opinion  of 
most  of  the  party  was  that  Don  Guzman  knew  it,  and  that  his 
nose  would  not  be  pulled.  He  would  regard  our  frigates  as 
picturesque  ornaments  to  his  harbour,  give  the  officers  in  com- 
mand the  politest  reception,  evade  their  demands,  offer  good 
words  in  plenty,  and  nofhing  else  but  worcjs,  and  in  the  end 
would  have  the  benefit  of  our  indifference.^ 

In  the  late  evening  we  had  music.  Our  host  sang  well,  our 
hostess  was  an  accomplished  artist.  They  had  duets  together, 
Italian  and  English,  and  the  lady  then  sang  *  The  Three  . 
Fishers,'  Kingsley  being  looked  on  as  the  personal  property  of 
Trinidad  and  as  one  of  themselves.  She  sang  it  very  well,  as 
well  as  any  one  could  do  who  had  no  direct  acquaintance  with 
an  English  sea-coast  people.  Her  voice  was  beautiful,  and  she 
showed  genuine  feeling.  The  silence  when  she  ended  was 
more  complimentary  than  the  loudest  applause.  It  was  broken 
by  a  stupid  member  of  council,  who  said  to  me,  *  Is  it  not 
strange  that  a  poet  with  such  a  gift  of  words  as  Mr.  Kingsley 
should  have  ended  that  song  with  so  weak  a  line  ?  "  The 
sooner  it's  over  the  sooner  to  sleep"  is  nothing  but  prose.' 
He  did  not  see  that  the  fault  which  he  thought  he  had  dis- 
covered is  no  more  than  the  intentional  *  dying  away '  of  the 
emotion  created  by  the  story  in  the  common  lot  of  poor 
humanity.  We  drove  back  across  the  savannah  in  a  blaze  of 
fireflies.  It  is  not  till  midnight  that  they  put  their  lights  out 
and  go  to  sleep  with  the  rest  of  the  world. 

One  duty  remained  to  me  before  I  left  the  island.     The 

'  A  squadron  did  go  while  I  was  in  the  West  Indies.  I  have  not  heard 
that  any  advance  has  been  made  in  consequence  towards  the  settlement  of 
the  Border. 

6—2 
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Warners  are  among  the  oldest  of  West  Indian  families,  distin- 
guished through  many  generations,  not  the  least  in  their  then 
living  chief  and  representative,  Charles  Warner,  who  in  the 
highest  ministerial  offices  had  steered  Trinidad  through  the 
trying  times  which  followed  the  abolition  of  slavery.  I  had 
myself  in  early  Hfe  been  brought  into  relations  with  other 
members  of  his  family.  He  himself  was  a  very  old  man  on 
the  edge  of  the  grave ;  but  hearing  that  I  was  in  Port  of 
Spain,  he  had  expressed  a  wish  to  see  me.  I  found  him  in 
his  drawing  room,  shrunk  in  stature,  pale,  bent  double  by 
weight  of  years,  and  but  feebly  able  to  lift  his  head  to  speak. 
I  thought,  and  I  judged  rightly,  that  he  could  have  but  a  few 
weeks,  perhaps  but  a  few  days,  to  Hve. 

There  is  something  peculiarly  solemn  in  being  brought  to 
speak  with  a  supremely  eminent  man,  who  is  already  struggling 
with  the  moment  which  is  to  launch  him  into  a  new  existence. 
He  raised  himself  in  his  chair.  He  gave  me  his  withered 
hand.  His  eyes  still  gleamed  with  the  Hght  of  an  untouched 
intelligence.  All  else  of  him  seemed  dead.  The  soul,  un- 
touched by  the  decay  of  the  frame  which  had  been  its  earthly 
tenement,  burnt  bright  as  ever  on  the  edge  of  its  release. 

When  words  are  scarce  they  are  seldom  spent  in  vain, 
And  they  breathe  truth  who  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 

He  roused  himself  to  talk,  and  he  talked  sadly,  for  all  things 
at  home  and  everywhere  were  travelling  on  the  road  which  he 
well  knew  could  lead  to  no  good  end.  No  statesman  had 
done  better  practical  work  than  he,  or  work  which  had  borne 
better  fruit,  could  it  be  allowed  to  ripen.  But  for  him  Trini- 
dad would  have  been  a  wilderness,  savage  as  when  Columbus 
found  the  Caribs  there.  He  belonged  to  the  race  who  make 
empires,  as  the  orators  lose  them,  who  do  things  and  do  not 
talk  about  them,  who  build  and  do  not  cast  down,  who  rever- 
ence ancient  habits  and  institutions  as  the  organic  functions  of 
corporate  national  character;  a  Tory  of  the  Tories,  who 
nevertheless  recognised  that  Toryism  itself  was  passing  away 
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under  the  universal  solvent,  and  had  ceased  to  be  a  faith  which 
could  be  believed  in  as  a  guide  to  conduct. 

He  no  more  than  any  one  could  tell  what  it  was  now  wisest 
or  even  possible  to  do.  He  spoke  like  some  ancient  scer^ 
whose  eyes  looked  beyond  the  present  time  and  the  present 
world,  and  saw  politics  and  progress  and  the  wild  whirlwind  of 
change  as  the  play  of  atoms  dancing  to  and  fro  in  the  sun- 
beams of  eternity.  Yet  he  wished  well  to  our  poor  earth,  and 
to  us  who  were  still  struggling  upon  it.  He  was  sorry  for  the 
courses  on  which  he  saw  mankind  to  be  travelling.  Spite  of 
all  the  newspapers  and  the  blowing  of  the  trumpets,  he  well 
understood  whither  all  that  was  tending.  He  spoke  with 
horror  and  even  loathing  of  the  sinister  leader  who  was  drawing 
England  into  the  fatal  whirlpool.  He  could  still  hope,  for  he 
knew  the  power  of  the  race.  He  knew  that  the  English  heart 
was  unaffected,  that  we  were  suffering  only  from  delirium  of 
the  brain.  The  day  would  yet  come,  he  thought,  when  we 
should  struggle  back  into  sanity  again  with  such  wreck  of  our 
past  greatness  as  might  still  be  left  to  us,  torn  and  shattered, 
but  clothed  and  in  our  right  mind,  and  cured  for  centuries  of 
our  illusions. 

My  forebodings  of  the  nearness  of  the  end  were  too  well 
founded.  A  month  later  I  heard  that  Charles  Warner  was 
dead.  To  have  seen  and  spoken  with  such  a  man  was  worth 
a  voyage  round  the  globe. 

On  the  prospects  of  Trinidad  I  have  a  few  more  words  to 
add.  The  tendency  of  the  island  is  to  become  what  Grenada 
has  become  already — a  community  of  negro  freeholders,  each 
living  on  his  own  homestead,  and  raising  or  gathering  off  the 
ground  what  his  own  family  will  consume.  They  will  multiply, 
for  there  is  ample  room.  Three-quarters  of  the  soil  are  still 
unoccupied.  The  140,000  blacks  will  rapidly  grow  into  a  half- 
million,  and  the  half-million,  as  long  as  we  are  on  the  spot  to 
keep  the  peace,  will  speedily  double  itself  again.  The  English 
inhabitants  will  and  must  be  crowded  out.  The  geographical 
advantages  of  the  Gulf  of  Paria  will  secure  a  certain  amount  of 
trade.     There  will  be  merchants  and  bankers  in  the  town  as 


S6  THE  ENGLISH  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES 

floating  passage  birds,  and  there  will  be  mulatto  lawyers  and 
shopkeepers  and  newspaper  writers.  But  the  blacks  hate  the 
mulattoes,  and  the  mulatto  breed  will  not  maintain  itself,  as 
with  the  independence  of  the  blacks  the  intimacy  between 
blacks  and  whites  diminishes  and  must  diminish.  The  English 
peasant  immigration  which  enthusiasts  have  believed  in  is  a 
dream,  a  dream  which  passed  through  the  ivory  gate,  a  dream 
which  will  never  turn  to  a  waking  reality ;  and  unless  under 
the  Indian  system,  which  our  rulers  will  never  try  unless  the 
democracy  orders  them  to  adopt  it,  the  EngUsh  interest  will 
come  to  an  end. 

The  English  have  proved  in  India  that  they  can  play  a  great 
and  useful  part  as  rulers  over  recognised  inferiors.  Even  in 
the  West  Indies  the  planters  were  a  real  something.  Like  the 
English  in  Ireland,  they  produced  a  remarkable  breed  of  men  : 
the  Codringtons,  the  Warners,  and  many  illustrious  names 
besides.  They  governed  cheaply  on  their  own  resources,  and 
the  islands  under  their  rule  were  so  profitable  that  we  fought 
for  them  as  if  our  Empire  was  at  stake.  All  that  is  gone* 
The  days  of  ruling  races  are  supposed  to  be  numbered.  Trade 
drifts  away  to  the  nearest  market — to  New  York  or  New 
Orleans — and  in  a  money  point  of  view  the  value  of  such  pos- 
sessions as  Trinidad  will  soon  be  less  than  nothing  to  us. 

As  long  as  the  present  system  holds,  there  will  be  an  appre- 
ciable addition  to  the  sum  of  human  (coloured  human)  happi- 
ness. Lighter-hearted  creatures  do  not  exist  on  the  globe. 
But  the  continuance  of  it  depends  on  the  continuance  of  the 
English  rule.  The  peace  and  order  which  they  benefit  by  is 
not  of  their  own  creation.  In  spite  of  schools  and  missionaries, 
the  dark  connection  still  maintains  itself  with  Satan's  invisible 
world,  and  modern  education  contends  in  vain  with  Obeah 
worship.  As  it  has  been  in  Hayti,  so  it  must  be  in  Trinidad 
if  the  English  leave  the  blacks  to  be  their  own  masters. 

Scene  after  scene  passes  by  on  the  magic  slide.  The  man- 
eating  Caribs  first,  then  Columbus  and  his  Spaniards,  the 
French  conquest,  the  English  occupation,  but  they  have  left 
behind  them  no  self-quickening  seed  of  healthy  civiUsation, 
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and  the  prospect  darkens  once  more.  It  is  a  pity,  for  there- is 
no  real  necessity  that  it  should  darken.  The  West  Indian 
negro  is  conscious  of  his  own  defects,  and  responds  more 
willingly  than  most  to  a  guiding  hand.  He  is  faithful  and 
affectionate  to  those  who  are  just  and  kind  to  him,  and  with  a 
century  or  two  of  wise  administration  he  might  prove  that  his 
inferiority  is  not  inherent,  and  that  with  the  same  chances  as 
the  white  he  may  rise  to  the  same  level.  I  cannot  part  with 
the  hope  that  the  English  people  may  yet  insist  that  the  chance 
shall  not  be  denied  to  him,  and  that  they  may  yet  give  their 
officials  to  understand  that  they  must  not,  shall  not,  shake  off 
their  responsibilities  for  this  unfortunate  people,  by  flinging 
them  back  upon  themselves  *  to  manage  their  own  affairs,'  now 
that  we  have  no  further  use  for  them. 

I  was  told  that  the  keener-witted  Trinidad  blacks  are  watch- 
ing as  eagerly  as  we  do  the  development  of  thj  Irish  problem. 
They  see  the  identity  of  the  situation.  They  see  that  if  the 
Radical  view  prevails,  and  in  every  country  the  majority  are  to 
rule,  Trinidad  will  be  theirs  and  the  government  of  the  English 
will  be  at  an  end.  I,  for  myself,  look  upon  Trinidad  and  the 
West  Indies  generally  as  an  opportunity  for  the  further  exten- 
sion of  the  influence  of  the  English  race  in  their  special 
capacity  of  leaders  and  governors  of  men.  We  cannot  with 
honour  divest  ourselves  of  our  responsibility  for  the  blacks,  or 
after  the  eloquence  we  have  poured  out  and  the  self-laudation 
which  we  have  allowed  ourselves  for  the  suppression  of  slavery, 
leave  them  now  to  relapse  into  a  state  from  which  slavery  itself 
was  the  first  step  of  emancipation.  Our  world-wide  dominion 
will  not  be  of  any  long  endurance  if  we  consider  that  we  have 
discharged  our  full  duty  to  our  fellow-subjects  when  we  have 
set  them  free  to  follow  their  own  devices.  If  that  is  to  be  all, 
the  sooner  it  vanishes  into  history  the  better  for  us  and  for  the 
world 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

Barbadoes  again — Social  condition  of  the  island — Political  constitution — 
Effects  of  the  sugar  bounties — Dangers  of  general  bankruptcy — The 
Hall  of  Assembly — Sir  Charles  Pearson — Society  in  Bridgetown — A 
morning  drive — Church  of  St.  John's — Sir  Graham  Briggs — An  old 
planter's  palace — The  Chief  Justice  of  Barbadoes, 

Again  at  sea,  and  on  the  way  back  to  Barbadoes.  The  com- 
modore of  the  training  squadron  had  offered  me  a  berth  to 
St.  Vincent,  but  he  intended  to  work  up  under  sail  against  the 
north-east  trade,  which  had  risen  to  half  a  gale,  and  I  preferred 
the  security  and  speed  of  the  mail  boat.  Among  the  pas- 
sengers was  Miss ,  the  lady  whom  I  had  seen  sketching 

on  the  way  to  the  Blue  Basin.  She  showed  me  her  drawings, 
which  were  excellent.  She  showed  me  in  her  mosquito-bitten 
arms  what  she  had  endured  to  make  them,  alid  I  admired  her 
fortitude.  She  was  English,  and  was  on  her  way  to  join  her 
father  at  Codrington  College. 

We  had  a  wild  night,  but  those  long  vessels  care  little 
for  winds  and  waves.  By  morning  we  had  fought  our  way 
back  to  Grenada.  In  the  St.  Vincent  roadstead,  which  we 
reached  the  same  day,  the  ship  was  stormed  by  boatloads  of 
people  who  were  to  go  on  with  us ;  boys  on  their  way  to 
school  at  Barbadoes,  ladies  young  and  old,  white,  black,  and 
mixed,  who  were  bound  I  know  not  where.  The  night  fell 
dark  as  pitch,  the  storm  continued,  and  we  were  no  sooner 
beyond    the    shelter   of    the    land    than    every    one    save 

Miss and  myself  was  prostrate.     The  vessel  ploughed  on 

upon  her  way  indifferent  to  us  and  to  them.  We  were  at 
Bridgetown  by  breakfast  time,  and  I  was  now  to  have  an  op- 
portunity of  studying  more  at  leisure  the  earliest  of  our  West 
Indian  colonies. 

Barbadoes  is  as  unlike  in  appearance  as  it  is  in  social  con- 
dition to  Trinidad  or  the  Antilles.  There  are  no  mountains 
in  it,  no  forests,  no  rivers,  and  as  yet  no  small  freeholders. 
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The  blacks,  who  number  nearly  200,000  in  an  island  not 
larger  than  the  Isle  of  Wight,  are  labourers,  working  for  wages 
on  the  estates  of  large  proprietors.  Land  of  their  own  they 
have  none,  for  there  is  none  for  them.  Work  they  must,  for 
they  cannot  live  otherwise.  Thus  every  square  yard  of  soil  is 
cultivated,  and  turn  your  eyes  where  you  will  you  see  houses, 
sugar  canes,  and  sweet  potatoes.  Two  hundred  and  fifty 
years  of  occupation  have  imprinted  strongly  an  English  char- 
acter; parish  churches  solid  and  respectable,  the  English 
language,  the  English  police  and  parochial  system.  However 
it  may  be  in  the  other  islands,  England  in  Barbadoes  is  still  a 
solid  fact.  The  headquarters  of  the  West  Indian  troops 
are  there.  There  is  a  commander-in-chief  residing  in  a 
'Queen's  House,'  so  called.  There  is  a  savannah  where  there 
are  English  barracks  under  avenues  of  almond  and  mahogany. 
Red  coats  are  scattered  about  the  grass.  Oificers  canter  about 
playing  polo,  and  naval  and  military  uniforms  glitter  at  the 
side  of  carriages,  and  horsemen  and  horsewomen  take  their 
evening  rides,  as  well  mounted  and  as  well  dressed  as  you  can 
see  in  Rotten  Row.  Barbadoes  is  thus  in  pleasing  contrast 
with  the  conquered  islands  which  we  have  not  taken  the 
trouble  to  assimilate.  In  them  remain  the  wrecks  of  the 
French  civilisation  which  we  superseded,  while  we  have 
planted  nothing  of  our  own.  Barbadoes,  the  European  aspect 
of  it  at  any  rate,  is  English  throughout. 

The  harbour,  when  we  arrived,  was  even  more  brilliant 
than  we  had  left  it  a  fortnight  before.  The  training  squadron 
had  gone,  but  in  the  place  of  it  the  West  Indian  fleet  was 
there,  and  there  were  also  three  American  frigates,  old  wooden 
vessels  out  merely  on  a  cruise,  but  heavily  sparred,  smart 
and  well  set  up,  with  the  stars  and  stripes  floating  carelessly  at 
their  sterns,  as  if  in  these  western  seas,  be  the  nominal 
dominion  British,  French,  or  Spanish,  the  American  has  a 
voice  also  and  intends  to  be  heard. 

We  had  no  sooner  anchored  than  a  well-appointed  boat 
\\as  alongside  with  an  awning  and  an  ensign  at  the  stern. 
Colonel  — •— ,  the  chief  of  the  police,  to  whom  it  belonged, 
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came  on  bD-rd  in  search  of  Miss ,  who  was  to  be  his 

guest  in  Bridgetown.  She  introduced  me  to  him.  He  insisted 
on  my  accompanying  him  home  to  breakfast,  and,  as  he  was  a 
person  in  authority,  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  obey.     Colonel 

,  to  whose  politeness  then  and  afterwards  I  was  in  many 

ways  indebted,  had  seen  life  in  various  forms.  He  had  been 
in  the  navy.  He  had  been  m  the  army.  He  had  been  called 
to  the  bar.  He  was  now  the  head  of  the  Barbadoes  police, 
with  this  anomalous  addition  to  his  other  duties,  that  in  default 
of  a  chaplain  he  read  the  Church  service  on  Sundays  in  the 
barracks.  He  had  even  a  license  from  the  bishop  to  preach 
sermons,  and  being  a  man  of  fine  character  and  original  sense 
he  discharged  this  last  function,  I  was  told,  remarkably  well. 
His  house  was  in  the  heart  of  the  town,  but  shaded  with 
tropical  trees.  The  rooms  were  protected  by  deep  outside 
galleries,  which  were  overrun  with  Bougainvillier  creepers. 
He  was  himself  the  kindest  of  entertainers,  his  Irish  lady  ihe 
kindest  of  hostesses,  with  the  humorous  high  breeding  of 
the  old  Sligo  aristocracy,  to  whom  she  belonged.  I  found 
that  I  had  been  acquainted  with  some  of  her  kindred  there 
long  ago,  in  the  days  when  the  Anglo-Irish  rule  had  not 
been  discovered  to  be  a  upas  tree,  and  cultivated  human  life 
was  still  possible  in  Connaught.  Of  the  breakfast,  which 
consisted  of  all  the  West  Indian  dainties  I  had  ever  heard 
or  read  of,  I  can  say  nothing,  nor  of  the  pleasant  talk  which 

followed.     I  was  to  see  more  of  Colonel -,  for  he  offered 

to  drive  me  some  day  across  the  island,  a  promise  which 
he  punctually  fulfilled.  My  stay  with  him  for  the  present 
could  be  but  brief,  as  I  was  expected  at  Government  House. 

I  have  met  with  exceptional  hospitality  from  the  governors 
of  British  colonies  in  many  parts  of  the  world.  They  are 
not  chosen  like  the  Roman  proconsuls  from  the  ranks  of 
trained  statesmen  who  have  held  high  administrative  offices  at 
home.  They  are  appointed,  as  I  said  just  now,  from  various 
motives,  sometimes  with  a  careful  regard  to  fitness  for  their 
post,  sometimes  with  a  regard  merely  to  routine  or  con- 
venience or  to  personal  influence  brought  to  bear  in  their 
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favour.  I  have  myself  seen  some  for  whom  I  should  have 
thought  other  employment  would  have  been  more  suitable ; 
but  always  and  everywhere  those  that  I  have  fallen  in  with 
have  been  men  of  honour  and  integrity  above  reproach  or 
suspicion,  and  I  have  met  with  one  or  two  gentlemen  in  these 
situations  whose  admirable  qualities  it  is  impossible  to  praise 
too  highly,  who  in  their  complicated  responsibilities — respon- 
sibilities to  the  colonies  and  responsibilities  to  the  authorities 
at  home — have  considered  conscience  and  duty  to  be  their 
safest  guides,  have  cared  only  to  do  what  they  believed  to  be 
right  to  the  best  of  their  ability,  and  have  left  their  interests 
to  take  care  of  themselves. 

The  Governor  of  Barbadoes  is  not  despotic.  He  controls 
the  administration,  but  there  is  a  constitution  as  old  as  the 
Stuarts ;  an  Assembly  of  thirty-three  members,  nine  of  whom 
the  Crown  nominates,  the  rest  are  elected.  The  friction  is 
not  so  violent  as  when  the  number  of  the  nominated  and 
elected  members  is  equal,  and  as  long  as  a  property  qualifica- 
tion was  required  for  the  franchise,  the  system  may  have 
worked  tolerably  without  producing  any  violent  mischief. 
There  have  been  recent  modifications,  however,  pointing  in 
the  same  direction  as  those  which  have  been  made  in  Jamaica. 
By  an  ordinance  from  home  the  suffrage  has  been  widely  ex- 
tended, obviously  as  a  step  to  larger  intended  changes. 

Under  such  conditions  and  with  an  uncertain  future  a 
governor  can  do  little  save  lead  and  influence,  entertain 
visitors,  discharge  the  necessary  courtesies  to  all  classes  of  his 
subjects,  and  keep  his  eyes  open.  These  duties  at  least  Sir 
Charles  Lee  discharges  to  perfection,  the  entertaining  part  of 
them  on  a  scale  so  liberal  that  if  P^re  Labat  came  back  he 
would  suppose  that  the  two  hundred  years  which  have  gone 
by  since  his  visit  was  a  dream,  and  that  Government  House 
at  least  was  still  as  he  left  it.  In  an  establishment  which  had 
so  many  demands  upon  it,  and  where  so  many  visitors  of  all 
kinds  were  going  and  coming,  I  had  no  claim  to  be  admitted. 
I  felt  that  I  should  be  an  intruder,  and  had  I  been  allowed 
would  have  taken  myself  elsewhere,  but  Sir  Charles's  peremp- 
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tory  generosity  admitted  of  no  refusal.  As  a  subject  I  was 
bound  to  submit  to  the  Queen's  representative.  I  cannot  say  I 
was  sorry  to  be  compelled.  In  Government  House  I  should  see 
and  hear  what  I  could  neither  have  seen  nor  heard  elsewhere. 
I  should  meet  people  who  could  tell  me  what  I  most  wanted 
to  know.  I  had  understood  already  that  owing  to  the  sugar 
depression  the  state  of  the  island  was  critical.  Officials  were 
alarmed.  Bankers  were  alarmed.  No  one  could  see  beyond 
the  next  year  what  was  likely  to  happen.  Sir  Charles  himself 
would  have  most  to  say.  He  was  evidently  anxious.  Perhaps 
if  he  had  a  fault,  he  was  over  anxious  ;  but  with  the  possibiUty 
of  social  confusion  before  him,  with  nearly  200,000  peasant 
subjects,  who  in  a  few  months  might  be  out  of  work  and  so 
out  of  food,  with  the  inflammable  negro  nature,  and  a  suspi- 
cious and  easily  excited  public  opinion  at  home,  the  position  of 
a  Governor  of  Barbadoes  is  not  an  enviable  one.  The  Govern- 
ment at  home,  no  doubt  with  the  best  intentions,  has  aggra- 
vated any  peril  which  there  may  be  by  enlarging  the  suffrage. 
The  experience  of  Governor  Eyre  in  Jamaica  has  taught  the 
danger  of  being  too  active,  but  to  be  too  inactive  may  be 
dangerous  also.  If  there  is  a  stir  again  in  any  part  of  these 
islands,  and  violence  and  massacre  come  of  it,  as  it  came  in 
St.  Domingo,  the  responsibility  is  with  the  governor,  and  the 
account  will  be  strictly  exacted  of  him. 

I  must  describe  more  particularly  the  reasons  which  there 
are  for  uneasiness.  On  the  day  on  which  I  landed  I  saw  an 
article  in  a  Bridgetown  paper  in  which  my  coming  there  was 
spoken  of  as  perhaps  the  last  straw  which  would  break  the 
overburdened  back.  I  know  not  why  I  should  be  thought 
likely  to  add  anything  to  the  load  of  Barbadian  afflictions.  I 
should  be  a  worse  friend  to  the  colonies  than  I  have  tried  to 
be  if  I  was  one  of  those  who  would  quench  the  smoking  flax 
of  loyalty  in  any  West  Indian  heart.  But  loyalty,  1  very  well 
know,  is  sorely  tried  just  now.  The  position  is  painfully 
simple.  The  great  prosperity  of  the  island  ended  with 
emancipation.  Barbadoes  suffered  less  than  Jamaica  or  the 
Antilles  because  the  population  was  large  and  the  land  limited, 
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and  the  blacks  were  obliged  to  work  to  keep  themselves  alive. 
The  abolition  of  the  sugar  duties  was  the  next  blow.     The 
price  of  sugar  fell,  and  the  estates  yielded  little  more  than  the 
expense  of  cultivation.    Owners  of  properties  who  were  their 
own  managers,  and  had  sense  and  energy,  continued  to  keep 
themselves  afloat ;  but  absenteeism  had  become  the  fashion. 
The  brilliant  society  which  is  described  by  Labat  had  been 
melting  for  more  than  a  century.    More  and  more  the  old  West 
Indian   famihes   removed   to   England,    farmed   their    lands 
through  agents  and  overseers,  or  sold  them  to  speculating 
capitalists.    The  personal  influence  of  the  white  man  over  the 
black,  which  might  have  been  brought  about  by  a  friendly 
intercourse  after  slavery  was  abolished,  was  never  so  much  as 
attempted.    The  higher  class  of  gentry  found  the  colony  more 
and  more  distasteful  to  them,  and  they  left  the  arrangement 
of  the  labour  question  to  persons  to  whom  the  blacks  were 
nothing,  emancipated  thoujh  they  might  be,  except  instruments 
of  production.  A  negro  can  be  attached  to  his  employer  at  least 
as  easily  as  a  horse  or  a  dog.     The  horse  or  dog  requires  kind 
treatment,  or  he  becomes  indifferent  or  sullen ;  so  it  is  with 
the  negro.     But  the  forced  equality  of  the  races  before  the 
law  made  more  difficult  the  growth  of  any  kindly  feeling.     To 
the  overseer  on  a  plantation  the  black  labourer  was  a  machine 
out  of  which  the  problem  was  to  get  the  maximum  of  work 
with  the  minimum  of  pay.    In  the  slavery  times  the  horse  and 
dog  relation  was   a   real   thing.      The   master  and  mistress 
joked  and  laughed  with  their  dark  bondsmen,  knew  Caesar 
from  Pompey,  knew  how  many  children  each  had,  gave  them 
small  presents,  cared   for   them  when  they  were   sick,   and 
maintained  them  when  they  were  old  and  past  work.     All  this 
ended  wiih  emancipation.     Between  whites  and   blacks  no 
relations  remained  save  that  of  employer  and  employed.  They 
lived  apart.   They  had  no  longer,  save  in  exceptional  instances, 
any  personal  communication  with  each  other.  The  law  refusing 
to  recognise  a  difference,  the  social  Hne  was  drawn  the  harder^ 
which  the  law  was  unable  to  reach. 

In  the  Antilles  the  plantations  broke  up  as  I  had  seen  in 
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Grenada.  The  whites  went  away,  and  the  land  was  divided 
among  the  negroes.  In  Barbadoes,  the  estates  were  kept 
together.  The  EngHsh  character  and  the  EngUsh  habits  were 
stamped  deeper  there,  and  were  not  so  easily  obliterated.  But 
the  stars  in  their  courses  have  fought  against  the  old  system. 
Once  the  West  Indies  had  a  monopoly  of  the  sugar  trade. 
Steam  and  progress  have  given  them  a  hundred  natural  com- 
petitors; and  on  the  back  of  these  came  the  unnatural 
bounty-fed  beetroot  sugar  competition.  Meanwhile  the  ex- 
pense of  living  increased  in  the  days  of  inflated  hope  and 
*  unexampled  prosperity.'  Free  trade,  whatever  its  immediate 
consequences,  was  to  make  everyone  rich  in  the  end.  When 
the  income  of  an  estate  fell  short  one  year,  it  was  to  rise  in  the 
next,  and  the  money  was  borrowed  to  make  ends  meet ;  when 
it  didn't  rise,  more  money  was  borrowed ;  and  there  is  now 
hardly  a  property  in  the  island  which  is  not  loaded  to  the 
sinking  point.  Tied  to  sugar-growing,  Barbadoes  has  no 
second  industry  to  fall  back  upon.  The  blacks,  who  are  heed- 
less and  light-hearted,  increase  and  multiply.  They  will  not 
emigrate,  they  are  so  much  attached  to  their  homes ;  and  the 
not  distant  prospect  is  of  a  general  bankruptcy,  which  may 
throw  the  land  for  the  moment  out  of  cultivation,  with  a 
hungry  unemployed  multitude  to  feed  without  means  of 
feeding  them,  and  to  control  without  the  personal  acquain- 
tance and  influence  which  alone  can  make  control  possible. 

At  home  there  is  a  general  knowledge  that  things  are  not 
going  on  well  out  there.  But,  true  to  our  own  ways  of 
thinking,  we  regard  it  as  their  affair  and  not  as  ours.  If  cheap 
sugar  ruins  the  planters,  it  benefits  the  English  workman. 
The  planters  had  their  innings ;  it  is  now  the  consumer's  turn. 
What  are  the  West  Indies  to  us  ?  On  the  map  they  appear 
to  belong  more  to  the  United  States  than  to  us.  Let  the 
United  States  take  them  and  welcome.  So  thinks,  perhaps,- 
the  average  Englishman;  and,  analogous  to  him,  the  West 
Indian  proprietor  reflects  that,  if  admitted  into  the  Union,  he 
would  have  the  benefit  of  J;he  American  market,  which  would 
set  him  on  his  feet  again ;  and  that  the  Americans,  probably 
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finding  that  they,  if  not  we,  could  make  some  profit  out  of  the 
islands,  would  be  likely  to  settle  the  black  question  for  him  in 
a  more  satisfactory  manner. 

That  such  a  feeUng  as  this  should  exist  is  natural  and  par- 
donable ;  and  it  would  have  gone  deeper  than  it  has  gone  if  it 
were  not  that  there  are  two  parties  to  every  bargain,  and  those 
in  favour  of  such  a  union  have  met  hitherto  with  no  encourage- 
ment. The  Americans  are  wise  in  their  generation.  They 
looked  at  Cuba ;  they  looked  at  St.  Domingo.  They  might 
have  had  both  on  easy  terms,  but  they  tell  you  that  their  con- 
stitution does  not  allow  them  to  hold  dependent  states.  What 
they  annex  they  absorb,  and  they  did  not  wish  to  absorb 
another  million  and  a  half  of  blacks  and  as  many  Roman 
Catholics,  having  enough  already  of  both.  Our  English  islands 
may  be  more  tempting,  but  there  too  the  black  cloud  hangs 
thick  and  grows  yearly  thicker,  and  through  English  indulgence 
is  more  charged  with  dangerous  elements.  Already,  they  say, 
they  have  every  advantage  which  the  islands  can  give  them. 
They  exercise  a  general  protectorate,  and  would  probably 
interfere  if  France  or  England  were  to  attempt  again  to 
extend  their  dominions  in  that  quarter;  but  they  prefer  to 
leave  to  the  present  owners  the  responsibility  of  managing  and 
feeding  the  cow,  while  they  are  to  have  the  milking  of  it. 

Thus  the  proposal  of  annexation,  which  has  never  gone 
beyond  wishes  and  talk,  has  so  far  been  coldly  received ;  but 
the  Americans  did  make  their  offer  a  short  time  since,  at 
which  the  drowning  Barbadians  grasped  as  at  a  floating  plank. 
England  would  give  them  no  hand  to  save  them  from  the 
efiects  of  the  beetroot  bounties.  The  Americans  were  willing 
to  relax  their  own  sugar  duties  to  admit  West  Indian  sugar 
duty  free,  and  give  them  the  benefit  of  their  own  high  prices. 
The  colonies  being  unable  to  make  treaties  for  themselves,  the 
proposal  was  referred  home  and  was  rejected.  The  Board  of 
Trade  had,  no  doubt,  excellent  reasons  for  objecting  to  ari 
arrangement  which  would  have  flung  our  whole  commerce 
with  the  West  Indies  into  American  hands,  and  might  have 
•formed  a  prelude  to  a  closer  attachment.     It  would  have  been 
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a  violation  also  of  those  free-trade  principles  which  are  the 
English  political  gospel.  Moreover,  our  attitude  towards  our 
colonies  has  changed  in  the  last  twenty  years ;  we  now  wish  to 
preserve  the  attachment  of  communities  whom  a  generation 
back  we  should  have  told  to  do  as  they  liked,  and  have  bidden 
them  God  speed  on  their  way ;  and  this  treaty  may  have  been 
regarded  as  a  step  towards  separation.  But  the  unfortunate 
Barbadians  found  themselves,  with  the  harbour  in  sight,  driven 
out  again  into  the  free-trade  hurricane.  We  would  not  help 
them  ourselves ;  we  declined  to  let  the  Americans  help  them ; 
and  help  themselves  they  could  not.  They  dare  not  resent 
our  indifference  to  their  interests,  which,  if  they  were  stronger, 
would  have  been  more  visibly  displayed.  They  must  wait 
now  for  what  the  future  will  bring  with  as  much  composure  as 
they  can  command,  but  I  did  hear  outcries  of  impatience  to 
which  it  was  unpleasant  to  listen.  Nay,  it  was  even  suggested 
as  a  means  of  inducing  the  Americans  to  forego  their  reluc- 
tance to  take  them  into  the  Union,  that  we  might  relinquish 
such  rights  as  we  possessed  in  Canada  if  the  Americans  would 
relieve  us  of  the  West  Indies,  for  which  we  appeared  to  care 
so  little. 

If  Barbadoes  is  driven  into  bankruptcy,  the  estates  will  have 
to  be  sold,  and  will  probably  be  broken  up  as  they  have  been 
in  the  Antilles.  The  first  difficulty  will  thus  be  got  over.  But 
the  change  cannot  be  carried  out  in  a  day.  If  wages  suddenly 
cease  the  negroes  will  starve,  and  will  not  take  their  starvation 
patiently.  At  the  worst,  however,  means  will  probably  be 
found  to  keep  the  land  from  falling  out  of  cultivation. 
The  Barbadians  see  their  condition  in  the  light  of  their 
grievances,  and  make  the  worst  of  it.  The  continental 
powers  may  tire  of  the  bounty  system,  or  something  else 
may  happen  to  make  sugar  rise.  The  prospect  is  not  a  bright 
one,  but  what  actually  happens  in  this  world  is  generally  the 
unexpected. 

As  a  visit  my  stay  at  Government  House  was  made  simply 
delightful  to  me.  I  remained  there  (with  interruptions)  for  a 
fortnight,  and  Lady  L^—  did  not  only  permit,  but  she  insisted. 
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that  I  should  be  as  if  in  an  hotel,  and  come  and  go  as  I  liked. 
The  climate  of  Barbadoes,  so  far  as  I  can  speak  of  it,  is  as 
sparkling  and  invigorating  as  champagne.  Cocktail  may  be 
wanted  in  Trinidad.  In  Barbadoes  the  air  is  all  one  asks  for, 
and  between  night  breezes  and  sea  breezes  one  has  plenty  of 
it.  Day  begins  with  daylight,  as  it  ought  to  do.  You  have 
slept  without  knowing  anything  about  it.  There  are  no 
venomous  crawling  creatures.  Cockroaches  are  the  worst, 
but  they  scuttle  out  of  the  way  so  alarmed  and  ashamed  of 
themselves  if  you  happen  to  see  them,  that  I  never  could 
bring  myself  to  hurt  one.  You  spring  out  of  bed  as  if  the 
process  of  getting  up  were  actually  pleasant.  Well-appointed 
West  Indian  houses  are  generally  provided  with  a  fresh-water 
swimming  bath.  Though  cold  by  courtesy  the  water  seldom 
falls  below  65^,  and  you  float  luxuriously  upon  it  without 
dread  of  chilL  The  early  coffee  follows  the  bath,  and  then 
the  stroll  under  the  big  trees,  among  strange  flowers,  or  in  the 
grotto  with  the  ferns  and  humming  birds.  If  it  were  part  of 
one's  regular  life,  I  suppose  that  one  would  want  something 
to  do.  Sir  Charles  was  the  most  active  of  men,  and  had  been 
busy  in  his  office  for  an  hour  before  I  had  come  down  to 
lounge.  But  for  myself  I  discovered  that  it  was  possible,  at 
least  for  an  interval,  to  be  perfectly  idle  and  perfectly  happy, 
surrounded  by  the  daintiest  beauties  of  an  English  hothouse, 
with  palm  trees  waving  like  fans  to  cool  one,  and  with  sensitive 
plants,  which  are  common  as  daisies,  strewing  themselves 
under  one's  feet  to  be  trodden  upon. 

After  breakfast  the  heat  would  be  considerable,  but  with  an 
umbrella  I  could  walk  about  the  town  and  see  what  was  to  be 
seen.  Alas !  here  one  has  something  to  desire.  Where  Pere 
Labat  saw  a  display  of  splendour  which  reminded  him  of  Paris 
and  London,  you  now  find  only  stores  on  the  American  pat- 
tern, for  the  most  part  American  goods,  bad  in  quality  and 
extravagantly  dear.  Treaty  or  no  treaty,  it  is  to  America  that 
the  trade  is  drifting,  and  we  might  as  well  concede  with  a 
good  grace  what  must  soon  come  of  itself  whether  we  like  it 
or  not.     The  streets  are  relieved  from  ugliness  by  the  trees 
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and  by  occasional  handsome  buildings.  Often  I  stood  to 
admire  the  pea-green  Nelson.  Once  I  went  into  the  Assembly 
where  the  legislature  was  discussing  more  or  less  unquietly  the 
prospects  of  the  island.  The  question  of  the  hour  was  economy. 
In  the  opinion  of  patriot  Barbadians,  sore  at  the  refusal  of  the 
treaty,  the  readiest  way  to  reduce  expenditure  was  to  diminish 
the  salaries  of  officials  from  the  governor  downwards.  The 
officials,  knowing  that  they  were  very  moderately  paid  already, 
naturally  demurred.  The  most  interesting  part  of  the  thing 
to  me  was  the  hall  in  which  the  proceedings  were  going  on. 
It  is  handsome  in  itself,  and  has  a  series  of  painted  windows 
representing  the  English  sovereigns  from  James  I.  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Among  them  in  his  proper  place  stood  Oliver 
Cromwell,  the  only  formal  recognition  of  the  great  Protector 
that  I  know  of  in  any  part  of  the  English  dominions.  Bar- 
badoes  had  been  Cavalier  in  its  general  sympathies,  but  has 
taken  an  independent  view  of  things,  and  here  too  has  had  an 
opinion  of  its  own. 

HospitaHty  was  always  a  West  Indian  characteristic.  There 
were  luncheons  and  dinners,  and  distinguished  persons  to  be 
met  and  talked  to.  Among  these  I  had  the  special  good  for- 
tune of  making  acquaintance  with  Sir  Charles  Pearson,  now 
commanding-in-chief  in  those  parts.  Even  in  these  days, 
crowded  as  they  are  by  small  incidents  made  large  by  news- 
papers, we  have  not  yet  forgotten  the  defence  of  a  fort  in  the 
interior  of  Zululand  where  Sir  Charles  Pearson  and  his  small 
garrison  were  cut  off  from  their  communications  with  Natal. 
For  a  week  or  two  he  was  the  chief  object  of  interest  in  every 
English  house.  In  obedience  to  orders  which  it  was  not  his 
busmess  to  question,  he  had  assisted  Sir  T.  Shepstone  in  the 
memorable  annexation  of  the  Transvaal.  He  had  seen  also  to 
what  that  annexation  led,  and,  being  a  truth-speaking  man,  he 
did  not  attempt  to  conceal  the  completeness  of  our  defeat. 
Our  military  establishment  in  the  West  Indies  is  of  modest 
dimensions;  but  a  strong  English  soldier,  who  says  little  and 
does  his  duty,  and  never  told  a  He  in  his  life  or  could  tell  one, 
is  a  comforting  figure  to  fall  in  with.     One  feels  that  there  will 
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be  something  to  retire  upon  when  parliamentary  oratory  has 
finished  its  work  of  disintegration. 

The  pleasantest  incident  of  the  day  was  the  evening  drive 

with  Lady  L .     She  would  take  me   out  shortly  before 

sunset,  and  bring  me  back  again  when  the  tropical  stars  were 
showing  faintly  and  the  fireflies  had  begun  to  sparkle  about 
the  bushes,  and  the  bats  were  flitting  to  and  fro  after  the  night 
moths  like  spirits  of  darkness  chasing  human  souls. 

The  neighbourhood  of  Bridgetown  has  little  natural  beauty; 
but  the  roads  are  excellent,  the  savannah  picturesque  with  riding 
parties  and  polo  players  and  lounging  red  jackets,  every  one 
being  eager  to  pay  his  or  her  respect  to  the  gracious  lady  of 
the  Queen's  representative.  We  called  at  pretty  villas  where 
there  would  be  evening  teas  and  lawn  tennis  in  the  cool.  The 
society  is  not  extensive,  and  here  would  be  collected  most  of 
it  that  was  worth  meeting.  At  one  of  these  parties  I  fell  in 
with  the  ofiicers  of  the  iVmerican  squadron,  the  commodore  a 
very  interesting  and  courteous  gentleman  whom  I  should  have 
taken  for  a  fellow-countryman.  There  are  many  diamonds, 
and  diamonds  of  the  first  water,  among  the  Americans  as  among 
ourselves ;  but  the  cutting  and  setting  is  different.  Commo- 
dore D was  cut  and  set  like  an  Englishman.  He  intro- 
duced me  to  one  of  his  brother  officers  who  had  been  in  Hayti. 
Spite  of  Sir  Spenser  St.  John,  spite  of  all  the  confirmatory 
evidence  which  I  had  heard,  I  was  still  incredulous  about  the 
alleged  cannibalism  there.  To  my  inquiries  this  gentleman 
had  only  the  same  answer  to  give.  The  fact  was  beyond  question. 
He  had  himself  known  instances  of  it. 

The  commodore  had  a  grievance  against  us  illustrating  West 
Indian  manners.  These  islands  are  as  nervous  about  their 
health  as  so  many  old  ladies.  The  yellow  flags  float  on  ship 
after  ship  in  the  Bridgetown  roadstead,  and  crews,  passengers, 
and  cargoes  are  sternly  interdicted  from  the  land.  Jamaica 
was  in  ill  name  from  small-pox,  and,  as  Cuba  will  not  drop  its 
intercourse  with  Jamaica,  Cuba  falls  also  under  the  ban.  The 
commodore  had  directed  a  case  of  cigars  from  Havana  to  meet 
him  at  Barbadoes.    They  arrived,  but  might  not  be  transferred 
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from  the  steamer  which  brought  them,  even  on  board  his  own 
frigate,  lest  he  might  bring  infection  on  shore  in  his  pocket. 
They  went  on  to  England,  to  reach  him  perhaps  eventually  in 
New  York. 

Colonel 's  duties,  as  chief  of  the  police,  obliged  him  to 

make  occasional  rounds  to  visit  his  stations.  He  recollected 
his  promise,  and  he  irxvited  me  one  morning  to  accompany  him. 
We  were  to  breakfast  at  his  house  on  our  return,  so  I  antici- 
pated an  excursion  of  a  few  miles  at  the  utmost.  He  called 
for  me  soon  after  sunrise  with  a  light  carriage  and  a  brisk  pair 
of  horses.  We  were  rapidly  clear  of  the  town.  The  roads  were 
better  than  the  best  I  have  seen  out  of  England,  the  only  fault 
in  them  being  the  white  coral  dust  which  dazzles  and  blinds  the 
eyes.  Everywhere  there  were  signs  of  age  and  of  long  occu- 
pation. The  stone  steps  leading  up  out  of  the  road  to  the 
doors  of  the  houses  had  been  worn  by  human  feet  for  hundreds 
of  years.  The  houses  themselves  were  old,  and  as  if  suffering 
from  the  universal  depression — gates  broken,  gardens  dis- 
ordered, and  woodwork  black  and  bUstered  for  want  of  paint. 
But  if  the  habitations  were  neglected,  there  was  no  neglect  in 
the  fields.  Sugar  cane  alternated  with  sweet  potatoes  and  yams 
and  other  strange  things  the  names  of  which  I  beard  and  for- 
got; but  there  was  not  a  weed  to  be  seen  or  broken  fence 
where  fence  was  needed.  The  soil  was  clean  every  inch  of  it, 
as  well  hoed  and  trenched  as  in  a  Middlesex  market  garden. 
Salt  fish  and  flour,  which  is  the  chief  food  of  the  blacks,  is 
imported ;  but  vegetables  enough  are  raised  in  Barbadoes  to 
keep  the  cost  of  living  incredibly  low  ;  and,  to  my  uninstructed 
eyes,  it  seemed  that  even  if  sugar  and  wages  did  fail  there 
could  be  no  danger  of  any  sudden  famine.  The  people  were 
thick  as  rabbits  in  a  warren ;  women  with  loaded  baskets  on  their 
heads  laughing  and  chirruping,  men  driving  donkey  carts,  four 
donkeys  abreast,  smoking  their  early  pipes  as  if  they  had  not  a 
care  in  the  world,  as,  indeed,  they  have  not. 

On  we  went,  the  Colonel's  horses  stepping  out  twelve  miles 
an  hour,  and  I  wondered  privately  what  was  to  become  of  our 
breakfast.     We  were  striking  right  across  the  island,  along  the 


A  MORNING  DRIVE  loi 

coral  ridge  which  forms  the  backbone  of  it.  We  found  our- 
selves at  length  in  a  grove  of  orange  trees  and  shaddocks,  at 
the  old  church  of  St.  John's,  which  stands  upon  a  perpendi- 
cular cliff;  Codrington  College  on  the  level  under  our  feet, 
and  beyond  us  the  open  Atlantic  and  the  everlasting  breakers 
from  the  trade  winds  fringing  the  shore  with  foam.  Far  out 
were  the  white  sails  of  the  fishing  smacks.  The  Barbadians 
are  careless  of  weather,  and  the  best  of  boat  sailors.  It  was 
very  pretty  in  the  bright  morning,  and  the  church  itself  was  not 
the  least  interesting  part  of  the  scene.  The  door  was  wide 
open.  We  went  in,  and  I  seemed  to  be  in  a  parish  church  in 
England  as  parish  churches  used  to  be  when  I  was  a  child. 
There  were  the  old-fashioned  seats,  the  old  unadorned  com- 
munion table,  the  old  pulpit  and  reading  desk  and  the  clerk's 
desk  below,  with  the  lion  and  the  unicorn  conspicuous  above 
the  chancel  arch.  The  white  tablets  on  the  wall  bore  familiar 
names  dating  back  into  the  last  century.  On  the  floor  were 
flagstones  still  older  with  armorial  bearings  and  letters  cut  in 
stone,  half  effaced  by  the  feet  of  the  generations  who  had 
trodden  up  the  same  aisles  till  they,  too,  lay  down  and  rested 
there.  And  there  was  this,  too,  to  be  remembered — that  these 
Barbadian  churches,  old  as  they  might  seem,  had  belonged 
always  to  the  Anglican  communion.  No  mass  had  ever  been 
said  at  that  altar.  It  was  a  milestone  on  the  high  road  of  time, 
and  was  venerable  to  me  at  once  for  its  antiquity  and  for  ^e 
era  at  which  it  had  begun  to  exist. 

At  the  porch  was  an  ancient  slab  on  which  was  a  coat  of 
arms,  a  crest  with  a  hand  and  sword,  and  a  motto,  '  Sic  nos, 
sic  nostra  tue??turJ  The  inscription  said  that  it  was  in 
memory  of  Michael  Mahon,  *of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland,' 
erected  by  his  children  and  grandchildren.  Who  was  Michael 
Mahon  ?  Some  expatriated,  so-called  rebel,  I  suppose,  whose 
sword  could  not  defend  him  from  being  Barbados'd  with  so 
many  other  poor  wretches  who  were  sent  the  same  road — 
victims  of  the  tragi-comedy  of  the  English  government  of 
Ireland.  There  were  plenty  of  them  wandering  about  in 
Labat's  time,  ready,  as  Labat  observes,  to  lend  a  help  to  the 
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French,  should  they  take  a  fancy  to  land  a  force  in  the 
island. 

The  churchyard  was  scarcely  so  home-like.  The  graves 
were  planted  with  tropical  shrubs  and  flowers.  Palms  waved 
over  the  square  stone  monuments — stephanotis  and  jessamine 
crept  about  the  iron  railings.  The  primroses  and  hyacinths 
and  violets,  with  which  we  dress  the  mounds  under  which  our 
friends  are  sleeping,  will  not  grow  in  the  tropics.  In  the  place 
of  them  are  the  exotics  of  our  hot-houses.  We  too  are, 
perhaps,  exotics  of  another  kind  in  these  islands,  and  may 
not,  after  all,  have  a  long  abiding  place  in  them. 

Colonel ,  who  with  his  secular  duties  combined  serious 

and  spiritual  feeling,  was  a  friend  of  the  clergyman  of  St. 
John's,  and  hoped  to  introduce  me  to  him.  This  gentleman, 
however,  was  absent  from  home.  Our  round  was  still  but  half 
completed ;  we  had  to  mount  again  and  go  another  seven 
miles  to  inspect  a  police  station.  The  police  themselves  were, 
of  course,  blacks — well-grown  fine  men,  in  a  high  state  of 
discipline.  Our  visit  was  not  expected,  but  all  was  as  it  should 
be  j  the  rooms  well  swept  and  airy,  the  horses  in  good  con- 
dition, stables  clean,  harness  and  arms  polished  and  ready  for 
use.  Serious  as  might  be  the  trials  of  the  Barbadians  and 
decrepit  the  financial  condition,  there  were  no  symptoms  of 
neglect  either  on  the  farms  or  in  the  social  machinery. 

Altogether  we  drove  between  thirty  and  forty  miles  that 
morning.  We  were  in  time  for  breakfast  after  all,  and  I  had 
seen  half  the  island.  It  is  like  the  Isle  of  Thanet,  or  the 
country  between  Calais  and  Boulogne.  One  characteristic 
feature  must  not  be  forgotten :  there  are  no  rivers  and  no 
waterpower ;  steam  engines  have  been  introduced,  but  the 
chief  motive  agent  is  still  the  never-ceasing  trade  wind.  You 
see  windmills  everywhere,  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  Labat. 
The  planters  are  reproached  as  being  behind  the  age ;  they 
are  told  that  with  the  latest  improvements  they  might  still 
defy  their  beetroot  enemy.  It  may  be  so,  but  a  wind  which 
never  rests  is  force  which  costs  little,  and  it  is  possible  that 
they  understand  their  own  business  best. 
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Another  morning  excursion  showed  me  the  rest  of  the 
country,  and  introduced  me  to  scenes  and  persons  still  more 
interesting.  Sir  Graham  Briggs  ^  is  perhaps  the  most  dis- 
tinguished representative  of  the  old  Barbadian  families.  He 
is,  or  was,  a  man  of  large  fortune,  with  vast  estates  in  this 
and  other  islands.  A  few  years  ago,  when  prospects  were 
brighter,  he  was  an  advocate  of  the  constitutional  development 
so  much  recommended  from  England.  The  West  Indian 
Islands  were  to  be  confederated  into  a  dominion  like  that  of 
Canada,  to  take  over  the  responsibilities  of  government,  and 
to  learn  to  stand  alone.  The  decline  in  the  value  of  property, 
the  general  decay  of  the  white  interest  in  the  islands,  and  the 
rapid  increase  of  the  blacks,  taught  those  who  at  one  time 
were  ready  for  the  change  what  the  real  nature  of  it  would  be. 
They  have  paused  to  consider ;  and  the  longer  they  consider 
the  less  they  like  it. 

Sir  Graham  had  called  upon  me  at  Government  House, 
and  had  spoken  fully  and  freely  about  the  offered  American 
sugar  treaty.  As  a  severe  sufferer  he  was  naturally  irritated  at 
the  rejection  of  it ;  and  in  the  mood  in  which  I  found  him,  I 
should  think  it  possible  that  if  the  Americans  would  hold  their 
hands  out  with  an  offer  of  admission  into  the  Union,  he  and  a 
good  many  other  gentlemen  would  meet  them  halfway.  He 
did  not  say  so — I  conjecture  only  from  natural  probabilities, 
and  from  what  I  should  feel  myself  if  I  were  in  their  position. 
Happily  the  temptation  cannot  fall  in  their  way.  An  American 
official  laconically  summed  up  the  situation  to  me  :  *  As  satel- 
lites, sir,  as  much  as  you  please ;  but  as  parts  of  the  primary — no, 
sir.'  The  Americans  will  not  take  them  into  the  Union  ; 
they  must  remain,  therefore,  with  their  English  primary  and 
make  the  best  of  it ;  neither  as  satellites,  for  they  have  no 
proper  motion  of  their  own,  nor  as  incorporated  in  the  British 
Empire,  for  they  derive  no  benefit  from  their  connection  with 
it,  but  as  poor  relations  distantly  acknowledged.     I  did  not 

^  As  I  correct  the  proofs  I  learn,  to  my  great  sorrow,  that  Sir  Graham 
is  dead.  I  have  lost  in  him  a  lately  made  but  valued  friend ;  and  the 
colony  has  lost  the  ablest  of  its  legislators. 
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expect  that  Sir  Graham  would  have  more  to  say  to  me  than  he 
had  said  already  :  but  he  was  a  cultivated  and  noteworthy 
person,  his  house  was  said  to  be  the  most  splendid  of  the  old 
Barbadian  merchant  palaces,  and  I  gratefully  accepted  an 
invitation  to  pay  him  a  short  visit. 

I  started  as  before  in  the  early  morning,  before  the  sun  was 
above  the  trees.  The  road  followed  the  Hne  of  the  shore. 
Originally,  I  believe,  Barbadoes  was  Hke  the  Antilles,  covered 
with  forest.  In  the  interior  little  remains  save  cabbage  palms 
and  detached  clumps  of  mangy-looking  mahogany  trees.  The 
forest  is  gone,  and  human  beings  have  taken  the  place  of  it. 
For  ten  miles  I  was  driving  through  a  string  of  straggling 
villages,  each  cottage  or  cabin  having  its  small  vegetable 
garden  and  clump  of  plantains.  Being  on  the  western  or 
sheltered  side  of  the  island,  the  sea  was  smooth  and  edged 
with  mangrove,  through  which  at  occasional  openings  we  saw 
the  shining  water  and  the  white  coral  beach,  and  fishing 
boats  either  drawn  up  upon  it  or  anchored  outside  with  their 
sails  up.  Trees  had  been  planted  for  shade  among  the  houses. 
There  were  village  greens  with  great  silk-cotton  trees,  banyans 
and  acacias,  mangoes  and  oranges,  and  shaddocks  with  their 
large  fruit  glowing  among  the  leaves  Hke  great  golden  melons. 
The  people  swarmed,  children  tumbling  about  half  naked,  so 
like  each  other  that  one  wondered  whether  their  mothers 
knew  their  own  from  their  neighbours' ;  the  fishermen's  wives 
selling  flying  fish,  of  which  there  are  infinite  numbers.  It  was 
an  innocent,  pretty  scene.  One  missed  green  fields  with  cows 
upon  them.  Guinea  grass,  which  is  all  that  they  have,  makes 
excellent  fodder,  but  is  ugly  to  look  at ;  and  is  cut  and  carried, 
not  eaten  where  it  grows.  Of  animal  life  there  were  innumer- 
able donkeys — no  black  man  will  walk  if  he  can  find  a  donkey 
to  carry  him — infinite  poultry,  and  pigs,  familiar  enough,  but 
not  allowed  a  free  entry  into  the  cabins  as  in  Ireland.  Of 
birds  there  was  not  any  great  variety.  The  humming  birds 
preferred  less  populated  quarters.  There  were  small  varieties 
of  finches  and  sparrows  and  buntings,  winged  atoms  without 
beauty  of  form  or  colour  j    there  were  a  few  wild  pigeons ; 
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but  the  prevailing  figure  was  the  Barbadian  crow,  a  little  fellow 
no  bigger  than  a  blackbird,  a  diminutive  jackdaw,  who  gets  his 
living  upon  worms  and  insects  and  parasites,  and  so  tame  that 
he  would  perch  upon  a  boy's  head  if  he  saw  a  chance  of 
finding  anything  eatable  there.  The  women  dress  ill  in 
Barbadoes,  for  they  imitate  English  ladies  ;  but  no  dress  can 
conceal  the  grace  of  their  forms  when  they  are  young.  It 
struck  Pere  Labat  two  centuries  ago,  and  time  and  their 
supposed  sufferings  as  slaves  have  made  no  difference.  They 
work  harder  than  the  men,  and  are  used  as  beasts  of  burden 
to  fetch  and  carry,  but  they  carry  their  loads  on  their  heads, 
and  thus  from  childhood  have  to  stand  upright  with  the  neck 
straight  and  firm.  They  do  not  spoil  their  shapes  with  stays, 
or  their  walk  with  high-heeled"  shoes.  They  plant  their  feet 
firmly  on  the  ground.  Every  movement  is  elastic  and  rounded, 
and  the  grace  of  body  gives,  or  seems  to  give,  grace  also  to 
the  eyes  and  expression.  Poor  things  !  it  cannot  compensate 
for  their  colour,  which  now  when  they  are  free  is  harder 
to  bear  than  when  they  were  slaves.  Their  prettiness,  such  as 
it  is,  is  short-lived.  They  grow  old  early,  and  an  old  negress 
is  always  hideous. 

After  keeping  by  the  sea  for  an  hour  we  turned  inland,  and 
at  the  foot  of  a  steep  hiil  we  met  my  host,  who  transferred  me 
to  his  own  carriage.  We  had  still  four  or  five  miles  to  go 
through  cane  fields  and  among  sugar  mills.  At  the  end  of 
them  we  came  to  a  grand  avenue  of  cabbage  palms,  a  hundred 
or  a  hundred  and  twenty  feet  high.  How  their  slim  stems 
with  their  dense  coronet  of  leaves  survive  a  hurricane  is  one 
qf  the  West  Indian  marvels.  They  escape  destruction  by  the 
elasticity  with  which  they  yield  to  it.  The  branches,  which  in 
a  calm  stand  out  symmetrically,  forming  a  circle  of  which  the 
stem  is  the  exact  centre,  bend  round  before  a  violent  wind, 
are  pressed  close  together,  and  stream  out  horizontally  like  a 
horse's  tail. 

The  avenue  led  up  to  Sir  Graham's  house,  which  stands  800 
feet  above  the  sea.  The  garden,  once  the  wonder  of  the 
island,  was  running  wild,  though  rare  trees  and  shrubs  survived 
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from  its  ancient  splendour.  Among  them  were  two  Welling- 
tonias  as  tall  as  the  palms,  but  bent  out  of  shape  by  the  trade 
winds.  Passing  through  a  hall,  among  a  litter  of  Carib  curi- 
osities, we  entered  the  drawing-room,  a  magnificent  saloon  ex- 
tending with  various  compartments  over  the  greater  part  of 
the  ground-floor  story.  It  was  filled  with  rare  and  curious 
things,  gathered  in  the  days  when  sugar  was  a  horn  of  plenty, 
and  selected  with  the  finest  taste ;  pictures,  engravings,  gems, 
antiquarian  relics,  books,  maps,  and  manuscripts.  There  had 
been  fine  culture  in  the  West  Indies  when  all  these  treasures 
were  collected.  The  English  settlers  there,  like  the  English 
in  Ireland,  had  the  tastes  of  a  grand  race,  and  by-and-by  we 
shall  miss,  both  of  them  when  they  are  overwhelmed,  as  they 
are  likely  to  be,  in  the  revolutionary  tide.  Sir  Graham  was 
stemming  it  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  and  if  he  was  to  go 
under  would  go  under  like  a  gentleman.  A  dining  room  almost 
as  large  had  once  been  the  scene  of  hospitalities  like  those 
which  are  celebrated  by  Tom  Cringle.  A  broad  staircase  led 
up  from  the  hall  to  long  galleries,  out  of  which  bedrooms 
opened;  with  cool  deep  balconies  and  the  universal  green 
blinds.  It  was  a  palace  with  which  Aladdin  himself  might 
have  been  satisfied,  one  of  those  which  had  stirred  the  envy- 
ing admiration  of  foreign  travellers  in  the  last  century,  one  of 
many  then,  now  probably  the  last  surviving  representative  of 
Anglo-West  Indian  civilisation.  Like  other  forms  of  human 
life,  it  has  had  its  day  and  could  not  last  for  ever.  Something 
better  may  grow  in  the  place  of  it,  but  also  something  worse 
may  grow.  The  example  of  Hayti  ought  to  suggest  misgivings 
to  the  most  ardent  philo-negro  enthusiast. 

West  Indian  cookery  was  famous  over  the  world.  Pere 
Labat  devotes  at  least  a  thousand  pages  to  the  dishes  com- 
pounded of  the  spices  and  fruits  of  the  islands,  and  their  fish 
and  fowl.  Carib  tradition  was  developed  by  artists  from 
London  and  Paris.  The  Caribs,  according  to  Labat,  only  ate 
one  another  for  ceremony  and  on  state  occasions ;  their 
common  diet  was  as  excellent  as  it  was  innocent ;  and  they 
had  ascertained  by  careful  experience  the  culinary  and  medi- 
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cinal  virtues  of  every  animal  and  plant  around  them.  Tom 
Cringle  is  eloquent  on  the  same  subject,  but  with  less  scientific 
knowledge.  My  own  unfortunately  is  less  than  his,  and  I  can 
do  no  justice  at  all  to  Sir  Graham's  entertainment  of  me;  I 
can  but  say  that  he  treated  me  to  a  West  Indian  banquet  of 
the  old  sort,  infinite  in  variety,  and  with  subtle  differences  of 
flavour  for  which  no  language  provides  names.  The  wine — 
laid  up  consule  Planco^  when  Pitt  was  prime  minister,  and  the 
days  of  liberty  as  yet  were  not — was  as  admirable  as  the  dishes, 
and  the  fruit  more  exquisite  than  either.  Such  pineapples, 
such  shaddocks,  I  had  never  tasted  before,  and  shall  never  taste 
again. 

Hospitable,  generous,  splendid  as  was  Sir  Graham's  reception 
of  me,  it  was  nevertheless  easy  to  see  that  the  prospects  of  the 
island  sat  heavy  upon  him.  We  had  a  long  conversation  when 
breakfast  was  over,  which,  if  it  added  nothing  new  to  what  I 
had  heard  before,  deepened  and  widened  the  impression  of  it. 

The  English  West  Indies,  like  other  parts  of  the  world,  are 
going  through  a  silent  revolution.  Elsewhere  the  revolution, 
as  we  hope,  is  a  transition  state,  a  new  birth  ;  a  passing  away 
of  what  is  old  and  worn  out,  that  a  fresh  and  healthier 
order  may  rise  in  its  place.  In  the  West  Indies  the  most 
sanguine  of  mortals  will  find  it  difficult  to  entertain  any  such 
hope  at  all.  We  have  been  a  ruling  power  there  for  two 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ;  the  whites  whom  we  planted  as  oui 
representatives  are  drifting  into  helplessness,  and  they  regard 
England  and  England's  policy  as  the  principal  cause  of  it. 
The  blacks  whom,  in  a  fit  of  virtuous  benevolence,  we  eman- 
cipated, do  not  feel  that  they  are  particularly  obliged  to  us. 
They  think,  if  they  think  at  all,  that  they  were  ill  treated 
originally,  and  have  received  no  more  than  was  due  to  them, 
and  that  perhaps  it  was  not  benevolence  at  all  on  our  part, 
but  a  desire  to  free  ourselves  from  the  reproach  of  slavehold- 
ing.  At  any  rate,  the  tendencies  now  in  operation  are  loosen- 
ing the  hold  which  we  possess  on  the  islands,  and  the  longer 
they  last  the  looser  that  hold  will  become.  French  influence 
is  in  no  danger  of  dying  out  in  Martinique  and  Guadaloupe. 
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The  Spanish  race  is  not  dying  in  Cuba  and  Puerto  Rico. 
England  will  soon  be  no  more  than  a  name  in  Barbadoes 
and  the  Antilles.  Having  acquitted  our  conscience  by  eman- 
cipation, we  have  left  our  West  Indian  interest  to  sink  or 
swim.  Our  principle  has  been  to  leave  each  part  of  our 
empire  (except  the  East  Indies)  to  take  care  of  itself  :  we  give 
the  various  inhabitants  liberty,  and  what  we  understand  by  fair 
play ;  that  we  have  any  further  moral  responsibilities  towards 
them  we  do  not  imagine,  even  in  our  dreams,  when  they  have 
ceased  to  be  of  commercial  importance  to  us  ;  and  we  assume 
that  the  honour  of  being  British  subjects  will  suffice  to  secure 
their  allegiance.  It  will  not  suffice,  as  we  shall  eventually  dis- 
cover. We  have  decided  that  if  the  West  Indies  are  to 
become  again  prosperous  they  must  recover  by  their  own 
energy.  Our  other  colonies  can  do  without  help;  why  not 
they  ?  We  ought  to  remember  that  they  are  not  like  the  other 
colonies.  We  occupied  them  at  a  time  when  slavery  was  con- 
sidered a,  lawful  institution,  profitable  to  ourselves  and  useful 
to  the  souls  of  the  negroes,  who  were  brought  by  it  within 
reach  of  salvation.^  We  became  ourselves  the  chief  slave 
dealers  in  the  world.  We  peopled  our  islands  with  a  popula- 
tion of  blacks  more  dense  by  far  in  proportion  to  the  whites 
than  France  or  Spain  ever  ventured  to  do.  We  did  not  re- 
cognise, as  the  French  and  Spaniards  did,  that  if  our  western 
colonies  were  permanently  to  belong  to  us,  we  must  occupy 
them  ourselves.      We  thought  only  of  the  immediate  profit 

'  It  was  on  this  ground  alone  that  slavery  was  permitted  in  the  French 
islands.     Labat  says  : 

C'est  une  loi  trfes-ancienne  que  les  terres  soumises  aux  rois  de  France 
rendent  libres  tous  ceux  qui  s'y  peuvent  retirer.  C'est  ce  qui  fit  que  le  roi 
Louis  XIII,  de  glorieuse  mdmoire,  aussi  pieux  qu'il  dtoit  sage,  eut  toutes-les 
peines  du  monde  k  consentir  que  les  premiers  habitants  des  isles  eussent 
des  esclaves  :  et  ne  se  rendit  enfin  qu'aux  pressantes  sollicitations  qu'on  luy 
faisoit  de  leur  octroyer  cette  permission  que  parce  qu'on  lui  remontra  que 
c'dtoit  un  moyen  infaillible  et  I'unique  qu'il  y  eut  pour  inspirer  le  culte  du 
vrai  Dieu  aux  Africains,  les  retirer  de  I'idolatrie,  et  les  faire  persdvdrer  jusqu'a 
la  mort  dans  la  religion  chretienne  qu'on  leur  feroit  embrasser. — Vol.  iv. 
p.  14. 
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which  was  to  be  gathered  out  of  the  slave  gangs ;  and  the  dis- 
proportion of  the  two  races — always  dangerously  large — has 
increased  with  ever-gathering  velocity  since  the  emancipation. 
It  is  now  beyond  control  on  the  old  lines.  The  scanty  whites 
are  told  that  they  must  work  out  their  own  salvation  on  equal 
terms  with  their  old  servants.  The  relation  is  an  impossible 
one.  The  independent  energy  which  we  may  fairly  look  for 
in  Australia  and  New  Zealand  is  not  to  be  looked  for  in  Jamaica 
and  Barbadoes;  and  the  problem  must  have  a  new  solution. 

Confederation  is  to  be  the  remedy,  we  are  told.  Let  the 
islands  be  combined  under  a  constitution.  The  whites  collec- 
tively will  then  be  a  considerable  body,  and  can  assert  them- 
selves successfully.  Confederation  is,  as  I  said  before  of  the 
movement  in  Trinidad,  but  a  turn  of  the  kaleidoscope,  the 
same  pieces  with  a  new  pattern.  A  West  Indian  self-governed 
Dominion  is  possible  only  with  a  full  negro  vote.  If  the 
whites  are  to  combine,  so  will  the  blacks.  It  will  be  a 
rule  by  the  blacks  and  for  the  blacks.  Let  a  generation 
or  two  pass  by  and  carry  away  with  them  the  old  traditions, 
and  an  English  governor-general  will  be  found  presiding  over 
a  black  council,  delivering  the  speeches  made  for  him  by  a 
black  prime  minister;  and  how  long  could  this  endure?  No 
English  gentleman  would  consent  to  occupy  so  absurd  a  situa- 
tion. The  two  races  are  not  equal  and  will  not  blend.  If  the 
white  people  do  not  depart  of  themselves,  black  legislation 
will  make  it  impossible  for  any  of  them  to  stay  who  would  not 
be  better  out  of  the  way.  The  Anglo-Irish  Protestants  will 
leave  Ireland  if  there  is  an  Irish  Catholic  parliament  in  College 
Green ;  the  whites,  for  the  same  reason,  will  leave  the  West 
Indies ;  and  in  one  and  the  other  the  connection  with  the 
British  Empire  will  disappear  along  with  them.  It  must  be 
so ;  only  politicians  whose  horizon  does  not  extend  beyond 
their  personal  future,  and  whose  ambition  is  only  to  secure  the 
immediate  triumph  of  their  party,  can  expect  anything  else.    - 

Before  my  stay  at  Barbadoes  ended,  I  had  an  opportunity 
of  meeting  at  dinner  a  negro  of  pure  blood  who  has  risen  to 
eminence  by  his  own  talent  and  character.     He  has  held  the 
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office  of  attorney-general.  He  is  now  chief  justice  of  the 
island.  Exceptions  are  supposed  proverbially  to  prove  nothing, 
or  to  prove  the  opposite  of  what  they  appear  to  prove.  When 
a  particular  phenomenon  occurs  rarely,  the  probabilities  are 
strong  against  the  recurrence  of  it.  Having  heard  the  cranio- 
logical  and  other  objections  to  the  supposed  identity  of  the 
negro  and  white  races,  I  came  to  the  opinion  long  ago  in 
Africa,  and  I  have  seen  no  reason  to  change  it,  that  whether 
they  are  of  one  race  or  not  there  is  no  original  or  congenital 
difference  of  capacity  between  them,  any  more  than  there  is 
between  a  black  horse  and  a  black  dog  and  a  white  horse  and 
a  white  dog.  With  the  same  chances  and  with  the  same  treat- 
ment, I  believe  that  distinguished  men  would  be  produced 

equally  from  both  races,  and  Mr. 's  well-earned  success  is 

an  additional  evidence  of  it.  But  it  does  not  follow  that  what 
can  be  done  eventually  can  be  done  immediately,  and  the  gulf 
which  divides  the  colours  is  no  arbitrary  prejudice,  but  has 
been  opened  by  the  centuries  of  training  and  discipline  which 
have  given  us  the  start  in  the  race.  We  set  it  down  to  slavery. 
It  would  be  far  truer  to  set  it  down  to  freedom.  The  African 
blacks  have  been  free  enough  for  thousands,  perhaps  for  lens 
of  thousands  of  years,  and  it  has  been  the  absence  of  restraint 
which  has  prevented  them  from  becoming  civilised.  Genera- 
tion has  followed  generation,  and  the  children  are  as  like  their 
father  as  the  successive  generations  of  apes.  The  whites,  it  is 
likely  enough,  succeeded  one  another  with  the  same  similarity 
for  a  long  series  of  ages.  It  is  now  supposed  that  the  human 
race  has  been  upon  the  planet  for  a  hundred  thousand  years 
at  least,  and  the  first  traces  of  civilisation  cannot  be  thrown 
back  at  farthest  beyond  six  thousand.  During  all  those  ages 
mankind  v/ent  on  treading  in  the  same  steps,  century  after 
century  making  no  more  advance  than  the  birds  and  beasts. 
In  Egypt  or  in  India  or  one  knows  not  where,  accident  or 
natural  development  quickened  into  life  our  moral  and  intel- 
lectual faculties  ;  and  these  faculties  have  grown  into  what  we 
now  experience,  not  in  the  freedom  in  which  the  modern  takes 
delight,  but  under  the  sharp  rule  of  the  strong  over  the  weak, 
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of  the  wise  over  the  unwise.  Our  own  Anglo-Norman  race 
has  become  capable  of  self-government  only  after  a  thousand 
years  of  civil  and  spiritual  authority.  European  government, 
European  instruction,  continued  steadily  till  his  natural  ten- 
dencies are  superseded  by  a  higher  instinct,  may  shorten  the 
probation  period  of  the  negro.  Individual  blacks  of  excep- 
tional quality,  like  Frederick  Douglas  in  America,  or  the  Chief 
Justice  of  Barbadoes,  will  avail  themselves  of  opportunities  to 
rise,  and  the  freest  opportunities  ought  to  be  offered  them. 
But  it  is  as  certain  as  any  future  event  can  be  that  if  we  give 
the  negroes  as  a  body  the  political  powers  which  we  claim  for 
ourselves,  they  will  use  them  only  to  their  own  injury.  They 
will  slide  back  into  their  old  condition,  and  the  chance  will  be 
gone  of  lifting  them  to  the  level  to  which  we  have  no  right  to 
say  that  they  are  incapable  of  rising. 

Chief  Justice  R owes  his  elevation  to  his  English  en- 
vironment and  his  English  legal  training.  He  would  not 
pretend  that  he  could  have  made  himself  what  he  is  in  Hayti 
or  in  Dahomey.  Let  English  authority  die  away,  and  the 
average  black  nature,  such  as  it  now  is,  be  left  free  to  assert 
itself,  and  there  will  be  no  more  negroes  like  him  in  Barbadoes 
or  anywhere. 

Naturally,  I  found  him  profoundly  interested  in  the  late 
revelations  of  the  state  of  Hayti.  Sir  Spenser  St.  John,  an 
English  official,  after  residing  for  twelve  years  in  Port  au 
Prince,  had  in  a  published  narrative  with  many  details  and 
particulars,  declared  that  the  republic  of  Toussaint  I'Ouverture, 
the  idol  of  all  believers  in  the  new  gospel  of  liberty,  had,  after 
ninety  years  of  independence,  become  a  land  where  cannibal- 
ism could  be  practised  with  impunity.  The  African  Obeah, 
the  worship  of  serpents  and  trees  and  stones,  after  smouldering 
in  all  the  West  Indies  in  the  form  of  witchcraft  and  poisoning, 
had  broken  out  in  Hayti  in  all  its  old  hideousness.  Children 
were  sacrificed  as  in  the  old  days  of  Moloch  and  were  de- 
voured with  horrid  ceremony,  salted  limbs  being  preserved  and 
sold  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  were  unable  to  attend  the 
full  solemnities. 
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That  a  man  in  the  position  of  a  British  resident  should  have 
ventured  on  a  statement  which,  if  untrue,  would  be  ruinous  to 
himself,  appeared  in  a  high  degree  improbable.  Yet  one  had 
to  set  one  incredibility  against  another.  Notwithstanding  the 
character  of  the  evidence,  when  I  went  out  to  the  West  Indies 
I  was  still  unbelieving.  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  credit  that 
in  an  island  nominally  Catholic,  where  the  French  language 
was  spoken,  and  there  were  cathedrals  and  churches  and  priests 
and  missionaries,  so  horrid  a  revival  of  devil-worship  could 
have  been  really  possible.  All  the  inquiries  which  I  had  been 
able  to  make,  from  American  and  other  officers  who  had  been  in 
Hayti,  confirmed  Sir  S.  St.  John's  story.  I  had  hardly  found 
a  person  who  entertained  a  doubt  of  it.  I  was  perplexed  and 
uncertain,  when  the  Chief  Justice  opened  the  subject  and 
asked  me  what  I  thought.  Had  I  been  convinced  I  should 
have  turned  the  conversation,  but  I  was  not  convinced  and  I 
was  not  afraid  to  say  so.  I  reminded  him  of  the  universal 
conviction  through  Europe  that  the  Jews  were  habitually 
guilty  of  sacrificing  children  also.  There  had  been  detailed 
instances.  Alleged  offenders  had  been  brought  before  courts 
of  justice  at  any  time  for  the  last  six  hundred  years.  Witnesses 
had  been  found  to  swear  to  facts  which  had  been  accepted  as 
conclusive.  Wretched  creatures  in  Henry  III.'s  time  had 
been  dragged  by  dozens  at  horses'  tails  through  the  streets  of 
London,  broken  on  the  wheel,  or  torn  to  pieces  by  infuriated 
mobs.  Even  within  the  last  two  years,  the  same  accusation 
had  been  brought  forward  in  Russia  and  Germany,  and  had 
been  established  apparently  by  adequate  proof.  So  far  as 
popular  conviction  of  the  guilt  of  the  Jews  was  an  evidence 
against  them,  nothing  could  be  stronger;  and  no  charge  could 
be  without  foundation  on  ordinary  principles  of  evidence  which 
revived  so  often  and  in  so  many  places.  And  yet  many  per- 
sons, I  said,  and  myself  among  them,  believed  that  although 
the  accusers  were  perfectly  sincere,  the  guilt  of  the  Jews  was 
from  end  to  end  an  hallucination  of  hatred.  I  had  looked  into 
the  particulars  of  some  of  the  trials.  They  were  Hke  the  trials 
for  witchcraft.     The  belief  had  created  the  fact,  and  accusa- 
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tion  was  itself  evidence.  I  was  prepared  to  find  these  stories 
of  child  murder  in  Hayti  were  bred  similarly  of  anti-negro 
prejudice. 

Had  the  Chief  Justice  caught  at  my  suggestion  with  any 
eagerness  I  should  have  suspected  it  myself.  His  grave  diffi- 
dence and  continued  hesitation  in  offering  an  opinion  con- 
firmed me  in  my  own.  I  told  him  that  I  was  going  to  Hayti 
to  learn  what  I  could  on  the  spot.  I  could  not  expect  that  I, 
on  a  flying  visit,  could  see  deeper  into  the  truth  than  Sir 
Spenser  St.  John  had  seen,  but  at  least  I  should  not  take  with 
me  a  mind  already  made  up,  and  I  was  not  given  to  credulity. 
He  took  leave  of  me  with  an  expression  of  passionate  anxiety 
that  it  might  be  found  possible  to  remove  so  black  a  stain  from 
his  unfortunate  race. 


CHAPTER   X. 

Leeward  and  Windward  Islands — The  Caribs  of  Dominica — Visit  of  P6ie 
Labat — St.  Lucia — The  Pitons — The  harbour  at  Castries — Intended 
coaling  station — Visit  to  the  administrator — The  old  fort  and  barracks 
— Conversation  with  an  American— Constitution  of  Dominica — Land  at 
Roseau. 

Beyond  all  the  West  Indian  Islands  I  had  been  curious  to  see 
Dominica.*  It  was  the  scene  of  Rodney's  great  fight  on  April 
12.  It  was  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Antilles  and  the  least 
known.  A  tribe  of  aboriginal  Caribs  still  lingered  in  the 
forests  retaining  the  old  look  and  the  old  language,  and,  except 
that  they  no  longer  ate  their  prisoners,  retaining  their  old 
habits.  They  were  skilful  fishermen,  skilful  basket  makers, 
skilful  in  many  curious  arts. 

The  island  lies  between  Martinique  and  Guadaloupe,  and  is 
one  of  the  group  now  called  Leeward  Islands,  as  distinguished 

^  Not  to  be  confounded  with  St.  Domingo,  which  is  called  after  St. 
Domenic,  where  the  Spaniards  first  settled,  and  is  now  divided  into  the 
two  black  republics  of  St.  Domingo  and  Hayti.  Dominica  lies  in  the 
chain  of  the  Antilles  between  Martinique  and  Guadaloupe,  and  was  so 
named  by  Columbus  because  he  discovered  it  on  a  Sunday. 
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from  St.  Lucia,  St.  Vincent,  Grenada,  &c.,  which  form  the 
Windward.  The  early  geographers  drew  the  line  differently 
and  more  rationally.  The  main  direct-ion  of  the  trade  winds 
is  from  east  to  west.  To  them  the  Windward  Islands  were  the 
whole  chain  of  the  Antilles,  which  form  the  eastern  side  of  the 
Caribbean  Sea.  The  Leeward  were  the  great  islands  on  the 
west  of  it — Cuba,  St.  Domingo,  Puerto  Rico,  and  Jamaica. 
The  modern  division  corresponds  to  no  natural  phenomenon. 
The  drift  of  the  trades  is  rather  from  the  north-east  than  from 
the  south-east,  and  the  names  serve  only  now  to  describe  our 
own  not  very  successful  political  groupings. 

Dominica  cuts  in  two  the  French  West  Indian  possessions. 
The  French  took  it  originally  from  the  Spaniards,  occupied  it, 
colonised  it,  planted  in  it  their  religioi  and  their  language, 
and  fmight  desperately  to  maintain  their  possession.  Lord 
Rodney,  to  whom  we  owe  our  own  position  in  the  West  Indies, 
insisted  that  Dominica  must  belong  to  us  to  hold  the  French 
m  check,  and  regarded  it  as  the  most  important  of  all  our  sta- 
tions there.  Rodney  made  it  English,  and  English  it  has  ever 
since  remained  in  spite  of  the  furious  efforts  which  France 
made  to  recover  an  island  which  she  so  highly  valued  during 
the  Napoleon  wars.  I  was  anxious  to  learn  what  we  had  made 
of  a  place  which  we  had  fought  so  hard  for. 

Though  Dominica  is  the  most  mountainous  of  all  the  An- 
tilles, it  is  split  into  many  valleys  of  exquisite  fertiUty.  Through 
each  there  runs  a  full  and  ample  river,  swarming  with  fish,  and 
yielding  waterpower  enough  to  drive  all  the  mills  which  industry 
could  build.  In  these  valleys  and  on  the  rich  levels  along  the 
shore  the  French  had  once  their  cane  fields  and  orange  gar- 
dens, their  pineapple  beds  and  indigo  plantations. 

Labat,  who  travelled  through  the  island  at  the  close  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  found  it  at  that  time  chiefly  occupied  by 
Caribs.  With  his  hungry  appetite  for  knowledge,  he  was  a 
guest  in  their  villages,  acquainted  himself  with  their  characters 
and  habits,  and  bribed  out  of  them  by  lavish  presents  of  brandy 
the  secrets  of  their  medicines  and  poisons.  The  P^re  was  a 
clever,  curious  man,  with  a  genial  human  sympathy  about  him, 
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and  v,'as  indulgent  to  the  faults  which  the  poor  coloured  sinners 
fell  into  from  never  having  known  better.  He  tried  to  make 
Christians  of  them.  They  were  willing  to  be  baptised  as  often 
as  he  liked  for  a  glass  of  brandy.  But  he  was  not  very  angry 
when  he  found  that  the  Christianity  went  no  deeper.  Moral 
virtues,  he  concluded  charitably,  could  no  more  be  expected 
out  of  a  Carib  than  reason  and  good  sense  out  of  a  woman. 

At  Roseau,  the  capital,  he  fell  in  with  the  then  queen  of 
Dominica,  a  Madame  Ouvernard,  a  Carib  of  pure  blood,  who 
in  her  time  of  youth  and  beauty  had  been  the  mistress  of  an 
English  governor  of  St.  Kitts.  When  Labat  saw  her  she  was 
a  hundred  years  old  with  a  family  of  children  and  grand- 
children. She  was  a  grand  old  lady,  unclothed  almost  abso- 
lutely, bent  double,  so  that  under  ordinary  circumstances 
nothing  of  her  face  could  be  seen.  Labat,  however,  presented 
her  with  a  couple  of  bottles  of  eau  de  vie,  under  the  influence 
of  which  she  lifted  up  to  him  a  pair  of  still  brilliant  eyes  and  a 
fair  mouthful  of  teeth.  They  did  very  well  together,  and  on 
parting  they  exchanged  presents  in  Homeric  fashion,  she  load- 
ing him  with  baskets  of  fruit,  he  giving  a  box  in  return  full  of 
pins  and  needles,  knives  and  scissors. 

Labat  was  a  student  of  languages  before  philology  had 
become  a  science.  He  discovered  from  the  language  of  the 
Caribs  that  they  were  North  American  Indians.  They  called 
themselves  Banari^  which  meant  '  come  from  over  sea.' 
Their  dialect  was  almost  identical  with  what  he  had  heard 
spoken  in  Florida.  They  were  cannibals,  but-  of  a  peculiar 
kind.  Human  flesh  was  not  their  ordinary  food;  but  they 
*  boucanned '  or  dried  the  limbs  of  distinguished  enemies 
whom  they  had  killed  in  battle,  and  handed  them  round  to 
be  gnawed  at  special  festivals.  They  were  a  light-hearted, 
pleasant  race,  capital  shots  with  bows  and  arrows,  and  ready 
to  do  anything  he  asked  in  return  for  brandy.  They  killed  a 
hammer  shark  for  his  amusement  by  diving  under  the  monster 
and  stabbing  him  with  knives.  As  to  their  religion,  they  had 
no  objection  to  anything.  But  their  real  belief  was  in  a  sort 
of  devil. 

8—2 
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Soon  after  Labat's  visit  the  French  came  in,  drove  the 
Caribs  into  the  mountains,  introduced  negro  slaves,  and  an 
ordered  form  of  society.  Madame  Ouvernard  and  her  court 
went  to  their  own  place.  Canes  were  planted,  and  indigo  and 
coffee.  A  cathedral  was  built  at  Roseau,  and  parish  churches 
were  scattered  about  the  island.  There  were  convents  of 
nuns  and  houses  of  friars,  and  a  fort  at  the  port  with  a  garrison 
in  it.  The  French  might  have  been  there  till  now  had  not  we 
turned  them  out  some  ninety  years  ago ;  English  enterprise 
then  setting  in  that  direction  under  the  impulse  of  Rodney's 
victories.  I  was  myself  about  to  see  the  improvements 
which  we  had  introduced  into  an  acquisition  which  had  cost 
us  so  dear. 

I  was  to  be  dropped  at  Roseau  by  the  mail  steamer  from 
Barbadoes  to  St.  Thomas's.  On  our  way  we  touched  at 
St.  Lucia,  another  once  famous  possession  of  ours.  This 
island  was  once  French  also.  Rodney  took  it  in  1778.  It 
was  the  only  one  of  the  Antilles  which  was  left  to  us  in  the 
reverses  which  followed  the  capitulation  of  York  Town.  It 
was  in  the  harbour  at  Castries,  the  chief  port,  that  Rodney 
collected  the  fleet  which  fought  and  won  the  great  battle  with 
the  Count  de  Grasse.  At  the  peace  of  Versailles,  St.  Lucia 
was  restored  to  France;  but  was  retaken  in  1796  by  Sir 
Ralph  Abercrombie,  and,  like  Dominica,  has  ever  since 
belonged  to  England.  This,  too,  is' a  beautiful  mountainous 
island,  twice  as  large  as  Barbadoes,  in  which  even  at  this 
late  day  we  have  suddenly  discovered  that  we  have  an 
interest.  The  threatened  Darien  canal  has  awakened  us  to 
a  sense  that  we  require  a  fortified  coaling  station  in  those 
quarters.  St.  Lucia  has  the  greatest  natural  advantages  for 
such  a  purpose,  and  works  are  already  in  progress  there, 
and  the  long-deserted  forts  and  barracks  which  had  been 
made  over  to  snakes  and  lizards,  are  again  to  be  occupied 
by  English  troops. 

We  sailed  one  evening  from  Barbadoes.  In  the  grey  of 
the  next  morning  we  were  in  the  passage  between  St.  Lucia 
and  St.  Vincent  just  under  the  'Pitons,'  which  were  soaring 
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grandly  above  us  in  the  twilight.  The  Pitons  are  two  conical 
mountains  rising  straight  out  of  the  sea  at  the  southern  end  of 
St.  Lucia,  one  of  them  3,000  feet  high,  the  other  a  few  feet 
lower,  symmetrical  in  shape  like  sugar  loaves,  and  so  steep  as 
to  be  inaccessible  to  any  one  but  a  member  of  the  Alpine 
Club.  Tradition  says  that  four  English  seamen,  belonging  to 
the  fleet,  did  once  set  out  to  climb  the  loftier  of  the  two. 
They  were  watched  in  their  ascent  through  a  telescope. 
When  halfway  up  one  of  them  was  seen  to  drop,  while  three 
went  on ;  a  few  hundred  feet  higher  a  second  dropped,  and 
afterwards  a  third ;  one  had  almost  reached  the  summit,  when 
he  fell  also.  No  account  of  what  had  befallen  them  ever 
reached  their  ship.  They  were  supposed  to  have  been  bitten 
by  the  fer  de  lance,  the  deadliest  snake  in  St.  Lucia  and 
perhaps  in  the  world,  who  had  resented  and  punished  their 
intrusion  into  regions  where  they  had  no  business.  Such 
is  the  local  legend,  born  probably  out  of  the  terror  of  a 
reptile  which  is  no  legend  at  all,  but  a  living  and  very 
active  reality. 

I  had  gone  on  deck  on  hearing  where  we  were,  and  saw 
the  twin  grey  peaks  high  above  me  in  the  sky,  the  last  stars 
glimmering  over  their  tops  and  the  waves  washing  against 
the  black  precipices  at  their  base.  The  night  had  been 
rough,  and  a  considerable  sea  was  running,  which  changed, 
however,  to  an  absolute  calm  when  we  had  passed  the  Pitons 
and  were  under  the  lee  of  the  island.  I  could  then  observe 
the  peculiar  blue  of  the  water  which  I  was  told  that  I  should 
fmd  at  St.  Lucia  and  Dominica.  I  have  seen  the  sea  of 
very  beautiful  colours  in  several  parts  of  the  world,  but  I 
never  saw  any  which  equalled  this.  I  do  not  know  the  cause. 
The  depth  is  very  great  even  close  to  the  shore.  The  islands 
are  merely  volcanic  mountains  with  sides  extremely  steep. 
The  coral  insect  has  made  anchorages  in  the  bays  and  inlets ; 
elsewhere  you  are  out  of  soundings  almost  immediately. 
As  to  St.  Lucia  itself,  if  I  had  not  seen  Grenada,  if  I  had  not 
known  what  I  was  about  to  see  in  Dominica,  I  should  have 
thought  it  the  most  exquisite  place  which  nature  had  ever 
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made,  so  perfect  were  the  forms  of  the  forest-clothed  hills, 
the  glens  dividing  them  and  the  high  mountain  ranges  in  the 
interior  still  draped  in  the  white  mist  of  morning.  Here  and 
there  along  the  shore  there  were  bright  green  spots  which 
meant  cane  fields.  Sugar  cane  in  these  countries  is  always 
called  for  brevity  cane. 

Here,  as  elsewhere,  the  population  is  almost  entirely  negro, 
forty  thousand  blacks  and  a  few  hundred  whites,  the  ratio 
altering  every  year  to  white  disadvantage.  The  old  system 
has  not,  however,  disappeared  as  completely  as  in  other 
places.  There  are  still  white  planters  with  large  estates, 
which  are  not  encumbered  as  in  Barbadoes.  They  are 
struggling  along,  discontented  of  course,  but  not  wholly 
despondent.  The  chief  complaint  is  the  somewhat  weary 
one  of  the  laziness  of  the  blacks,  who  they  say  will  work  only 
when  they  please,  and  are  never  fully  awake  except  at  dinner 
time.  I  do  not  know  that  they  have  a  right  to  expect  any- 
thing else  from  poor  creatures  whom  the  law  calls  human, 
but  who  to  them  are  only  mechanical  tools,  not  so  manage- 
able as  tools  ought  to  be,  with  whom  they  have  no  acquaint- 
ap'^^e  and  no  human  relations,  whose  wages  are  but  twopence 
an  hour  and  are  diminished  by  fines  at  the  arbitrary  pleasure 
of  the  overseer. 

Life  and  hope  and  energy  are  the  qualities  most  needed. 
When  the  troops  return  there  will  be  a  change,  and  spirit 
may  be  put  into  them  again.  Castries,  the  old  French  town, 
lies  at  the  head  of  a  deep  inlet  which  runs  in  among  the 
mountains  like  a  fiord.  This  is  to  be  the  future  coaling 
station.  The  mouth  of  the  bay  is  narrow  with  a  high  pro- 
jecting *  head '  on  either  side  of  it,  and  can  be  easily  and 
cheaply  fortified.  There  is  little  or  no  tide  in  these  seas. 
There  is  depth  of  water  sufficient  in  the  greater  part  of  the 
harbour  for  line-of-battle  ships  to  anchor  and  turn,  and  the 
few  coral  shoals  which  would  be  in  the  way  are  being  torn 
up  with  dredging  machines.  The  island  has  borrowed 
seventy  thousand  pounds  on  Government  security  to  prepare 
for  the  dignity  which  awaits  it  and  for  the  prosperity  which 
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is  to  follow.  There  was  real  work  actively  going  on,  a  rare 
and  perhaps  unexampled  phenomenon  in  the  English  West 
Indies. 

We  brought  up  alongside  of  a  wharf  to  take  in  coal.  It  was 
a  strange  scene ;  cocoa-nut  palms  growing  incongruously  out 
of  coal  stores,  and  gorgeous  flowering  creepers  climbing  over 
the  workmen's  sheds.  Volumes  of  smoke  rose  out  of  the 
dredging  engines  and  hovered  over  the  town.  We  had  come 
back  to  French  costume  again ;  we  had  left  the  white  dresses 
behind  at  Barbadoes,  and  the  people  at  Castries  were  bright  as 
parrots  in  crimsons  and  blues  and  greens ;  but  fine  colours 
looked  oddly  out  of  place  by  the  side  of  the  grimy  reproduc- 
tion of  England. 

I  went  on  shore  and  fell  in  with  the  engineer  of  the  works, 
v/ho  kindly  showed  me  his  plans  of  the  harbour,  and  explained 
what  was  to  be  done.  He  showed  me  also  some  beautiful 
large  bivalves  which  had  been  brought  up  in  the  scrapers 
out  of  the  coral.  They  were  new  to  me  and  new  to  him, 
though  they  may  be  familiar  enough  to  more  experienced 
naturalists.  Among  other  curiosities  he  had  a  fer  de  lance, 
lately  killed  and  preserved  in  spirits,  a  rat-tailed,  reddish, 
powerful-looking  brute,  about  four  feet  long  and  as  thick 
as  a  child's  wrist.  Even  when  dead  I  looked  at  him  respect- 
fully, for  his  bite  is  fatal  and  the  effect  almost  instantaneous. 
He  is  fearless,  and  will  not,  like  most  snakes,  get  out  of  your 
way  if  he  hears  you  coming,  but  leaves  you  to  get  out  of  his. 
He  has  a  bad  habit,  too,  of  taking  his  walks  at  night ;  he 
prefers  a  path  or  a  road  to  the  grass,  and  your  house  or  your 
garden  to  the  forest;  while  if  you  step  upon  him  you  will 
never  do  it  again.  They  have  introduced  the  mongoose,  who 
has  cleared  the  snakes  out  of  Jamaica,  to  deal  with  him ;  but 
the  mongoose  knows  the  creature  that  he  has  to  encounter, 
and  as  yet  has  made  little  progress  in  extirpating  him. 

St.  Lucia  is  under  the  jurisdiction  of  Barbadoes.  It  has  no 
governor  of  its  own,  but  only  an  administrator  indifferently 
paid.  The  elective  principle  has  not  yet  been  introduced  into 
the  legislature,  and  perhaps  will  not  be  introduced  since  we 
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have  discovered  the  island  to  be  of  consequence  to  us,  unless 
as  part  of  some  general  confederation.  The  present  adminis- 
trator— Mr.  Laborde,  a  gentleman,  I  suppose,  of  French 
descent — is  an  elderly  official,  and  resides  in  the  old  quarters 
of  the  general  of  the  forces,  900  feet  above  the  sea.  He 
has  large  responsibilities,  and,  having  had  large  experience 
also,  seems  fully  equal  to  the  duties  which  attach  to  him.  He 
cannot  have  the  authority  of  a  complete  governor,  or  under- 
take independent  enterprises  for  the  benefit  of  the  island, 
as  a  Rajah  Brooke  might  do,  but  he  walks  steadily  on  in 
the  lines  assigned  to  him.  St.  Lucia  is  better  off  in  this 
respect  than  most  of  the  Antilles,  and  may  revive  perhaps 
into  something  Uke  prosperity  when  the  coaling  station  is 
finished  and  under  the  command  of  some  eminent  engineer 
officer. 

Mr.  Laborde  had  invited  us  to  lunch  with  him.  Horses  were 
waiting  for  us,  and  we  rode  up  the  old  winding  track  which 
led  from  the  town  to  the  barracks.  The  heat  below  was 
oppressive,  but  the  air  cooled  as  we  rose.  The  road  is  so 
steep  that  resting  places  had  been  provided  at  intervals,  where 
the  soldiers  could  recover  breath  or  shelter  themselves  from 
the  tropical  cataracts  of  rain  which  fall  without  notice,  as 
if  the  string  had  been  pulled  of  some  celestial  shower  bath. 
The  trees  branched  thickly  over  it,  making  an  impenetrable 
shade,  till  we  emerged  on  the  plateau  at  the  top,  where  we  were 
on  comparatively  level  ground,  with  the  harbour  immediately  at 
our  feet.  The  situation  had  been  chosen  by  the  French  when 
St.  Lucia  was  theirs.  The  general's  house,  now  Mr.  Laborde's 
residence,  is  a  long  airy  building  with  a  deep  colonnade, 
the  drawing  and  dining  rooms  occupying  the  entire  breadth  of 
the  ground  floor,  with  doors  and  windows  on  both  sides  for 
coolness  and  air.  The  western  front  overlooked  the  sea. 
Behind  were  wooded  hills,  green  valleys,  a  mountain  range  in 
the  background,  and  the  Pitons  blue  in  the  distance.  As  we 
were  before  our  time,  Mr.  Laborde  walked  me  out  to  see  the 
old  barracks,  magazines,  and  water  tanks.  They  looked  neg- 
lected and  dilapidated,   the  signs  of  decay  being  partly  hid 
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by  the  creepers  with  which  the  walls  were  overgrown.  The 
soldiers'  quarters  were  occupied  for  the  time  by  a  resident 
gentleman,  who  attended  to  the  essential  repairs  and  pre- 
vented the  snakes  from  taking  possession  as  they  were  inclined 
to  do.  I  forget  how  many  of  the  fer  de  lance  sort  he  told  me 
he  had  killed  in  the  rooms  since  he  had  lived  in  them. 

In  the  war  time  we  had  maintained  a  large  establishment  in 
St.  Lucia ;  with  what  consequences  to  the  health  of  the  troops 
I  could  not  clearly  make  out.  One  informant  told  me  that 
they  had  died  like  flies  of  yellow  fever,  and  that  the  fields 
adjoining  were  as  full  of  bodies  as  the  Brompton  cemetery; 
another  that  yellow  fever  had  never  been  known  there  or 
any  dangerous  disorder;  and  that  if  we  wanted  a  sanitary 
station  this  was  the  spot  for  it.  Many  thousands  of  pounds 
will  have  to  be  spent  there  before  the  troops  can  return  ; 
but  that  is  our  way  with  the  colonies — to  change  our  minds 
every  ten  years,  to  do  and  undo,  and  do  again,  according  to 
parliamentary  humours,  while  John  Bull  pays  the  bill  patiently 
for  his  own  irresolution. 

The  fortress,  once  very  strong,  is  now  in  ruins,  but,  I 
suppose,  will  be  repaired  and  rearmed  unless  we  are  to  trust 
to  the  Yankees,  who  are  supposed  to  have  established  a  Fax 
Dei  in  these  waters  and  will  permit  no  aggressive  action  there 
either  by  us  or  against  us.  We  walked  round  the  walls ;  we 
saw  the  hill  a  mile  off  from  which  Abercrombie  had  battered 
out  the  French,  having  dragged  his  guns  through  a  roadless 
forest  to  a  spot  to  which  there  seemed  no  access  except  on 
wings.  The  word  *  impossible '  was  not  known  in  those  days. 
What  Englishmen  did  once  they  may  do  again  perhaps  if 
stormy  days  come  back.  The  ruins  themselves  were  silently 
impressive.  One  could  hear  the  note  of  the  old  bugles  as 
they  sounded  the  reveille  and  the  roaring  of  the  feu  de  joie 
when  the  shattered  prizes  were  brought  in  from  the  French 
fleet.  The  signs  of  what  once  had  been  were  still  visible 
in  the  parade  ground,  in  the  large  mangoes  which  the  soldiers 
had  planted,  in  the  English  grass  which  they  had  introduced 
and  on  which  cattle  were  now  grazing.     TherejKas-a^ctotip  of 
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guavas,  hitherto  only  known  to  me  in  preserves.  I  gathered 
a  blossom  as  a  remembrance,  white  Uke  a  large  myrtle  flower, 
but  heavily  scented — too  heavily,  with  an  odour  of  death 
about  it. 

Mr.  Laborde's  conversation  was  instructive.  His  enter- 
tainment of  us  was  all  which  our  acquired  West  Indian 
fastidiousness  could  desire.  The  inevitable  cigars  followed, 
and  Mr.  L.  gave  me  a  beating  at  billiards.  There  were  some 
lively  young  ladies  in  the  party,  and  two  or  three  of  the  ship's 
officers.  The  young  ones  played  lawn  tennis,  and  we  old 
ones  looked  on  and  wished  the  years  off  our  shoulders.  So 
passed  the  day.  The  sun  was  setting  when  we  mounted  to 
ride  down.  So  short  is  the  twilight  in  these  latitudes,  that  it 
was  dark  night  when  we  reached  the  town,  and  we  required 
the  light  of  the  stars  to  find  our  boat. 

When  the  coaling  process  was  finished,  the  ship  had  been 
washed  down  in  our  absence  and  was  anchored  off  beyond  the 
reach  of  the  dirt ;  but  the  ports  were  shut ;  the  windsails  had 
been  taken  down ;  the  air  in  the  cabins  was  stifling ;  so  I 
stayed  on  deck  till  midnight  with  a  clever  young  American, 
who  was  among  our  fellow-passengers,  talking  of  many  things. 
He  was  ardent,  confident,  self-asserting,  but  not  disagreeably 
either  one  or  the  other.  It  was  rather  a  pleasure  to  hear  a  man 
speak  in  these  flabby  uncertain  days  as  if  he  were  sure  of  any- 
thing, and  I  had  to  notice  again,  as  I  had  often  noticed 
before,  how  well  informed  casual  American  travellers  are  on 
public  affairs,  and  how  sensibly  they  can  talk  of  them.  He  had 
been  much  in  the  West  Indies  and  seemed  to  know  them  well. 
He  said  that  all  the  whites  in  the  islands  wished  at  the  bottom 
of  their  hearts  to  be  taken  into  the  Union ;  but  the  Union 
Government  was  too  wise  to  meddle  with  them.  The  trade 
would  fall  to  America  of  itself.  The  responsibihty  and  trouble 
might  remain  where  it  was.  I  asked  him  about  the  Canadian 
fishery  dispute.  He  thought  it  would  settle  itself  in  time,  and 
that  nothing  serious  would  come  of  it.  *The  Washington 
Cabinet  had  been  a  Httle  hard  on  England,'  he  admitted ;  '  but 
it  was  six  of  one  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other '     *  Honours 
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were  easy ;  neither  party  could  score.'  *  We  had  been  equally 
hard  on  them  about  Alaska.' 

He  was  less  satisfied  about  Ireland.  The  telegraph  had 
brought  the  news  of  Mr.  Goschen's  defeat  at  Liverpool,  and 
Home  Rule,  which  had  seemed  to  have  been  disposed  of, 
was  again  within  the  range  of  probabilities.  He  was  watching 
with  pitying  amusement,  like  most  of  his  countrymen,  the 
weakness  of  will  with  which  England  allowed  herself  to  be 
worried  by  so  contemptible  a  business ;  but  he  did  seem  to 
fear,  and  I  have  heard  others  of  his  countrymen  say  the  same, 
that  if  we  let  it  go  on  much  longer  the  Americans  may  become 
involved  in  the  thing  one  way  or  another,  and  trouble  may 
rise  about  it  between  the  two  countries. 

We  weighed ;  and  I  went  to  bed  and  to  sleep,  and  so  missed 
Pigeon  Island,  where  Rodney's  fleet  lay  before  the  action,  and 
the  rock  from  which,  through  his  telescope,  he  watched  De 
Grasse  come  out  of  Martinique,  and  gave  his  own  signal  to 
chase.  We  rolled  as  usual  between  the  islands.  At  daylight 
we  were  again  in  shelter  under  Martinique,  and  again  in  classic 
regions ;  for  close  to  us  was  Diamond  Rock — once  his 
Majesty's  ship  '  Diamond,'  commissioned  with  crew  and  officers 
— one  of  those  curious  true  incidents,  out  of  which  a  legend 
might  have  grown  in  other  times,  that  ship  and  mariners  had 
been  turned  to  stone.  The  rock,  a  lonely  pyramid  six  hundred 
feet  high,  commanded  the  entrance  to  Port  Royal  in  Mar- 
tinique. Lord  Howe  took  possession  of  it,  sent  guns  up  in 
slings  to  the  top,  and  left  a  midshipman  with  a  handful  of  men 
in  charge.  The  gallant  little  fellow  held  his  fortress  for  several 
months,  peppered  away  at  the  French,  and  sent  three  of  their 
ships  of  war  to  the  bottom.  He  was  blockaded  at  last  by  an 
overwhelming  force.  No  relief  could  be  spared  for  him. 
Escape  was  impossible,  as  he  had  not  so  much  as  a  boat,  and 
he  capitulated  to  famine. 

We  stayed  two  hours  under  Martinique.  I  did  not  land. 
It  has  been  for  centuries  a  special  object  of  care  on  the  part  of 
the  French  Government.  It  is  well  looked  after,  and,  con- 
sidering the  times,  prosperous.      It  has  a  fine  garrison,  and  a 
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dockyard  well  furnished,  with  frigates  in  the  harbours  ready  for 
action  should  occasion  arise.  I  should  infer  from  what  I  heard 
that  in  the  event  of  war  breaking  out  between  England  and 
France,  Martinique,  in  the  present  state  of  preparation  on  both 
sides,  might  take  possession  of  the  rest  of  the  Antilles  with 
little  difficulty.  Three  times  we  took  it,  and  we  gave  it  back 
again.  In  turn,  it  may  one  day,  perhaps,  take  us,  and  the 
English  of  the  West  Indies  become  a  tradition  like  the 
buccaneers. 

The  mountains  of  Dominica  are  full  in  sight  from  Marti- 
nique. The  channel  which  separates  them  is  but  thirty  miles 
across,  and  the  view  of  Dominica  as  you  approach  it  is 
extremely  grand.  Grenada,  St.  Vincent,  St.  Lucia,  Marti- 
nique are  all  volcanic,  with  lofty  peaks  and  ridges ;  but 
Dominica  was  at  the  centre  of  the  force  which  lifted  the 
Antilles  out  of  the  ocean,  and  the  features  which  are  common 
to  all  are  there  in  a  magnified  form.  The  mountains  range 
from  four  to  five  thousand  feet  in  height.  Mount  Diablot, 
the  highest  of  them,  rises  to  between  five  and  six  thousand 
feet.  The  mountains  being  the  tallest  in  all  the  group,  the 
rains  are  also  the  most  violent,  and  the  ravines  torn  out  by 
the  torrents  are  the  wildest  and  most  magnificent.  The  vol- 
canic forces  are  still  active  there.  There  are  sulphur  springs 
and  boiling  water  fountains,  and  in  a  central  crater  there  is  a 
boiling  lake.  There  are  strange  creatures  there  besides  :  great 
snakes — harmless,  but  ugly  to  look  at;  the  diablot — from 
which  the  mountain  takes  its  name — a  great  bird,  black  as 
charcoal,  half  raven,  half  parrot,  which  nests  in  holes  in  the 
ground  as  puffins  do,  spends  all  the  day  in  them,  and  flies 
down  to  the  sea  at  night  to  fish  for  its  food.  There  were  once 
great  numbers  of  these  creatures,  and  it  was  a  favourite  amuse- 
ment to  hunt  and  drag  them  out  of  their  hiding  places. 
Labat  says  that  they  were  excellent  eating.  They  are  con- 
fined now  in  reduced  numbers  to  the  inaccessible  crags  about 
the  peak  which  bears  their  name. 

Martinique  has  two  fine  harbours.  Dominica  has  none. 
At  the  north  end  of  the  island  there  is  a  bay,  named  after  Prince 
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Rupert,  where  there  is  shelter  from  all  winds  but  the  south, 
but  neither  there  nor  anywhere  is  there  an  anchorage  which 
can  be  depended  upon  in  dangerous  weather. 

Roseau,  the  principal  or  only  town,  stands  midway  along  the 
western  shore.  The  roadstead  is  open,  but  as  the  prevailing 
winds  are  from  the  east  the  island  itself  forms  a  breakwater. 
Except  on  the  rarest  occasions  there  is  neither  surf  nor  swell 
there.  The  land  shelves  off  rapidly,  and  a  gunshot  from  shore 
no  cable  can  find  the  bottom,  but  there  is  an  anchorage  in 
front  of  the  town,  and  coasting  smacks,  American  schooners, 
passing  steamers  bring  up  close  under  the  rocks  or  alongside  of 
the  jetties  which  are  built  out  from  the  beach  upon  piles. 

The  situation  of  Roseau  is  exceedingly  beautiful.  The  sea 
is,  if  possible,  a  deeper  azure  even  than  at  St.  Lucia ;  the  air 
more  transparent ;  the  forests  of  a  lovelier  green  than  I  ever 
saw  in  any  other  country.  Even  the  rain,  which  falls  in  such 
abundance,  falls  often  out  of  a  clear  sky  as  if  not  to  interrupt 
the  sunshine,  and  a  rainbow  almost  perpetually  hangs  its  arch 
over  the  island.  Roseau  itself  stands  on  a  shallow  promon- 
tory. A  long  terrace  of  tolerable-looking  houses  faces  the 
landing  place.  At  right  angles  to  the  terrace,  straight  streets 
strike  backwards  at  intervals,  palms  and  bananas  breaking  the 
lines  of  roof.  At  a  little  distance,  you  see  the  towers  of  the 
old  French  Catholic  cathedral,  a  smaller  but  not  ungraceful- 
looking  Anglican  church,  and  to  the  right  a  fort,  or  the  ruins 
of  one,  now  used  as  a  police  barrack,  over  which  flies  the 
English  flag  as  the  symbol  of  our  titular  dominion.  Beyond 
the  fort  is  a  public  garden  with  pretty  trees  in  it  along  the 
brow  of  a  precipitous  cliff,  at  the  foot  of  which,  when  we 
landed,  lay  at  anchor  a  couple  of  smart  Yankee  schooners  and 
half  a  dozen  coasting  cutters,  while  rounding  inwards  behind 
was  a  long  shallow  bay  dotted  over  with  the  sails  of  fishing 
boats.  White  negro  villages  gleamed  among  the  palms  along 
the  shore,  and  wooded  mountains  rose  immediately  above  them. 
It  seemed  an  attractive,  innocent,  sunny  sort  of  place,  very 
pleasant  to  spend  a  few  days  in,  if  the  inner  side  of  things 
corresponded  to  the  appearance.     To  a  looker-on  at  that  calm 
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scene  it  was  not  easy  to  realise  the  desperate  battles  which  had 
been  fought  for  the  possession  of  it,  the  gallant  lives  which  had 
been  laid  down  under  the  walls  of  that  crumbling  castle. 
These  cliffs  had  echoed  the  roar  of  Rodney's  guns  on  the  day 
which  saved  the  British  Empire,  and  the  island  I  was  gazing 
at  was  England's  Salamis. 

The  organisation  of  the  place,  too,  seemed,  so  far  as  I  could 
gather  from  official  books,  to  have  been  carefully  attended  to. 
The  constitution  had  been  touched  and  retouched  by  the  home 
authorities  as  if  no  pains  could  be  too  great  to  make  it  worthy 
of  a  spot  so  sacred.  There  is  an  administrator,  which  is  a 
longer  word  than  governor.  There  is  an  executive  council,  a 
colonial  secretary,  an  attorney-general,  an  auditor-general,  and 
other  such  'generals  of  great  charge.'  There  is  a  legislative 
assembly  of  fourteen  members,  seven  nominated  by  the  Crown 
and  seven  elected  by  the  people.  And  there  are  revenue 
officers  and  excise  officers,  inspectors  of  roads,  and  civil 
engineers,  and  school  boards,  and  medical  officers,  and  regis- 
trars, and  magistrates.  Where  would  political  perfection  be 
found  if  not  here  with  such  elaborate  machinery  ? 

The  results  of  it  all,  in  the  official  reports,  seemed  equally 
satisfactory  till  you  looked  closely  into  them.  The  tariff  of 
articles  on  which  duties  were  levied,  and  the  list  of  articles  raised 
and  exported,  seemed  to  show  that  Dominica  must  be  a  beehive 
of  industry  and  productiveness.  The  revenue,  indeed,  was  a 
little  startling  as  the  result  of  this  army  of  officials.  Eighteen 
thousand  pounds  was  the  whole  of  it,  scarcely  enough  to  pay 
their  salaries.  The  population,  too,  on  whose  good  government 
so  much  thought  had  been  expended,  was  only  30,000 ;  of 
these  30,000  only  a  hundred  were  English.  The  remaining 
whites,  and  those  in  scanty  numbers,  were  French  and  principally 
Catholics.  The  soil  was  as  rich  as  the  richest  in  the  world. 
The  cultivation  was  growing  annually  less.  The  inspector  of 
roads  was  likely  to  have  an  easy  task,  for  except  close  to  the 
town  there  were  no  roads  at  all  on  which  anything  with  wheels 
could  travel,  the  old  roads  made  by  the  French  having  dropped 
into  horse  tracks,  and  the  horse  tracks  into  the  beds  of  torrents. 
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Why  in  an  island  where  the  resources  of  modern  statesmanship 
had  been  applied  so  lavishly  and  with  the  latest  discoveries  in 
political  science,  the  effect  should  have  so  ill  corresponded  to 
the  means  employed,  was  a  problem  into  which  it  would  be 
curious  to  inquire. 

The  steamer  set  me  down  upon  the  pier  and  went  on  upon 
its  way.  At  the  end  of  a  fortnight  it  would  return  and  pick 
me  up  again.  Meanwhile,  I  was  to  make  the  best  of  my 
time.  I  had  been  warned  beforehand  that  there  was  no  hotel 
in  Roseau  where  an  Englishman  with  a  susceptible  skin  and 
palate  could  survive  more  than  a  week;  and  as  I  had  two  weeks 
to  provide  for,  I  was  uncertain  what  to  do  with  myself.  I  was 
spared  the  trial  of  the  hotels  by  the  liberality  of  her  Majesty's 
representative  in  the  colony.  Captain  Churchill,  the  administra- 
tor of  the  island,  had  heard  that  I  was  coming  there,and  I  was  met 
on  the  landing  stage  by  a  message  from  him  inviting  me  to  be  his 
guest  during  my  stay.  Two  tall  handsome  black  girls  seized 
my  bags,  tossed  them  on  their  heads,  and  strode  off  with  alight 
step  in  front  of  me,  cutting  jokes  with  their  friends  ;  I  follow- 
ing, and  my  mind  misgiving  me  that  I  was  myself  the  object 
of  their  wit. 

I  was  anxious  to  see  Captain  Churchill,  for  I  had  heard  much 
of  him.  The  warmest  affection  had  been  expressed  for  him 
personally,  and  concern  for  the  position  in  which  he  was  placed. 
Notwithstanding  *the  latest  discoveries  of  political  science,' 
the  constitution  was  still  imperfect.  The  administrator,  to 
begin  with,  is  allowed  a  salary  of  only  500/.  a  year.  That  is  not 
much  for  the  chief  of  such  an  army  of  officials  ;  and  the  hospi- 
talities and  social  civilities  which  smooth  the  way  in  such 
situations  are  beyond  his  means.  His  business  is  to  preside  at 
the  council,  where,  the  ofBcial  and  the  elected  members  being 
equally  balanced  and  almost  invariably  dividing  one  against 
the  other,  his  duty  is  to  give  the  casting  vote.  He  cannot  give 
it  against  his  own  officers,  and  thus  the  machine  is  contrived 
to  create  the  largest  amount  of  friction,  and  to  insure  the  highest 
amount  of  unpopularity  to  the  administrator.  His  situation  is 
the  more  difficult  because  the  European  element  in  Roseau. 
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small  as  it  is  at  best,  is  more  French  than  English.  The 
priests,  the  sisterhoods,  are  French  or  French-speaking.  A 
French  patois  is  the  language  of  the  blacks.  They  are  almost 
to  a  man  Catholics,  and  to  the  French  they  look  as  their  natural 
leaders.  England  has  done  nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  to 
introduce  her  own  civilisation  ;  and  thus  Dominica  is  English 
only  in  name.  Should  war  come,  a  boatload  of  soldiers  from 
Martinique  would  suffice  to  recover  it.  Not  a  black  in  the 
whole  island  would  draw  a  trigger  in  defence  of  English 
authority,  and,  except  the  Crown  officials,  not  half  a  dozen 
Europeans.  The  administrator  can  do  nothing  to  improve 
this  state  of  things.  He  is  too  poor  to  open  Government 
House  to  the  Roseau  shopkeepers  and  to  bid  for  social  popu- 
larity. He  is  no  one.  He  goes  in  and  out  unnoticed,  and 
flits  about  like  a  bat  in  the  twilight.  He  can  do  no  good,  and 
from  the  nature  of  the  system  on  the  construction  of  which  so 
much  care  was  expended,  no  one  else  can  do  any  good.  The 
maximum  of  expense,  the  minimum  of  benefit  to  the  island,  is 
all  that  has  come  of  it. 

Meanwhile  the  island  drifts  along,  without  credit  to  borrow 
money  and  therefore  escaping  bankruptcy.  The  blacks  there, 
as  everywhere,  are  happy  with  their  yams,  and  cocoa  nuts  and 
land  crabs.  They  desire  nothing  better  than  they  have,  and 
do  not  imagine  that  they  have  any  rulers  unless  agitated  by  the 
elected  members.  These  gentlemen  would  like  the  official 
situations  for  themselves  as  in  Trinidad,  and  they  occasionally 
attempt  a  stir  with  partial  success  ;  otherwise  the  island  goes 
on  in  a  state  of  torpid  content.  Captain  Churchill,  quiet  and 
gentlemanlike,  gives  no  personal  offence,  but  popularity  he 
cannot  hope  for,  having  no  means  of  recommending  himself. 
The  only  really  powerful  Europeans  are  the  Catholic  bishop 
and  the  priests  and  sisterhoods.  They  are  looked  up  to  with 
genuine  respect.  They  are  reaping  the  harvest  of  the  long  and 
honourable  efforts  of  the  French  clergy  in  all  their  West  Indian 
possessions  to  make  the  blacks  into  Catholic  Christians.  In 
the  Christian  part  of  it  they  have  succeeded  but  moderately  ; 
but  such  religion  as  exists  in  the  island  is  mainly  what  they  have 
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introduced  and  taught,  and  they  have  a  distinct  influence  which 
we  ourselves  have  not  tried  to  rival 

But  we  have  been  too  long  toiling  up  the  paved  road  to 
Captain  Churchill's  house.  My  girl-porter  guides  led  me  past 
the  fort,  where  they  exchanged  shots  with  the  lounging  black 
police,  past  the  English  church,  which  stood  buried  in  trees, 
the  churchyard  prettily  planted  with  tiopical  flowers.  The 
sun  was  dazzling,  the  heat  was  intense,  and  the  path  which 
led  through  it,  if  not  apparently  much  used,  looked  shady  and 
cool. 

A  few  more  steps  brought  us  to  the  gate  of  the  Residence, 
where  Captain  Churchill  had  his  quarters  in  the  absence  of  the 
Governor-in-Chief  of  the  Leeward  Isl^ands,  whose  visits  were 
few  and  brief.  In  the  event  of  the  Governor's  arrival  he 
removed  to  a  cottage  in  the  hills.  The  house  was  handsome, 
the  gardens  well  kept ;  a  broad  walk  led  up  to  the  door,  a  hedge 
of  lime  trees  closely  dipt  on  one  side  of  it,  on  the  other  a  lawn 
with  orange  trees,  oleanders,  and  hibiscus,  palms  of  all  varieties 
and  almond  trees,  which  in  Dominica  grow  into  giants,  their 
broad  leaves  turning  crimson  before  they  fall,  like  the  Virginia 
creeper.  We  reached  the  entrance  of  the  house  by  wide  stone 
steps,  where  countless  lizards  were  lazily  basking.  Through 
the  bars  of  the  railings  on  each  side  of  them  there  were  inter- 
twined the  runners  of  the  largest  and  most  powerfully  scented 
stephanotis  which  I  have  ever  seen.  Captain  Churchill  (one  of 
the  Marlborough  Churchills)  received  me  with  more  than 
cordiaUty.  Society  is  not  abundant  in  his  Barataria,  and 
perhaps  as  coming  from  England  I  was  welcome  to  him  in  his 
solitude.  His  wife,  an  English  Creole — that  is,  of  pure  English 
blood,  but  born  in  the  island — was  as  hospitable  as  her  husband. 
They  would  not  let  me  feel  that  I  was  a  stranger,  and  set  me 
at  my  ease  in  a  moment  with  a  warmth  which  was  evidently 
unassumed.  Captain  C.  was  lame,  having  hurt  his  foot.  In  a 
day  or  two  he  hoped  to  be  able  to  mount  his  horse  again,  when 
we  were  to  ride  together  and  see  the  curiosities.  Meanwhile, 
he  talked  sorrowfully  enough  of  his  own  situation  and  the 
general  helplessness  of  it.     A  man  whose  feet  are  chained  and 
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whose  hands  are  in  manacles  is  not  to  be  found  fault  with  if  he 
cannot  use  either.  He  is  not  intended  to  use  either.  The 
duty  of  an  administrator  of  Dominica,  it  appears,  is  to  sit  still 
and  do  nothing,  and  to  watch  the  flickering  in  the  socket  of 
the  last  remains  of  English  influence  and  authority.  Individu- 
ally he  was  on  good  terms  with  everyone,  with  the  Catholic 
bishop  especially,  who,  to  his  regret  and  mine,  was  absent  at 
the  time  of  my  visit. 

His  establishment  was  remarkable ;  it  consisted  of  two  black 
girls — a  cook  and  a  parlourmaid — who  '  did  everything ; '  and 
'  everything,'  I  am  bound  to  say,  was  done  well  enough  to 
please  the  most  fastidious  nicety.  The  cooking  was  excellent. 
The  rooms,  which  were  .handsomely  furnished,  were  kept  as 
well  and  in  as  good  order  as  in  the  Churchills'  ancestral  palace 
at  Blenheim.  Dominica  has  a  bad  name  for  vermin.  I  had 
been  threatened  with  centipedes  and  scorpions  in  my  bedroom. 
I  had  been  warned  there,  as  everywhere  in  the  West  Indies, 
never  to  walk  across  the  floor  with  bare  feet,  lest  a  land  crab 
should  lay  hold  of  my  toe  or  a  jigger  should  bite  a  hole  in  it, 
lay  its  eggs  there,  and  bring  me  into  the  hands  of  the  surgeon. 
Never  while  I  was  Captain  C.'s  guest  did  I  see  either  centi- 
pede, or  scorpion,  or  jigger,  or  any  other  unclean  beast  in  any 
room  of  which  these  girls  had  charge.  Even  mosquitoes  did 
not  trouble  me,  so  skilfully  and  carefully  they  arranged  the 
curtains.  They  were  dressed  in  the  fashion  of  the  French 
islands,  something  like  the  Moorish  slaves  whom  one  sees  in 
pictures  of  Eastern  palaces.  They  flitted  about  silent  on  their 
shoeless  feet,  never  stumbled,  or  upset  chairs  or  plates  or  dishes, 
but  waited  noiselessly  like  a  pair  of  elves,  and  were  always  in 
their  place  when  wanted.  One  had  heard  much  of  the  idle- 
ness and  carelessness  of  negro  servants.  In  no  part  of  the  globe 
have  I  ever  seen  household  work  done  so  well  by  two  pairs  of 
hands.  Of  their  morals  I  know  nothing.  It  is  usually  said 
that  negro  girls  have  none.  They  appeared  to  me  to  be  per- 
fectly modest  and  innocent.  I  asked  in  wonder  what  wages 
were  paid  to  these  black  fairies,  believing  that  at  no  price  at  all 
could  the  match  of  them  be  found  in  England.    I  was  informed 
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that  they  had  three  shillings  a  week  each,  and  '  found  them- 
selves/ i.e.  found  their  own  food  and  clothes.  And  this  was 
above  the  usual  rate,  as  Government  House  was  expected  to 
be  liberal.  The  scale  of  wages  may  have  something  to  do 
with  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  labour  in  the  West  Indies.  I 
could  easily  believe  the  truth  of  what  I  had  been  often  told, 
that  free  labour  is  more  economical  to  the  employer  than  slave 
labour. 

The  views  from  the  drawing  room  windows  were  enchant- 
ingly  beautiful.  It  is  not  the  form  only  in  these  West  Indian 
landscapes,  or  the  colour  only,  but  form  and  colour  seen 
through  an  atmosphere  of  very  peculiar  transparency.  On 
one  side  we  looked  up  a  mountain  gorge,  the  slopes  covered 
with  forest;  a  bold  lofty  crag  jutting  out  from  them  brown 
and  bare,  and  the  mountain  ridge  behind  half  buried  in  mist. 
From  the  other  window  we  had  the  Botanical  Gardens,  the 
bay  beyond  them  sparkling  in  the  sunshine,  and  on  the  farther 
side  of  it,  a  few  miles  off,  an  island  fortress  which  the  Marquis 
de  Bouille,  of  Revolution  notoriety,  took  from  the  English  in 
1778.  The  sea  stretched  out  blue  and  lovely  under  the  fringe  of 
sand,  box  trees,  and  almonds  which  grew  along  the  edge  of  the 
cliff.  The  air  was  perfumed  by  white  acacia  flowers  sweeter 
than  orange  blossom. 

Captain  C.  limped  down  with  me  into  the  gardens  for  a 
fuller  look  at  the  scene.  Dusky  fishermen  were  busy  with 
their  nets  catching  things  like  herrings,  which  come  in  daily 
to  the  shore  to  escape  the  monsters  which  prey  upon  them. 
Canoes  on  the  old  Carib  pattern  were  slipping  along  outside, 
trailing  lines  for  kingfish  and  bonitcs.  Others  were  setting 
baskets,  like  enormous  lobster  pots  or  hoop  nets — such  as  we 
use  to  catch  tench  in  English  ponds — these,  too,  a  legacy  from 
the  Caribs,  made  of  strong  tough  cane.  •  At  the  foot  of  the 
cliff  were  the  smart  American  schooners  which  I  had  seen  on 
landing — broad-beamed,  shallow,  low  in  the  water  with  heavy 
spars,  which  bring  Yankee  *  notions '  to  the  islands  and  carry 
back  to  New  York  bananas  and  limes  and  pineapples.  There 
they  were,  models  of  Tom  Cringle's  *  Wave/  airy  as  English 
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yachts,  and  equal  to  anything  from  a  smuggling  cruise  to  a 
race  for  a  cup.  I  could  have  gazed  for  ever,  so  beautiful,  so 
new,  so  like  a  dream  it  was,  had  I  not  been  brought  back 
swiftly  to  prose  and  reality.  Suddenly  out  of  a  clear  sky, 
without  notice,  and  without  provocation,  first  a  few  drops  of 
rain  fell,  and  then  a  deluge  which  set  the  gutters  running. 
We  had  to  scuttle  home  under  our  umbrellas.  I  was  told, 
and  I  discovered  afterwards  by  fuller  experience,  that  this 
was  the  way  in  Dominica,  and  that  if  I  went  out  anywhere  I 
must  be  prepared  for  it.  In  our  retreat  we  encountered  a 
distinguished-looking  abbd  with  a  collar  and  a  gold  cross,  who 
bowed  to  my  companion.  I  would  gladly  have  been  introduced 
to  him,  but  neither  he  nor  we  had  leisure  for  courtesijes  in  the 
torrent  which  was  falling  upon  us. 
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There  was  much  to  be  seen  in  Dominica  of  the  sort  which 
travellers  go  in  search  of.  There  was  the  hot  sulphur  spring 
in  the  mountains  ;  there  was  the  hot  lake  ;  there  was  another 
volcanic  crater,  a  hollow  in  the  centre  of  the  island  now  filled 
with  water  and  surrounded  with  forest ;  there  were  the  Caribs, 
some  thirty  families  of  them  living  among  thickets,  through 
which  paths  must  be  cut  before  we  could  reach  them.  We 
could  undertake  nothing  till  Captain  C.  could  ride  again. 
Distant  expeditions  can  only  be  attempted  on  horses.  They 
are  bred  to  the  work.  They  climb  like  cats,  and  step  out 
safely  where  a  fall  or  a  twisted  ankle  would  be  the  probable 
consequence  of  attempting  to  go  on  foot.  Meanwhile,  Roseau 
itself  was  to  be  seen  and  the  immediate  neighbourhood,  and 
this  I  could  manage  for  myself. 
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My  first  night  was  disturbed  by  unfamiliar  noises  and  strange 
imaginations.  I  escaped  mosquitoes  through  the  care  of  the 
black  fairies.  But  mosquito  curtains  will  not  keep  out  sounds, 
and  when  the  fireflies  had  put  out  their  lights  there  began  the 
singular  chorus  of  tropical  midnight.  Frogs,  lizards,  bats, 
croaked,  sang,  and  whistled  with  no  intermission,  careless 
whether  they  were  in  discord  or  harmony.  The  palm  branches 
outside  my  window  swayed  in  the  land  breeze,  and  the  dry 
branches  rustled  crisply,  as  if  they  were  plates  of  silver.  At 
intervals  came  cataracts  of  rain,  and  above  all  the  rest  the 
deep  boom  of  the  cathedral  bell  tolling  out  the  hours  like  a 
note  of  the  Old  World.  The  Catholic  clergy  had  brought  the 
bells  with  them  as  they  had  brought  their  faith  into  these  new 
lands.  It  was  pathetic,  it  was  ominous  music ;  for  what  had 
we  done  and  what  were  we  doing  to  set  beside  it  in  the  century 
for  which  the  island  had  been  ours?  Towards  morning  I 
heard  the  tinkle  of  the  bell  of  the  convent  adjoining  the  garden 
calHng  the  nuns  to  matins.  Happily  in  the  tropics  hot  nights 
do  not  imply  an  early  dawn.  The  darkness  lingers  late,  sleep 
comes  at  last  and  drowns  our  fancies  in  forgetfulness. 

The  swimming  bath  was  immediately  under  my  room.  I 
ventured  into  it  with  some  trepidation.  The  basement  story 
in  most  West  Indian  houses  is  open,  to  allow  the  air  free 
passage  under  them.  The  space  thus  left  vacant  is  used  for 
lumber  and  rubbish,  and,  if  scorpions  or  snakes  are  in  the 
neighbourhood,  is  the  place  where  one  would  look  for  them. 
There  the  bath  was.  I  had  been  advised  to  be  careful,  and  as 
it  was  dark  this  was  not  easy.  The  fear,  however,  was  worse 
than  the  reality.  Awkward  encounters  do  happen  if  one  is 
long  in  these  countries ;  but  they  are  rare,  and  seldom  befall 
the  accidental  visitor ;  and  the  plunge  into  fresh  water  is  so 
delicious  that  one  is  willing  to  risk  the  chance. 

I  wandered  out  as  soon  as  the  sun  was  over  the  horizon. 
The  cool  of  the  morning  is  the  time  to  see  the  people.  The 
market  girls  were  streaming  into  the  town  with  their  baskets 
of  vegetables  on  their  heads.  The  fishing  boats  were  out 
again  on  the  bay.     Our  Anglican  church  had  its  bell  too  as 
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well  as  the  cathedral.  The  door  was  open,  and  I  went  in  and 
found  a  decent-looking  clergyman  preparing  a  flock  of  seveii 
pr  eight  blacks  and  mulattoes  for  the  Communion.  He'  was 
taking  them  through  their  catechism,  explaining  very  properly 
that  religion  meant  doing  one's  duty,  and  that  it  was  not 
enough  to  profess  '  particular  opinions.  Dominica  being 
■Roman  Catholic,  and  Roman  Catholics  not  generally  appre^ 
ciating  or  understanding  the  claims  of  Anglicans  to  the 
PQSse.ssion  of  the  sacraments,  he  pointed  out  where  the  dif- 
fe^QCe.lay.'  He  insisted  that  we  had  priests  as  well  as  they  ; 
wo. ha,d  confession ;  we  had  absolution;  only  our  priests  did 
not  claim,  as  the  Catholics  did,  a  direct  power  in  themselves 
to  forgive  sins.  Their  office  was  to  tell  sinners  that  if  they 
truly  and  sincerely  repented  and  amended  their  lives  God 
.  would  forgive  them.  What  he  said  was  absolutely  true ;  but 
I  could  not  see  in  the  dim  faces  of  the  catechumens  that 
the  distinction  was  particularly  intelligible  to  them.  If  they 
thought  at  all,  they  probably  reflected  that  no  divinely  consti- 
tuted successor  of  the  Apostles  \vas  needed  to  communicate 
a  truism  which  every  sensible  person  was  equally  able  and 
entitled  to  tell  them.  Still  the  good  earnest  man  meant  well, 
and  I  wished  him  more  success  in  his  missionary  enterprise 
than  he  was  likely  to  find. 

From  the  Church  of  England  to  the  great  rival  estabhshment 
was  but  a  few  minutes'  walk.  The  cathedral  was  five  times  as 
large,  at  least,  as  the  building  which  I  had  just  left — old  in 
age,  old  in  appearance,  with  the  usual  indifferent  pictures  or 
coloured  prints,  with  the  usual  decorated  altar,  but  otherwise 
simple  and  venerable.  There  was  no  service  going  on,  for  it 
was  a  week-day ;  a  few  old  men  and  women  only  were  silently 
saying  their  prayers.  On  Sundays  I  was  told  that  it  was  over- 
flowing. The  negro  morals  are  as  emancipated  in  Dominica 
as  in  the  rest  of  the  West  Indies.  Obeah  is  not  forgotten ; 
and  along  with  the  Catholic  religion  goes  on  an  active  beUef 
in  magic  and  witchcraft.  But  their  religion  is  not  necessarily 
a  sham  to  them ;  it  was  the  same  in  Europe  in  the  ages  of 
faith.    Even  in  enlightened  Protestant  countries  people  calling 
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themselves  Christians  beUeve  that  the  spirits  of  the  dead  can 
be  called  up  to  amuse  an  evening  party.  The  blacks  in  this 
respect  are  no  worse  than  their  white  kinsmen.  The  priests 
have  a  genuine  human  hold  upon  them ;  they  baptize  the 
children ;  they  commit  the  dead  to  the  cemetery  with  the 
promise  of  immortality;  they  are  personally  loved  and  re- 
spected ;  and  when  a  young  couple  marry,  as  they  seldom  but 
occasionally  do,  it  is  to  the  priest  that  they  apply  to  tie  them 
together. 

From  the  cathedral  I  wandered  through  the  streets  of 
Roseau ;  they  had  been  well  laid  out ;  the  streets  themselves, 
and  the  roads  leading  to  them  from  the  country,  had  been 
carefully  paved,  and  spoke  of  a  time  when  the  town  had  been 
full  of  life  and  vigour.  But  the'  grass  was  growing  between  the 
stones,  and  the  houses  generally  were  dilapidated  and  dirty. 
A  few  massive  stone  buildings  there  were,  on  which  time  and 
rain  had  made  no  impression ;  but  these  probably  were  all 
French — built  long  ago,  perhaps  in  the  days  of  Labat  and 
Madame  Ouvernard.  The  English  hand  had  struck  the  island 
with  paralysis.  The  British  flag  was  flying  over  the  fort,  but 
for  once  I  had  no  pride  in  looking  at  it.  The  fort  itself  was 
falling  to  pieces,  like  the  fort  at  Grenada.  The  stones  on  the 
slope  on  which  it  stands  had  run  with  the  blood  which  we 
spilt  in  the  winning  of  it.  Dominica  had  then  been  regarded 
as  the  choicest  jewel  in  the  necklace  of  the  Antilles.  For  the 
last  half-century  we  have  left  it  to  desolation,  as  a  child  leaves 
a  plaything  that  it  is  tired  of. 

In  Roseau,  as  in  most  other  towns,  the  most  interesting 
spot  is  the  market.  There  you  see  the  produce  of  the  soil  \ 
there  you  see  the  people  that  produce  it ;  and  you  see  them, 
not  on  show,  as  in  church  on  Sundays,  but  in  their  active 
working  condition.  The  market  place  at  Roseau  is  a  large 
square  court  close  to  the  sea,  well  paved,  surrounded  by  ware- 
houses, and  luxuriantly  shaded  by  large  overhanging  trees. 
Under  these  trees  were  hundreds  of  black  women,  young  and 
old,  with  their  fish  and  fowls,  and  fruit  and  bread,  their  yams 
and  sweet  potatoes,   their  oranges  and  limes  and  plantains. 
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They  had  walked  in  from  the  country  five  or  ten  miles  before 
sunrise  with  their  loaded  baskets  on  their  heads.  They  would 
walk  back  at  night  with  flour  or  salt  fish,  or  oil,  or  whatever 
they  happened  to  want.  I  did  not  see  a  single  sullen  face 
among  them.  Their  figures  were  unconscious  of  lacing,  and 
their  feet  of  the  monstrosities  which  we  call  shoes.  They 
moved  with  the  lightness  and  elasticity  of  leopards.  I  thought 
that  I  had  never  seen  in  any  drawing  room  in  London  so 
many  perfectly  graceful  forms.  They  could  not  mend  their 
faces,  but  even  in  some  of  these  there  was  a  swarthy  beauty. 
The  hair  was  hopeless,  and  they  knew  it,  but  they  turn  the 
defect  into  an  ornament  by  the  coloured  handkerchief  wiiich 
they  twist  about  their  heads,  leaving  the  ends  flowing.  They 
chattered  like  jackdaws  about  a  church  tower.  Two  or  three 
of  the  best  looking,  seeing  that  I  admired  them  a  little,  used 
their  eyes  and  made  some  laughing  remarks.  They  spoke  in 
their  French  patois^  clipping  off  the  first  and  last  syllables  of 
the  words.  I  but  half  understood  them,  and  could  not  return 
their  bits  of  wit.  I  can  only  say  that  if  their  habits  were  as 
loose  as  white  people  say  they  are,  I  did  not  see  a  single 
licentious  expression  either  in  face  or  manner.  They  seemed 
to  me  lighthearted,  merry,  innocent  young  women,  as  free 
from  any  thought  of  evil  as  the  peasant  girls  in  Brittany. 

Two  middle-aged  dames  were  in  a  state  of  violent  excite- 
ment about  some  subject  on  which  they  differed  in  opinion. 
A  ring  gathered  about  them,  and  they  declaimed  at  one 
another  with  fiery  volubility.  It  did  not  go  beyond  words ; 
but  both  were  natural  orators,  throwing  their  heads  back, 
waving  their  arms,  limbs  and  chest  quivering  with  emotion. 
There  was  no  personal  abuse,  or  disposition  to  claw  each  other. 
On  both  sides  it  was  a  rhetorical  outpouring  of  emotional 
argument.  One  of  them,  a  tall  pure  blood  negress,  black  as  if 
she  had  just  landed  from  Guinea,  began  at  last  to  get  the  best 
of  it.  Her  gesticulations  became  more  imposing.  She  shook 
her  finger.  Mandez  this,  she  said,  and  mandez  that,  till  she 
bore  her  antagonist  down  and  sent  her  flying.  The  audience 
then  melted  away,  and  I  left  the  conqueror  standing  alone 
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shooting  a  last  volley  at  the  retreating  enemy  and  making 
passionate  appeals  to  the  universe.  The  subject  of  the  dis- 
cussion was  a  curious  one.  It  was  on  the  merits  of  race.  The 
defeated  champion  had  a  taint  of  white  blood  in  her.  The 
black  woman  insisted  that  blacks  were  of  pure  breed,  and 
whites  were  of  pure  breed.  Mulattoes  were  mongrels,  not 
creatures  of  God  at  all,  but  creatures  of  human  wickedness. 
I  do  not  suppose  that  the  mulatto  was  convinced,  but  she 
accepted  her  defeat.  The  conqueror,  it  was  quite  clear,  was 
satisfied  that  she  had  the  best  of  the  discussion,  and  that  the 
hearers  were  of  the  same  opinion. 

From  the  market  I  stepped  back  upon  the  quay,  where  I 
had  the  luck  to  witness  a  novel  form  of  fishing,  the  most 
singular  I  have  ever  fallen  in  with.  I  have  mentioned  the 
herring-sized  white  fish  which  come  in  upon  the  shores  of  the 
island.  They  travel,  as  most  small  fish  do,  in  enormous  shoals, 
and  keep,  I  suppose,  in  the  shallow  waters  to  avoid  the  kingfish 
and  bonitos,  who  are  good  judges  in  their  way,  and  find  these 
small  creatures  exceptionally  excellent.  The  wooden  pier  ran 
out  perhaps  a  hundred  and  fifty  feet  into  the  sea.  It  was  a 
platform  standing  on  piles,  with  openings  in  several  places 
from  which  stairs  led  down  to  landing  stages.  The  depth  at 
the  extremity  was  about  five  fathoms.  There  is  little  or  no 
tide,  the  difference  between  high  water  and  low  being  not  more 
than  a  couple  of  feet.  Looking  down  the  staircases,  I  saw 
among  the  piles  in  the  brilliantly  clear  water  unnumbered  thou- 
sands of  the  fish  which  I  have  described.  The  fishermen  had 
carried  a  long  net  round  the  pier  from  shore  to  shore,  com- 
pletely inclosing  it.  The  fish  were  shut  in,  and  had  no  means 
of  escape  except  at  the  shore  end,  where  boys  were  busy 
driving  them  back  with  stones ;  but  how  the  net  was  to  be 
drawn  among  the  piles,  or  what  was  to  be  done  next,  I  was 
curious  to  learn.  I  was  not  left  long  to  conjecture.  A  circular 
bag  net  was  produced,  made  of  fine  strong  thread,  coloured  a 
light  green,  and  almost  invisible  in  the  sea.  When  it  was 
spread,  one  side  could  be  left  open  and  could  be  closed  at  will 
by  a  running  line  from  above.    This  net  was  let  carefully  down 
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between  the  piles,  and  was  immediately  swollen  out  by  the  cur- 
rent which  runs  along  the  coast  into  a  deep  bag.  Two  young 
blacks  then  dived ;  one  saw  them  swimming  about  under 
water  like  sharks,  hunting  the  fish  before  them  as  a  dog  would 
hunt  a  flock  of  sheep.  Their  companions,  who  were  watching 
from  the  platform,  waited  till  they  saw  as  many  driven  into  the 
purse  of  the  inner  net  as  they  could  trust  the  meshes  to  bear 
the  weight  of.  The  cord  was  then  drawn.  The  net  was 
closed.  Net  and  all  that  it  contained  were  hoisted  into  a  boat, 
carried  ashore  and  emptied.  The  net  itself  was  then  brought 
back  and  spread  again  for  a  fresh  haul.  In  this  way  I  saw  as 
many  fish  caught  as  would  have  filled  a  large  cart.  The  con- 
trivance, I  believe,  is  one  more  inheritance  from  the  Caribs, 
whom  Labat  describes  as  doing  something  of  a  similar  kind. 

Another  small  incident  happened  a  day  or  two  after,  which 
showed  the  capital  stuff  of  which  the  Dominican  boatmen  and 
fishermen  are  made.  They  build  their  own  vessels  large  and 
small,  and  sail  them  themselves,  not  afraid  of  the  wildest 
weather,  and  doing  the  local  trade  with  Martinique  and 
Guadaloupe.  Four  of  these  smacks,  cutter  rigged,  from  ten  to 
twenty  tons  burden,  I  had  seen  lying  at  anchor  one  evening 
with  an  American  schooner  under  the  gardens.  In  the  night, 
the  off-shore  wind  rose  into  one  of  those  short  violent  tropical 
storms  which  if  they  lasted  longer  would  be  called  hurricanes, 
but  in  these  winter  months  are  soon  over.  It  came  on  at  mid- 
night, and  lasted  for  two  hours.  The  noise  woke  me,  for  the 
house  shook,  and  the  roar  was  like  Niagara.  It  was  too  dark, 
however,  to  see  anything.  The  tempest  died  away  at  last,  and  I 
slept  till  daybreak.  My  first  thought  on  waking  was  for  the 
smacks  and  the  schooner  Had  they  sunk  at  their  moorings  ? 
Had  they  broken  loose,  or  what  had  become  of  them  ?  I  got  up 
and  went  down  to  the  cliff  to  see.  The  damage  to  the  trees  had 
been  less  than  I  expected.  A  few  torn  branches  lay  on  the  lawn 
and  the  leaves  were  cast  about,  but  the  anchorage  was  empty. 
Every  vessel  of  every  sort  and  size  was  gone.  There  was  still 
a  moderate  gale  blowing.  As  the  wind  was  off-shore  the  sea  was 
tolerably  smooth  for  a  mile  or  two,  but  outside  the  waves  were 
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breaking  violently,  and  the  foam  scuds  were  whirling  off  their 
crests.  The  schooner  was  about  four  miles  off,  beating  back 
under  storm  canvas,  making  good  weather  of  it  and  promising 
in  a  tack  or  two  to  recover  the  moorings.  The  smacks,  being 
less  powerful  vessels,  had  been  driven  farther  out  to  sea. 
Three  of  them  I  saw  labouring  heavily  in  the  offing.  The 
fourth  I  thought  at  first  had  disappeared  altogether,  but  finally 
I  made  out  a  white  speck  on  the  horizon  which  I  supposed  to 
be  the  missing  cutter.  •  One  of  the  first  three  presently 
dropped  away  to  leeward,  and  I  lost  sight  of  her.  The  rest 
made  their  way  back  in  good  time.  Towards  the  afternoon 
when  the  wind  had  gone  down  the  two  that  remained  came  in 
after  them,  and  before  night  they  were  all  in  their  places  again. 

The  gale  had  struck  them  at  about  midnight.  Their  cables 
had  parted,  and  they  had  been  blown  away  to  sea.  The  crews 
of  the  schooner  and  of  three  of  the  cutters  were  all  on  board. 
They  got  their  vessels  under  command,  and  had  been  in  no 
serious  danger.  In  the  fourth  there  was  no  one  but  a  small 
black  boy  of  the  island.  He  had  been  asleep,  and  woke  to  find 
himself  driving  before  the  wind.  In  an  hour  or  two  he  would 
have  been  beyond  the  shelter  of  the  land,  and  in  the  high  seas 
which  were  then  running  must  have  been  inevitably  swamped. 
The  little  fellow  contrived  in  the  darkness — no  one  could  tell 
how— to  set  a  scrap  of  his  mainsail,  get  his  staysail  up,  and  in 
this  condition  to  lie  head  to  the  wind.  So  handled,  small  cut- 
ters, if  they  have  a  deck  over  them,  can  ride  out  an  ordinary 
gale  in  tolerable  security.  They  drift,  of  course ;  in  a  hurri- 
cane the  only  safety  is  in  yielding  to  it ;  but  they  make  fair 
resistance,  and  the  speed  is  checked.  The  most  practical 
seaman  could  have  done  no  better  than  this  boy.  He  had  to 
wait  for  help  in  the  morning.  He  was  not  strong  enough  to 
set  his  canvas  properly,  and  work  his  boat  home.  He  would 
have  been  driven  out  at  last,  and  as  he  had  neither  food  nor 
water  would  have  been  starved  had  he  escaped  drowning.  But 
his  three  consorts  saw  him.  They  knew  how  it  was,  and  one 
of  them  went  back  to  his  assistance. 

I  have  known  the  fishing  boys  of  the  English  Channel  all 
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my  life ;  they  are  generally  skilful,  ready,  and  daring  beyond 
their  years ;  but  I  never  knew  one  lad  not  more  than  thirteen 
or  fourteen  years  old  who,  if  woke  out  of  his  sleep  by  a  hurri- 
cane in  a  dark  night  and  alone,  would  have  understood  so  well 
what  to  do,  or  have  it  done  so  effectually.  There  are  plenty 
more  of  such  black  boys  in  Dominica,  and  they  deserve  a 
better  fate  than  to  be  sent  drifting  before  constitutional 
whirlwinds  back  into  barbarism,  because  we,  on  whom  their 
fate  depends,  are  too  ignorant  or  too  careless  to  provide  them 
with  a  tolerable  government. 

The  kind  Captain  Churchill,  finding  himself  tied  to  his 
chair,  and  wishing  to  give  me  every  assistance  towards  seeing 
the  island,  had  invited  a  Creole  gentleman  from  the  other  side 

of  it  to  stay  a  few  days  with  us.     Mr.  F ,  a  man  about 

thirty,  was  one  of  the  few  survivors  from  among  the  planters ; 
he  had  never  been  out  of  the  West  Indies,  but  was  a  man  of 
honesty  and  intelligence,  could  use  his  eyes,  and  form  sound 
judgments  on  subjects  which  immediately  concerned  him.  I 
had  studied  Roseau  for  myself.  With  Mr.  F for  a  com- 
panion, I  made  acquaintance  with  the  environs.  We  started 
for  our  walks  at  daybreak,  in  the  cool  of  the  morning.  We 
climbed  cliffs,  we  rambled  on  the  rich  levels  about  the  river, 
once  amply  cultivated,  and  even  now  the  soil  is  luxuriant  in 
neglect ;  a  few  canefields  still  survive,  but  most  of  them  are 
turned  to  other  uses,  and  you  pass  wherever  you  go  the  ruins 
of  old  mills,  the  massive  foundations  of  ancient  warehouses, 
huge  hewn  stones  built  and  mortared  well  together,  telling  what 
once  had  been ;  the  mango  trees,  which  the  owners  had 
planted,  waving  green  over  the  wrecks  of  their  forgotten  in- 
dustry. Such  industry  as  is  now  to  be  found  is,  as  elsewhere 
in  general,  the  industry  of  the  black  peasantry.  It  is  the  same 
as  in  Grenada :  the  whites,  or  the  English  part  of  them,  have 
lost  heart,  and  cease  to  struggle  against  the  stream.  A  state 
of  things  more  helplessly  provoking  was  never  seen.  Skill  and 
capital  and  labour  have  only  to  be  brought  to  bear  together, 
and  the  land  might  be  a  Garden  of  Eden.  All  precious  fruits, 
and  precious  spices,  and  gums,  and  plants  of  rarest  medicinal 
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virtues  will  spring  and  grow  and  flourish  for  the  asking.  The 
limes  are  as  large  as  lemons,  and  in  the  markets  of  the  United 
States  are  considered  the  best  in  the  world. 

As  to  natural  beauty,  the  West  Indian  Islands  are  like 
Scott's  novels,  where  we  admire  most  the  one  which  we  have 
read  the  last.     But  Dominica  bears  the  palm  away  from  all  of 

them.    One  morning  Mr.  F took  me  a  walk  up  the  Roseau 

river,  an  ample  stream  even  in  what  is  called  the  dry  season, 
with  deep  pools  full  of  eels  and  mullet.  We  entered  among 
the  hills  which  were  rising  steep  above  us.  The  valley  grew 
deeper,  or  rather  there  were  a  series  of  valleys,  gorges  dense 
with  forest,  which  had  been  torn  out  by  the  cataracts.  The 
path  was  Hke  the  mule  tracts  of  the  Alps,  cut  in  other  days 
along  the  sides  of  the  precipices  with  remnants  of  old  conduits 
which  suppUed  water  to  the  mills  below.  Rich  odorous 
acacias  bent  over  us.  The  flowers,  the  trees,  the  birds,  the 
insects,  were  a  maze  of  perfume  and  loveliness.  Occasionally 
some  valley  opposite  the  sun  would  be  spanned  by  a  rainbow 
as  the  rays  shone  through  a  morning  shower  out  of  the  blue 
sky.  We  wandered  on  and  on,  wading  through  tributary 
brooks,  stopping  every  minute  to  examine  some  new  fern  or 
plant,  peasant  women  and  children  meeting  us  at  intervals  on 
their  way  into  the  town.  There  were  trees  to  take  shelter 
under  when  indispensable,  which  even  the  rain  of  Dominica 
could  not  penetrate.  The  levels  at  the  bottom  of  the  valleys 
and  the  lower  slopes,  where  the  soil  was  favourable,  were  care- 
lessly planted  with  limes  which  were  in  full  bearing.  Small 
black  boys  and  girls  went  about  under  the  trees,  gathering  the 
large  lemon-shaped  fruit  which  lay  on  the  ground  thick  as 
apples  in  a  West  of  England  orchard.  Here  was  all  this 
profusion  of  nature,  lavish  beyond  example,  and  the  enter- 
prising youth  of  England  were  neglecting  a  colony  which  might 
yield  them  wealth  beyond  the  treasures  of  the  old  sugar 
planters,  going  to  Florida,  to  Texas,  to  South  America,  taking 
their  energy  and  their  capital  to  the  land  of  the  foreigner, 
leaving  Dominica,  which  might  be  the  garden  of  the  world,  a 
precious  emerald  set  in  the  ring  of  their  own  Antilles,  enriched 
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by  the  sacred  memories  of  glorious  English  achievements,  as 
if  such  a  place  had  no  existence.  Dominica  would  surrender 
herself  to-morrow  with  a  light  heart  to  Fiance,  to  America,  to 
any  country  which  would  accept  the  charge  of  her  destinies. 
Why  should  she  care  any  more  for  England,  which  has  so 
little  care  for  her?  Beauties  conscious  of  their  charms  do 
not  like  to  be  so  thrown  aside.  There  is  no  dislike  to  us 
among  the  blacks  ;  they  are  indiiTerent,  but  even  their  indiffer- 
ence would  be  changed  into  loyalty  if  we  made  the  slightest 
effort  to  recover  it.  The  poor  black  was  a  faithful  servant  as 
long  as  he  was  a  slave.  As  a  freeman  he  is  conscious  of  his 
inferiority  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  and  would  attach  him- 
self to  a  rational  white  employer  with  at  least  as  much  fidelity 
as  a  spaniel.  Like  the  spaniel,  too,  if  he  is  denied  the  chance 
of  developing  under  guidance  the  better  qualities  which  are  in 
him,  he  will  drift  back  into  a  mangy  cur. 

In  no  country  ought  a  government  to  exist  for  which 
respect  is  impossible,  and  English  rule  as  it  exists  in  Dominica 
is  a  subject  fot  a  comedy.  The  Governor-Gerteral  of  the 
Leeward  Islands  resides  in  Antigua,  and  in  theory  ought  to  go 
on  progress  and  visit  in  turn  his  subordinate  dominions.  His 
visits  are  rare  as  those  of  angels.  The  eminent  person,  who 
at  present  holds  that  high  office,  has  been  once  in  Nevis ;  and 
thrice  in  Dominica,  but  only  for  the  briefest  stay  there. 
Perhaps  he  has  held  aloof  in  consequence  of  an  adventure 
which  befell  a  visiting  governor  some  time  ago  on  one  of  these 
occasions.  When  there  is  a  constitution  there  is  an  opposition. 
If  there  are  no  grievances  the  opposition  manufacture  them, 
and  the  inhabitants  of  Roseau  were  persuaded  that  they  were 
an  oppressed  people  and  required  fuller  liberties.  I  was 
informed  that  His  Excellency  had  no  sooner  landed  and  taken 
possession  of  the  Government  House,  than  a  mob  of  men  and 
women  gzlthered  in  the  market  place  under  the  leadership  of 
their  elected  representative.  The  girls  that  I  had  admired  very 
likely  made  a  part  of  it.  They  swarmed  up  into  the  gardens," 
they  demonstrated  under  the  windows,  laughing,  shouting,  and' 
petitioning.     His  Excellency  first  barricaded  the  doors,  thed 
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opened  them  and  tried  a  speech,  telling  the  dear  creatures  how 
much  he  loved  and  respected  them.  Probably  they  did  not 
understand  him,  as  few  of  them  speak  English.  Producing  no 
effect,  he  retreated  again,  barred  the  door  once  more,  slipped 
out  at  a  back  entrance  down  a  lane  to  the  port,  took  refuge  on 
board  his  steamer,  and  disappeared.  So  the  story  was  told 
me — not  by  the  administrator,  who  was  not  a  man  to  turn 
English  authority  into  ridicule — but  by  some  one  on  the  spot, 
who  repeated  the  current  report  of  the  adventure.  It  may  be 
exaggerated  in  some  features,  but  it  represents,  at  any  rate, 
the  feeling  of  the  place  towards  the  head  representative  of  the 
existing  government. 

I  will  mention  another  incident,  said  to  have  occurred  still 
more  recently  to  one  of  these  great  persons,  very  like  what 
befell  Sancho  Panza  in  Barataria.  This,  too,  may  have  been 
wickedly  turned,  but  it  was  the  subject  of  general  talk  and 
general  amusement  on  board  the  steamers  which  make  the 
round  of  the  Antilles.  Universal  belief  is  a  fact  of  its  kind, 
and  though  it  tends  to  shape  itself  in  dramatic  form  more 
completely  than  the  facts  justify,  there  is  usually  some  truth 
at  the  bottom  of  it.  The  telegrams  to  the  West  Indies  pass 
through  New  York,  and  often  pick  up  something  on  the  way. 
A  warning  message  reached  a  certain  colony  that  a  Yankee- 
Irish  schooner  with  a  Fenian  crew  was  coming  down  to  annex 
the  island,  or  at  least  to  kidnap  the  governor.  This  distin- 
guished gentleman  ought  perhaps  to  have  suspected  that  a 
joke  was  being  played  upon  his  fears ;  but  he  was  a  landlord. 
A  governor-general  had  been  threatened  seriously  in  Canada, 
why  not  he  in  the  Antilles  ?  He  was  as  much  agitated  as 
Sancho  himself.  All  these  islands  were  and  are  entirely  un- 
defended save  by  a  police  which  cannot  be  depended  on  to 
resist  a  serious  invasion.  They  were  called  out.  Rumour 
said  that  in  half  the  rifles  the  cartridges  were  found  afterwards 
inverted.  The  next  day  dispelled  the  alarm.  The  schooner 
was  the  creation  of  some  Irish  telegraph  clerk,  and  the  scare 
ended  in  laughter.  But  under  the  jest  lies  the  wretched 
certainty  that  the  Antilles  have  no  protection  except  in  their 
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own  population,  and  so  little  to  thank  England  for  that 
scarcely  one  of  the  inhabitants,  except  the  officials,  would  lift 
a  finger  to  save  the  connection. 

Once  more,  I  tell  these  stories  not  as  if  they  were  authenti- 
cated facts,  but  as  evidence  of  the  scornful  feeling  towards 
English  authority.  The  current  belief  in  them  is  a  fact  of  a 
kind  and  a  very  serious  one. 

The  confederation  of  the  Leeward  Islands  may  have  been  a 
convenience  to  the  Colonial  Office,  and  may  have  allowed  a 
slight  diminution  in  the  cost  of  administration.  The  whole 
West  Indies  might  be  placed  under  a  single  governor  with  only 
good  results  if  he  were  a  real  one  like  the  Governor-General  at 
Calcutta.  But  each  single  island  has  lost  from  the  change,  so 
far,  more  than  it  has  gained.  Each  ship  of  war  has  a  captain 
of  its  own  and  officers  of  its  own  trained  specially  for  the 
service.  If  the  Antilles  are  ever  to  thrive,  each  of  them  also 
should  have  some  trained  and  skilful  man  at  its  head,  unem- 
barrassed by  local  elected  assemblies.  The  whites  have  become 
so  weak  that  they  would  welcome  the  abolition  of  such  assem- 
blies. The  blacks  do  not  care  for  politics,  and  would  be 
pleased  to  see  them  swept  away  to-morrow  if  they  were 
governed  wisely  and  fairly.  Of  course,  in  that  case  it  would  be 
necessary  to  appoint  governors  who  would  command  confidence 
and  respect.  But  let  governors  be  sent  who  would  be  governors 
indeed,  like  those  who  administer  the  Indian  presidencies,  and 
the  white  residents  would  gather  heart  again,  and  English  and 
American  capitalists  would  bring  their  money  and  their  enter- 
prise, and  the  blafcks  would  grow  upwards  instead  of  down- 
wards. Let  us  persist  in  the  other  line,  let  us  use  the  West 
Indian  governments  as  asylums  for  average  worthy  persons 
who  have  to  be  provided  for,  and  force  on  them  black  parlia- 
mentary institutionsias  a  remedy  for  such  persons'  inefficiency, 
and  these  beautiful  countries  will  become  like  Hayti,  with 
Obeah  triumphant,  and  children  offered  to  the  devil  and  salted 
and  eaten,  till  the  conscience  of  mankind  wakes  again  and  the 
Americans  sweep  them  all  away. 

I  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  what  can  really  be  done  in 
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Dominica  by  an  English  gentleman  who  has  gone  the  right  way 
to  work  there.  Dr.  Nicholls  came  out  a  few  years  ago  to 
Roseau  as  a  medical  officer.  He  was  described  to  me  as  a  man 
not  only  of  high  professional  skill,  but  with  considerable 
scientific  attainments.  Either  by  purchase  or  legacy  (I  think 
the  latter)  he  had  become  possessed  of  a  small  estate  on  a  hill- 
side a  mile  or  two  from  the  town.  He  had  built  a  house  upon 
it.  He  was  cultivating  the  soil  on  scientific  principles,  and  had 
politely  sent  me  an  invitation  to  call  on  him  and  see  what  he 
was  about.  I  was  delighted  to  avail  myself  of  such  an  oppor- 
tunity. 

I  do  not  know  the  exact  extent  of  the  property  which  was 
under  cultivation ;  perhaps  it  was  twenty-five  or  thirty  acres. 
The  chief  part  of  it  was  planted  with  lime  trees,  the  limes  which 
I  saw  growing  being  as  large  as  moderate-sized  lemons  ;  most 
of  the  rest  was  covered  with  Liberian  coffee,  which  does  not 
object  to  the  moist  climate,  and  was  growing  with  profuse 
luxuriance.  Each  tree,  each  plant  had  been  personally  at- 
tended to,  pruned  when  it  needed  pruning,  supported  by  bam- 
boos if  it  was  overgrowing  its  strength,  while  the  ground  about 
the  house  was  consecrated  to  botanical  experiments,  and 
specimens  were  to  be  seen  there  of  every  tropical  flower,  shrub, 
or  tree,  which  was  either  remarkable  for  its  beauty  or  valuable 
for  its  chemical  properties.  His  limes  and  coffee  went  princi- 
pally to  New  York,  where  they  had  won  a  reputation,  and  were 
in  special  demand  ;  but  ingenuity  tries  other  tracks  besides  the 
beaten  one.  Dr.  Nicholls  had  a  manufactory  of  citric  acid 
which  had  been  found  equally  excellent  in  Europe.  Every^ 
thing  which  he  produced  was  turning  to  gold,  except  donkeys, 
seven  or  eight  of  which  were  feeding  under  his  windows,  and 
which  multiplied  so  fast  that  he  could  not  tell  what  to  do  with 
them. 

Industries  so  various  and  so  active  required  labour,  and  I 
saw  many  of  the  blacks  at  work  on  the  grounds.  In  apparent 
contradiction  to  the  general  West  Indian  experience,  he  told  me 
that  he  had  never  found  a  difficulty  about  it.  He  paid  them 
fair  wages,  and  paid  them  regularly  without  the  overseer's  fines 

10 


146  THE  ENGLISH  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES 

and  drawbacks.  He  knew  one  from  the  other  personally 
could  call  each  by  his  name,  remembered  where  he  came  from, 
where  he  lived,  and  how,  and  could  joke  with  him  about  his 
wife  or  mistress.  They  in  consequence  clung  to  him  with  an 
innocent  affection,  stayed  with  him  all  the  week  without  asking 
for  holidays,  and  worked  with  interest  and  goodwill.  Four 
years  only  had  elapsed  since  Dr.  Nicholls  commenced  his 
undertakings,  and  he  already  saw  his  way  to  clearing  a  thousand 
pounds  a  year  on  that  one  small  patch  of  acres.  I  may 
mention  that,  being  the  only  man  in  the  island  of  really  superior 
attainments,  he  had  tried  in  vain  to  win  one  of  the  seats  in  the 
elective  part  of  the  legislature. 

There  was  nothing  particularly  favourable  in  the  situation  of 
his  land.  All  parts  of  Dominica  would  respond  as  willingly  to 
similar  treatment.  What  could  be  the  reason,  Dr.  Nicholls 
asked  me,  why  young  Englishmen  went  planting  to  so  many 
other  countries,  went  even  to  Ceylon  and  Borneo,  while  com- 
paratively at  their  own  doors,  within  a  fortnight's  sail  of  Ply- 
mouth, there  was  this  island  immeasurably  more  fertile  than 
either  ?  The  explanation,  I  suppose,  is  the  misgiving  that  the 
West  Indies  are  consigned  by  the  tendencies  of  English  policy 
to  the  black  population,  and  that  a  local  government  created 
by  representatives  of  the  negro  vote  would  make  a  residence 
there  for  an  energetic  and  self-respecting  European  less  toler- 
able than  in  any  other  part  of  the  globe.  The  republic  of 
Hayti  not  only  excludes  a  white  man  from  any  share  of  the 
administration,  but  forbids  his  acquisition  or  possession  of  real 
property  in  any  form.  Far  short  of  such  extreme  provisions, 
the  most  prosperous  industry  might  be  blighted  by  taxation. 
Self-government  is  a  beautiful  subject  for  oratorical  declama- 
tion. If  the  fact  corresponded  to  the  theory  and  if  the  pos- 
session of  a  vote  produced  the  elevating  effects  upon  the 
character  which  are  so  noisily  insisted  upon,  it  would  be  the 
welcome  panacea  for  political  and  social  disorder.  Unfortu- 
nately the  fact  does  not  correspond  to  the  theory.  The 
possession  of  a  vote  never  improved  the  character  of  any 
human  being  and  never  will. 
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There  are  many  islands  in  the  West  Indies,  and  an  experi- 
ment might  be  ventured  without  any  serious  risk.  Let  the 
suffrage  principle  be  applied  in  its  fullness  where  the  condition 
of  the  people  seems  best  to  promise  success.  In  some  one  of 
them — Dominica  would  do  as  well  as  any  other — let  a  man  of 
ability  and  character  with  an  ambition  to  distinguish  himself  be 
sent  to  govern  with  a  free  hand.  Let  him  choose  his  own 
advisers,  let  him  be  untrammelled,  unless  he  falls  into  fatal  and 
inexcusable  errors,  with  interference  from  home.  Let  him 
have  time  to  carry  out  any  plans  which  he  may  form,  without 
fear  of  recall  at  the  end  of  the  normal  period.  After  ten  or 
fifteen  years,  let  the  results  of  the  two  systems  be  compared 
side  by  side.  I  imagine  the  objection  to  such  a  trial  would  be 
the  same  which  was  once  made  in  my  hearing  by  an  Irish 
friend  of  mine,  who  was  urging  on  an  English  statesman  the 
conversion  of  Ireland  into  a  Crown  colony.  *  You  dare  not 
try  it,'  he  said,  'for  if  you  did,  in  twenty  years  we  would  be  the 
most  prosperous  island  of  the  two,  and  you  would  be  wanting 
to  follow  our  example.' 

We  had  exhausted  the  neighbourhood  of  Roseau.  After  a 
few  days  Captain  C.  was  again  able  to  ride,  and  we  could 
undertake  more  extended  expeditions.  He  provided  me  with 
a  horse  or  pony  or  something  between  both,  a  creature  that 
would  climb  a  stone  staircase  at  an  angle  of  forty-five,  or  slide 
down  a  clay  slope  soaked  by  a  tropical  shower,  with  the  same 
indifference  with  which  it  would  canter  along  a  meadow.  In 
the  slave  times  cultivation  had  been  carried  up  into  the 
mountains.  There  were  the  old  tracks  through  the  forest 
engineered  along  the  edges  of  precipices,  torrents  roaring  far 
down  below,  and  tall  green  tiees  standing  in  hollows  under- 
neath, whose  top  branches  were  on  a  level  with  our  eyes.  We 
had  to  ride  with  mackintosh  and  umbrella,  prepared  at  any 
moment  to  have  the  floods  descend  upon  us.  The  best  costume 
would  be  none  at  all.  While  the  sun  is  above  the  horizon  the 
island  seems  to  lie  under  the  arches  of  perpetual  rainbows. 
One  gets  wet  and  one  dries  again,  and  one  is  none  the  worse 
for  the  adventure.     I  had  heard  that  it  was  dangerous.     It  did 
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no  harm  to  me.  A  very  particular  object  was  to  reach  the  crest 
of  the  mountain  ridge  which  divides  Dominica  down  the 
middle.  We  saw  the  peaks  high  above  us,  but  it  was  useless  to 
try  the  ascent  if  one  could  see  nothing  when  one  arrived,  and 
mists  and  clouds  hung  about  so  persistently  that  we  had  to  put 
off  our  expedition  day  after  day. 

A  tolerable  morning  came  at  last.  We  started  early.  A 
faithful  black  youth  ran  alongside  of  the  horses  to  pick  us  up 
if  we  fell,  and  to  carry  the  indispensable  luncheon  basket. 
We  rode  through  the  town,  over  the  bridge  and  by  the  foot 
of  Dr.  Nicholls's  plantations.  We  passed  through  lime  and 
banana  gardens  rising  slowly  along  the  side  of  a  glen  above 
the  river.  The  road  had  been  made  by  the  French  long  ago, 
and  went  right  across  the  island.  It  had  once  been  carefully 
paved,  but  wet  and  neglect  had  loosened  the  stones  and 
tumbled  them  out  of  their  places.  Trees  had  driven  their 
roots  through  the  middle  of  the  track.  Mountain  streams  had 
taken  advantage  of  convenient  cuttings  and  scooped  them  into 
waterways.  The  road  comniissioner  on  the  official  staff  seemed 
a  merely  ornamental  functionary.  We  could  only  travel  at  a 
foot  pace  and  in  single  file.  Happily  our  horses  were  used  to 
it.  Along  this  road  in  1805  Sir  George  Prevost  retreated  with 
the  English  garrison  of  Roseau,  when  attacked  in  force  from 
Martinique ;  saved  his  men  and  saved  the  other  part  of  the 
island  till  relief  came  and  the  invaders  were  driven  out  again. 
That  was  the  last  of  the  fighting,  and  we  have  been  left  since 
in  undisturbed  possession.  Dominica  was  then  sacred  as  the 
scene  of  Rodney's  glories.  Now  I  suppose,  if  the  French 
came  again,  we  should  calculate  the  mercantile  value  of  the 
place  to  us,  and  having  found  it  to  be  nothing  at  all,  might 
conclude  that  it  would  be  better  to  let  them  keep  it. 

We  went  up  and  up,  winding  round  projecting  spurs  of 
mountain,  here  and  there  coming  on  plateaus  where  pioneering 
blacks  were  clearing  patches  of  forest  for  their  yams  and  coffee. 
We  skirted  the  edge  of  a  valley  several  miles  across,  on  the 
far  side  of  which  we  saw  the  steaming  of  the  sulphur  springs, 
and  beyond  and  above  it  a  mountain  peak  four  thousand  feet 
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high  and  clothed  with  timber  to  the  summit.  In  most  countries 
the  vegetation  grows  thin  as  you  rise  into  the  higher  altitudes. 
Here  the  bush  only  seems  to  grow  denser,  the  trees  grander 
and  more  self-asserting,  the  orchids  and  parasites  on  the 
boughs  more  variously  brilliant.  There  were  tree  ferns  less 
splendid  than  those  in  New  Zealand  and  Australia,  but  larger 
than  any  one  can  see  in  English  hothouses,  wild  oranges  bend- 
ing under  the  weight  of  ripe  fruit  which  was  glowing  on  their 
branches,  wild  pines,  wild  begonias  scattered  along  the  banks, 
and  a  singularly  brilliant  plant  which  they  call  the  wild  plan- 
tain, but  it  is  not  a  plantain  at  all,  with  large  broad  pointed 
leaves  radiating  out  from  a  centre  like  an  aloe's,  and  a  crimson 
flower  stem  rising  up  straight  in  the  middle.  It  was  startling 
to  see  such  insolent  beauty  displaying  itself  indifferently  in  the 
heart  of  the  wilderness  with  no  human  eye  to  look  at  it  unless 
of  some  passing  black  or  wandering  Carib. 

The  track  had  been  carried  across  hot  streams  fresh  from 
boiling  springs,  and  along  the  edge  of  chasms  where  there  was 
scarcely  foothold  for  the  horses.  At  length  we  found  ourselves 
on  what  was  apparently  the  highest  point  of  the  pass.  We 
could  not  see  where  we  were  for  the  trees  and  bushes  which 
surrounded  us,  but  the  path  began  to  descend  on  the  other 
side.  Near  the  summit  was  a  lake  formed  in  an  old  volcanic 
crater  which  we  had  come  specially  to  look  at.  We  descended 
a  few  hundred  feet  into  a  hollow  among  the  hills  where  the 
lake  was  said  to  be.  Where  was  it,  then  ?  I  asked  the  guide, 
for  I  could  discover  nothing  that  suggested  a  lake  or  anything 
like  one.  He  pointed  into  the  bush  where  it  was  thicker  with 
tropical  undergrowth  than  a  wheatfield  with  ears  of  corn.  If 
I  cared  to  creep  below  the  branches  for  two  hundred  yards  at 
the  risk  of  meeting  snakes,  scorpions,  and  other  such  charming 
creatures,  I  should  find  myself  on  the  water's  edge. 

To  ride  up  a  mountain  three  thousand  feet  high,  to  be  near 
a  wonder  which  I  could  not  see  after  all,  was  not  what  I  had 
proposed  to  myself.  There  was  a  traveller's  rest  at  the  point 
where  we  halted,  a  cool  damp  grotto  carved  into  the  sand- 
stone.    We  picketed  our  horses,  cutting  leafy  boughs  off  the 
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trees  for  them,  and  making  cushions  for  ourselves  out  of  the 
ferns.  We  were  told  that  if  we  walked  on  for  half  a  mile  we 
should  see  the  other  side  of  the  island,  and  if  we  were  lucky 
we  might  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  lake.  Meanwhile  clouds 
rolled  down  off  the  mountains,  filled  the  hollow  where  we 
stood,  and  so  wrapped  us  in  mist,  that  the  question  seemed 
rather  how  we  were  to  return  than  whether  we  should  venture 
farther. 

While  we  were  considering  what,  to  do,  we  heard  steps 
approaching  through  the  fog,  and  a  party  of  blacks  came  up 
on  their  way  to  Roseau  with  a  sick  companion  whom  they 
were  carrying  in  a  pa-lanquin.  We  were  eating  our  luncheon 
in  the  grotto,  and  they  stopped  to  talk  to  our  guide  and  stare 
at  us.  Two  of  them,  a  lad  and  a  girl,  came  up  closer  to  me 
than  good  manners  would  have  allowed  if  they  had  possessed 
such  things ;  the  *  I  am  as  good  as  you,  and  you  will  be  good 
enough  to  know  it,'  sort  of  tone  which  belongs  to  these  demo- 
cratic days  showing  itself  rather  notably  in  the  rising  generation 
in  parts  of  these  islands.  I  defended  myself  with  producing  a 
sketch  book  and  proceeding  to  take  their  likenesses,  on  which 
they  fled  precipitately. 

Our  sandwiches  finished,  we  were  pensively  consuming  our 
cigars,  I  speculating  on  Sir  George  Prevost  and  his  party  of 
redcoats  who  must  have  bivouacked  on  that  very  spot,  when 
the  clouds  broke  and  the  sun  came  out.  The  interval  was 
likely  to  be  a  short  one,  so  we  hurried  to  our  feet,  walked 
rapidly  on,  and  at  a  turn  of  the  path  where  a  hurricane  had 
torn  a  passage  through  the  trees,  we  caught  a  sight  of  our  lake 
as  we  had  been  told  that  perhaps  we  might  do.  It  lay  a  couple 
of  hundred  feet  beneath  us  deep  and  still,  winding  away  round 
a  promontory  under  the  crags  and  woods  of  the  opposite  hills  : 
they  call  it  a  crater,  and  I  suppose  it  may  have  been  one,  for 
the  whole  island  shows  traces  of  violent  volcanic  disturbance, 
but  in  general  a  crater  is  a  bowl,  and  this  was  like  a  reach  of 
a  river,  which  lost  itself  before  one  could  see  where  it  ended. 
They  told  us  that  in  old  times,  when  troops  were  in  the  fort, 
and  the  white  men  of  the  island  went  about  and  enjoyed 
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themselves,  there  were  boats  on  this  lake,  and  parties  came  up 
and  fished  there.  Now  it  was  Hke  the  pool  in  the  gardens  of 
the  palace  of  the  sleeping  princess,  guarded  by  impenetrable 
thickets,  and  whether  there  are  fish  there,  or  enchanted 
princesses,  or  the  huts  of  some  tribe  of  Caribs,  hiding  in 
those  fastnesses  from  negroes  whom  they  hate,  or  from  white 
men  whom  they  do  not  love,  no  one  knows  or  cares  to  know. 
I  made  a  hurried  pencil  sketch,  and  we  went  on. 

A  Httle  farther  and  we  were  out  of  the  bush,  at  a  rocky 
terrace  on  the  rim  of  the  great  valley  which  carries  the  rainfall 
on  the  eastern  side  of  the  mountains  down  into  the  Atlantic. 
We  were  3,000  feet  above  the  sea.  Far  away  the  ocean 
stretched  out  before  us,  the  horizon  line  where  sky  met  water 
so  far  distant  that  both  had  melted  into  mist  at  the  point 
where  they  touched.  Mount  Diablot,  where  Labat  spent  a 
night  catching  the  devil  birds,  soared  up  on  our  left  hand.  Be- 
low, above,  around  us,  it  was  forest  everywhere ;  forest,  and 
only  forest,  a  land  fertile  as  Adam's  paradise,  still  waiting  for 
the  day  when  *  the  barren  woman  shall  bear  children.'  Of 
course  it  was  beautiful,  if  that  be  of  any  consequence — moun- 
tain peaks  and  crags  and  falling  waters,  and  the  dark  green  of 
the  trees  in  the  foreground,  dissolving  from  tint  to  tint  to  grey, 
violet,  and  blue  in  the  far-off  distance.  Even  at  the  height '' 
where  we' stood,  the  temperature  must  have  been  70°.  But 
the  steaming  damp  of  the  woods  was  gone,  the  air  was  clear 
and  exhilarating  as  champagne.  What  a  land !  And  what 
were  we  doing  with  it  ?  This  fair  inheritance,  won  by  English 
hearts  and  hands  for  the  use  of  the  working  men  of  England, 
and  the  English  working  men  lying  squalid  in  the  grimy  alleys 
of  crowded  towns,  and  the  inheritance  turned  into  a  wilder- 
ness. Visions  began  to  rise  of  what  might  be,  but  visions 
which  were  taken  from  me  before  they  could  shape  themselves. 
The  curtain  of  vapour  fell  down  over  us  again,  and  all  was 
gone,  and  of  that  glorious  picture  nothing  was  left  but  our  own 
two  selves  and  the  few  yards  of  red  rock  and  soil  on  which  we 
were  standing. 

There  was  no  need  for  haste  now.      We  returned  slowly  to' 
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our  horses,  and  our  horses  carried  us  home  by  the  way  that 
we  had  come.  Captain  C.  went  carelessly  in  front  through 
the  fog,  over  boulders  and  watercourses  and  roots  of  fallen 
trees.  I  followed  as  I  could,  expecting  every  moment  to  find 
myself  flying  over  my  horse's  head;  stumbling,  plunging, 
sliding,  but  getting  through  with  it  somehow.  The  creature 
had  never  seen  me  before,  but  was  as  careful  of  my  safety  as 
if  I  had  been  an  old  acquaintance  and  friend.  Only  one  mis- 
adventure befell  me,  if  misadventure  it  may  be  called.  Shaken, 
and  damp  with  heat,  I  was  riding  under  a  wild  orange  tree, 
the  fruit  within  reach  of  my  hand.  I  picked  an  orange  and 
plunged  my  teeth  into  the  skin,  and  I  had  to  remember  my 
rashness  for  days.  The  oil  in  the  rind,  pungent  as  aromatic 
salts,  rushed  on  my  palate,  and  spurted  on  my  face  and  eyes. 
The  smart  for  the  moment  half  blinded  me.  I  bethought  me, 
however,  that  oranges  with  such  a  flavour  would  be  worth 
something,  and  a  box  of  them  which  was  sent  home  for  me 
was  converted  into  marmalade  with  a  finer  flavour  than  ever 
came  from  Seville. 

What  more  can  I  say  of  Dominica  ?  I  stayed  with  the 
hospitable  C.'s  for  a  fortnight.  At  the  appointed  time  the 
returning  steamer  called  for  me.  I  left  Capt.  C.  with  a  warm 
hope  that  he  might  not  be  consigned  for  ever  to  a  post  which 
an  English  gentleman  ought  not  to  be  condemned  to  occupy ; 
that  if  matters  could  not  be  mended  for  him  where  he  stood, 
he  might  find  a  situation  where  his  courage  and  his  under- 
standing might  be  turned  to  useful  purpose.  I  can  never 
forget  the  kindness  both  of  himself  and  his  clever,  good, 
graceful  lady.  I  cannot  forget  either  the  two  dusky  damsels 
who  waited  upon  me  like  spirits  in  a  fairy  tale.  It  was  night 
when  I  left.  The  packet  came  alongside  the  wharf.  We  took 
leave  by  the  gleaming  of  her  lights.  The  whistle  screamed, 
and  Dominica,  and  all  that  I  had  seen,  faded  into  a  memory. 
All  that  I  had  seen,  but  not  all  that  I  had  thought.  That 
island  was  the  scene  of  the  most  glorious  of  England's  many 
famous  actions.  It  had  been  won  for  us  again  and  again  by 
the  gallantry  of  our  seamen  and  soldiers.     It  had  been  secured 
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at  last  to  the  Crown  by  the  genius  of  the  greatest  of  our 
admirals.  It  was  once  prosperous.  It  might  be  prosperous 
again,  for  the  resources  of  the  soil  are  untouched  and  in- 
exhaustible. The  black  population  are  exceptionally  worthy. 
They  are  excellent  boatmen,  excellent  fishermen,  excellent 
mechanics,  ready  to  undertake  any  work  if  treated  with 
courtesy  and  kindness.  Yet  in  our  hands  it  is  falling  into 
ruin.  The  influence  of  England  there  is  gone.  It  is  nothing. 
Indifl'erence  has  bred  indifference  in  turn  as  a  necessary 
consequence.  Something  must  be  wrong  when  among  30,000 
of  our  fellow-subjects  not  one  could  be  found  to  lift  a  hand 
for  us  if  the  island  were  invaded,  when  a  boat's  crew  from 
Martinique  might  take  possession  of  it  without  a  show  of 
resistance. 

If  I  am  asked  the  question,  What  use  is  Dominica  to  us  ? 
I  decline  to  measure  it  by  present  or  possible  marketable 
value ;  I  answer  simply  that  it  is  part  of  the  dominions  of  the 
Queen.  If  we  pinch  a  finger,  the  smart  is  felt  in  the  brain.  If  we 
neglect  a  wound  in  the  least  important  part  of  our  persons,  it 
may  poison  the  system.  Unless  the  blood  of  an  organised  body 
circulates  freely  through  the  extremities,  the  extremities  mortify 
and  drop  off,  and  the  dropping  off  of  any  colony  of  ours  will 
not  be  to  our  honour  and  may  be  to  our  shame.  Dominica 
seems  but  a  small  thing,  but  our  larger  colonies  are  observing 
us,  and  the  world  is  observing  us,  and  what  we  do  or  fail  to  do 
works  beyond  the  limits  of  its  immediate  operation.  The 
mode  of  management  which  produces  the  state  of  things  which 
I  have  described  cannot  possibly  be  a  right  one.  We  have 
thought  it  wise,  with  a  perfectly  honest  intention,  to  leave  our 
dependencies  generally  to  work  out  their  own  salvation.  We 
have  excepted  India,  for  with  India  we  dare  not  run  the  risk. 
But  we  have  refused  to  consider  that  others  among  our 
possessions  may  be  in  a  condition  analogous  to  India,  and  we 
have  allowed  them  to  drift  on  as  they  could.  It  was  certainly 
excusable,  and  it  may  have  been  prudent,  to  try  popular 
methods  first,  but  we  have  no  right  to  persist  in  the  face  of  a 
failure  so  complete.     We  are  obliged  to  keep  these  islands, 
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for  it  seems  that  no  one  will  relieve  us  of  them  ;  and  if  they 
are  to  remain  ours,  we  are  bound  so  to  govern  them  that  our 
name  shall  be  respected  and  our  sovereignty  shall  not  be  a 
mockery.  Am  I  asked  what  shall  be  done  ?  I  have  answered 
already.  Among  the  silent  thousands  whose  quiet  work  keeps 
the  Empire  alive,  find  a  Rajah  Brooke  if  you  can,  or  a  Mr. 
Smith  of  Scilly.  If  none  of  these  are  attainable,  even  a 
Sancho  Panza  would  do.  Send  him  out  with  no  more  in- 
structions than  the  knight  of  La  Mancha  gave  Sancho — to 
fear  God  and  do  his  duty.  Put  him  on  his  mettle.  Promise 
him  the  respect  and  praise  of  all  good  men  if  he  does  well ; 
and  if  he  calls  to  his  help  intelligent  persons  who  understand 
the  cultivation  of  soils  and  the  management  of  men,  in  half  a 
score  of  years  Dominica  would  be  the  brightest  gem  of  the 
Antilles.  From  America,  from  England,  from  all  parts  of  the 
world,  admiring  tourists  would  be  flocking  there  to  see  what 
Government  could  do,  and  curious  politicians  with  jealous 
eyes  admitting  reluctantly  unwelcome  conclusions. 

Woman  !  no  mortal  o'er  the  widespread  earth 

Can  find  a  fault  in  thee ;  thy  good  report 

Doth  reach  the  widespread  heaven,  as  of  some  prince 

Who,  in  the  likeness  of  a  god,  doth  rule 

O'er  subjects  stout  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand; 

And  men  speak  greatly  of  him,  and  his  land 

Bears  wheat  and  r3^e,  his  orchards  bend  with  fruit, 

His  flocks  breed  surely,  the  sea  yields  her  fish. 

Because  he  guides  his  folk  with  wisdom.     And  they  grow 

In  grace  and  manly  virtue.^ 

Because    *He   guides   with   wisdom.'     That   is   the  whole 
secret.     The  leading  of  the  wise  few,  the  willing  obedience  of 

^  w  yvvai,  ovK  av  tlq  <te  (SporoJv  Itt'  airiipova  yaXav 
veiKEOi  •  i]  yap  crev  kXeoq  ovpavbv  ivpvv  'iKavti ' 
uiOTf  Tsv  fj  (SamXriuQ  duvfxovoQ,  oare  OtovSiqg 

dvSpdaiv  kv  TToXKolai  Kal  i^Oifioicnv  dvdaa(i>v, 

ivSiKiag  dvexv^^i- '  'p^pv^''  ^^  yaui  /xkXaiva 
TTvpovg  Kal  KpiOdg,  jSpiQ^ai  dk  SsvSpea  Kap7r<p, 
TiKTU  d'  tfXTreda  jjiTjXa,  QdXaaaa  dk  Trapkxti  ix^vg, 
l^  (vrjyeairjg  '  dptTuxTi  dt  Xaol  vtt    uvtov.  —  Odyssfy,  x\x.  107. 
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the  many,  is  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  all  right  action. 
Secure  this,  and  you  secure  everything.  Fail  to  secure  it,  and 
be  your  liberties  as  wide  as  you  can  make  them,  no  success  is 
possible. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

The  Darien  canal  —  Jamaica  mail  packet  —  Captain  W. —  Retrospect  of 
Jamaican  history  —  Waterspout  at  sea  —  Hayti — Jacmel  —  A  walk 
through  the  town  —  A  Jamaican  planter — First  sight  of  the  Blue 
Mountains — Port  Royal — Kingston — The  Colonial  Secretary — Gordon 
riots — Changes  in  the  Jamaican  constitution. 

Once  more  to  Barbadoes,  but  merely  to  change  there  from 
steamer  to  steamer.  My  course  was  now  across  the  Carib- 
bean Sea  to  the  great  islands  at  the  bottom  of  it.  The 
English  mail,  after  calling  and  throwing  off  its  lateral  branches 
at  Bridgetown,  pursues  its  direct  course  to  Hayti  and  Jamaica, 
and  so  on  to  Vera  Cruz  and  the  Darien  canal.  This  wonder- 
ful enterprise  of  M.  Lesseps  has  set  moving  the  loose  negro 
population  of  the  Antilles  and  Jamaica.  Unwilling  to  work 
as  they  are  supposed  to  be,  they  have  swarmed  down  to  the 
isthmus,  and  are  still  swarming  thither  in  tens  of  thousands, 
tempted  by  the  dollar  or  dollar  and  a  half  a  day  which  M. 
Lesseps  is  furnishing.  The  vessel  which  called  for  us  at 
Dominica  was  crowded  with  them,  and  we  picked  up  more  as 
we  went  on.  Their  average  stay  is  for  a  year.  At  the  end  of 
a  year  half  of  them  have  gone  to  the  other  world.  Half  go 
home,  made  easy  for  life  with  money  enough  to  buy  a  few 
acres  of  land  and  *  live  happy  ever  after.'  Heedless  as  school- 
boys they  plunge  into  the  enterprise,  thinking  of  nothing  but 
the  harvest  of  dollars.  They  might  earn  as  much  or  more  at 
their  own  doors  if  there  were  any  one  to  employ  them,  but 
quiet  industry  is  out  of  joint,  and  Darien  has  seized  their 
imaginations  as  an  Eldorado. 

If  half  the  reports  which  reached  me  are  correct,  in  all 
the  world  there  is  not  perhaps  now  concentrated  in  any 
sing'e  spot  so  much  foul  disease,  such  a  hideous  dungheap  of 
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moral  and  physical  abomination,  as  in  the  scene  of  this  far- 
famed  undertaking  of  nineteenth-century  engineering.  By  the 
scheme,  as  it  was  first  propounded,  six-and- twenty  millions  of 
English  money  were  to  unite  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Oceans, 
to  form  a  highway  for  the  commerce  of  the  globe,  and  enrich 
with  untold  wealth  the  happy  owners  of  original  shares.  The 
thrifty  French  peasantry  were  tempted  by  the  golden  bait,  and 
poured  their  savings  into  M.  Lesseps's  lottery  box.  All  that 
money  and  more  besides,  I  was  told,  had  been  already  spent, 
and  only  a  fifth  of  the  work  was  done.  Meanwhile  the  human 
vultures  have  gathered  to  the  spoil.  Speculators,  adventurers, 
card  sharpers,  hell  keepers,  and  doubtful  ladies  have  carried 
their  charms  to  this  delightful  market.  The  scene  of  opera- 
tions is  a  dam.p  tropical  jungle,  intensely  hot,  swarming  with 
mosquitoes,  snakes,  alligators,  scorpions,  and  centipedes;  the 
home,  even  as  nature  made  it,  of  yellow  fever,  typhus,  and 
dysentery,  and  now  made  immeasurably  more  deadly  by  the 
multitudes  of  people  who  have  crowded  thither.  Half  buried 
in  mud  lie  about  the  wrecks  of  costly  machinery,  consuming 
by  rust,  sent  out  under  lavish  orders,  and  found  unfit  for  the 
work  for  which  they  were  intended.  Unburied  altogether  lie 
also  skeletons  of  the  human  machines  which  have  broken 
down  there.^  Everything  which  imagination  can  conceive  that 
is  ghastly  and  loathsome  seems  to  be  gathered  into  that 
locaHty  just  now.  I  was  pressed  to  go  on  and  look  at  the 
moral  surroundings  of  '  the  greatest  undertaking  of  our  age,' 
but  my  curiosity  was  less  strong  than  my  disgust.  I  did  not 
see  the  place  and  the  description  which  I  have  given  is  proba- 
bly too  highly  coloured.  The  accounts  which  reached  me, 
however,  were  uniform  and  consistent.  Not  one  person  whom 
I  met  and  who  could  speak  from  personal  knowledge  had  any 
other  story  to  tell. 

1  This  has  been  angrily  denied.  A  gentleman  whose  veracity  I  cannot 
doubt  assured  me  that  he  had  himself  seen  a  dead  body  lying  unburied 
among  some  bushes.  When  he  returned  to  the  place  a  month  after  it  was 
still  there.  The  frightful  mortality  among  the  labourers,  at  least  in  the 
early  years  of  the  undertaking,  is  too  notorious  to  be  called  in  question. 
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We  looked  again  into  St.  Lucia  on  our  way.  The  training 
squadron  was  lying  outside,  and  the  harbour  was  covered  with 
boats  full  of  blue-jackets.  The  big  ships  were  rolling  heavily. 
They  could  have  eaten  up  Rodney's  fleet.  The  great  '  Ville 
de  Paris '  would  have  been  a  mouthful  to  the  smallest  of  them. 
Man  for  man,  officers  and  crew  were  as  good  as  Rodney  ever 
commanded.  Yet,  somehow,  they  produce  small  effect  on  the 
imagination  of  the  colonists.  The  impression  is  that  they 
are  meant  more  for  show  than  for  serious  use.  Alas  !  the  stars 
and  stripes  on  a  Yankee  trader  have  more  to  say  in  the 
West  Indies  than  the  white  ensigns  of  a  fleet  of  British  iron- 
clads. 

At  Barbadoes  there  was  nothing  more  for  me  to  do  or  see. 
The  English  mail  was  on  the  point  of  sailing,  and  I  hastened 
on  board.  One  does  not  realise  distance  on  maps.  Jamaica 
belongs  to  the  West  Indies,  and  the  West  Indies  are  a  collec- 
tive entity.  Yet  it  is  removed  from  the  Antilles  by  the 
diameter  of  the  Caribbean  Sea,  and  is  farther  off"  than  Gib- 
raltar from  Southampton.  Thus  it  was  a  voyage  of  several 
days,  and  I  looked  about  to  see  who  were  to  be  my  com- 
panions. There  were  several  Spaniards,  one  or  two  English 
tourists,  and  some  ladies  who  never  left  their  cabins.  The 
captain  was  the  most  remarkable  figure  :  an  elderly  man  with 
one  eye  lost  or  injured,  the  other  as  peremptory  as  I  have 
often  seen  in  a  human  face ;  rough  and  prickly  on  the  outside 
as  a  pineapple,  internally  very  much  resembling  the  same  fruit, 
for  at  the  bottom  he  was  true,  genuine,  and  kindly  hearted,  very 
amusing,  and  intimately  known  to  all  travellers  on  the  West 
Indian  line,  in  the  service  of  which  he  had  passed  forty  years  of 
his  life.  In  his  own  ship  he  was  sovereign  and  recognised  no 
superior.  Bishops,  colonial  governors,  presidents  of  South 
American  republics  were,  so  far  as  their  office  went,  no  more 
to  him  than  other  people,  and  as  long  as  they  were  on  board 
were  chattels  of  which  he  had  temporary  charge.  Peer  and 
peasant  were  alike  under  his  orders,  which  were  absolute  as 
the  laws  of  Medes  and  Persians.  On  the  other  hand,  his  eye 
was  quick  to  see  if  there  was  any  personal  merit  in  a  man,  and 
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if  you  deserved  his  respect  you  would  have  it.  One  particular 
merit  he  had  which  I  greatly  approved.  He  kept  his  cabin  to 
himself,  and  did  not  turn  it  into  a  smoking  room,  as  I  have 
known  captains  do  a  great  deal  too  often. 

All  my  own  thoughts  were  fixed  upon  Jamaica.  I  had 
read  so  much  about  it,  that  my  memory  was  full  of  persons 
and  scenes  and  adventures  of  which  Jamaica  was  the  stage  or 
subject.  Penn  and  Venables  and  the  Puritan  conquest,  and 
Morgan  and  the  buccaneers;  Port  Royal  crowded  with 
Spanish  prizes ;  its  busy  dockyards,  and  English  frigates 
and  privateers  fitting  out  there  for  glorious  or  desperate 
enterprises.  The  name  of  Jamaica  brought  them  crowding 
up  with  incident  on  incident ;  and  behind  the  history  came 
Tom  Cringle  and  the  wild  and  reckless,  yet  wholesome  and 
hearty,  planter's  life  in  Kingston ;  the  dark  figures  of  the 
pirates  swinging  above  the  mangroves  at  Gallows  Point;  the 
balls  and  parties  and  the  beautiful  quadroons,  and  the  laugh- 
ing, merry  innocent  children  of  darkness,  with  the  tricks  of 
the  middies  upon  them.  There  was  the  tragic  side  of  it,  too, 
in  slavery,  the  last  ugly  flash  out  of  the  cloud  being  not  two 
decades  distant  in  the  Eyre  and  Gordon  time.  Interest 
enough  there  was  about  Jamaica,  and  things  would  be 
strangely  changed  in  Kingston  if  nothing  remained  of  the 
society  which  was  once  so  brilliant.  There,  if  anywhere, 
England  and  English  rule  were  not  yet  a  vanished  quantity. 
There  was  a  dockyard  still,  and  a  commodore  in  command, 
and  a  guardship  and  gunboats,  and  English  regiments  and 
West  Indian  regiments  with  English  officers.  Some  repre- 
sentatives, too,  I  knew  were  to  be  found  of  the  old  Anglo- 
West  Indians,  men  whose  fathers  and  grandfathers  were  born 
in  the  island,  and  whose  fortunes  were  bound  up  in  it. 
Aaron  Bang !  what  would  not  one  have  given  to  meet  Aaron? 
The  real  Aaron  had  been  gathered  to  his  fathers,  and  nature 
does  not  make  two  such  as  he  was ;  but  I  might  fall  in  with 
something  that  would  remind  me  of  him.  Paul  Gelid  and 
Pepperpot  Wagtail,  and  Peter  Mangrove,  better  than  either 
of    them— the   likeness    of   these   might   be   surviving,    and 
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it  would  be  delightful  to  meet  and  talk  to  them.  They 
would  give  fresh  flavour  to  the  hnmortal  *Log.'  Even 
another  Tom  was  not  impossible ;  some  middy  to  develop 
hereafter  into  a  frigate  captain  and  to  sail  again  into  Port 
Royal  with  his  prizes  in  tow. 

Nature  at  all  events  could  not  be  changed.  The  white- 
rollers  would  still  be  breaking  on  the  coral  reefs.  The  palms 
would  still  be  waving  on  the  sand  ridge  which  forms  the  harbour, 
and  the  amber  mist  would  be  floating  round  the  peaks  of  the 
Blue  Mountains.  There  were  English  soldiers  and  sailors  and 
English  people.  The  English  language  was  spoken  there  by 
blacks  as  well  as  whites.  The  religion  was  English.  Our 
country  went  for  something,  and  there  would  be  some 
persons,  at  least,  to  whom  the  old  land  was  more  than  a 
stepmother,  and  who  were  not  sighing  in  their  hearts  for 
annexation  to  the  American  Union.  The  governor,  Sir 
Henry  Norman,  of  Indian  fame,  I  was  sorry  to  learn,  was 
still  absent ;  he  had  gone  home  on  some  legal  business. 
Sir  Henry  had  an  Imperial  reputation.  He  had  been  spoken 
of  to  me  in  Barbadoes  as  able,  if  he  were  allowed  a  chance, 
to  act  as  Viceroy  of  all  the  islands,  and  to  set  them  on  their 
feet  again.  I  could  well  believe  that  a  man  of  less  than 
Sir  Henry's  reputed  power  could  do  it — for  in  the  thing 
itself  there  was  no  great  difficulty — if  only  we  at  home  were 
once  disenchanted ;  though  all  the  ability  in  the  world  would 
be  thrown  away  as  long  as  the  enchantment  continued.  I 
did  see  Sir  Henry,  as  it  turned  out,  but  only  for  a  few  hours. 

Our  voyage  was  without  remarkable  incident;  as  voyages 
are  apt  to  be  in  these  days  of  powerful  steamboats.  One 
morning  there  was  a  tropical  rain  storm  which  was  worth 
seeing.  We  had  a  strong  awning  over  the  quarter-deck,  so 
I  could  stand  and  watch  it.  An  ink-black  cloud  came 
suddenly  up  from  the  north  which  seemed  to  hang  into  the 
sea,  the  surface  of  the  water  below  being  violently  agitated. 
According  to  popular  belief,  the  cloud  on  these  occasions  is 
drawing  up  water  which  it  afterwards  discharges.  Were 
this  so  the  water  discharged  would  be  salt,  which  it  never 
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is.  The  cause  of  the  agitation  is  a  cyclonic  rotation  of  air 
or  local  whirlwind.  The  most  noticeable  feature  was  the 
blackness  of  the  cloud  itself  It  became  so  dark  that  it 
would  have  been  difficult  to  read  any  ordinary  print.  The 
rain,  when  it  burst,  fell  not  in  drops  but  in  torrents.  The 
deck  was  flooded,  and  the  scuttle-holes  ran  like  jets  from  a 
pump.  The  awning  was  ceasing  to  be  a  shelter,  for  the  water 
was  driven  bodily  through  it ;  but  the  downpour  passed  off 
as  suddenly  as  it  had  risen.  There  was  no  lightning  and 
no  wind.  The  sea  under  our  side  was  glassy  smooth,  and 
was  dashed  into  millions  of  holes  by  the  plunging  of  the 
rain  pellets. 

The  captain  in  his  journeys  to  and  fro  had  become  ac- 
quainted with  the  present  black  President  of  Hayti,  Mr. 
Salomon.  I  had  heard  of  this  gentleman  as  an  absolute 
person,  who  knew  how  to  make  himself  obeyed,  and  who 
treated  opposition  to  his  authority  in  a  very  summary 
manner.  He  seemed  to  be  a  favourite  of  the  captain's. 
He  had  been  educated  in  France,  had  met  with  many 
changes  of  fortune,  and  after  an  exile  in  Jamaica  had 
become  quasi-king  of  the  black  republic.  I  much  wished 
to  see  this  paradise  of  negro  liberty ;  we  were  to  touch  at 
Jacmel,   which   is  one    of  the   principal  ports,  to  leave  the 

mails,  and  Captain  W was  good  enough  to  say  that,  if  I 

liked,  I  might  go  ashore  for  an  hour  or  two  with  the  officer 
in  charge. 

Hayti,  as  everyone  knows  who  has  studied  the  black 
problem,  is  the  western  portion  of  Columbus's  Espanola,  or 
St.  Domingo,  the  largest  after  Cuba  and  the  most  fertile  in 
natural  resources  of  all  the  islands  of  the  Caribbean  Sea.  It 
was  the  earliest  of  the  Spanish  settlements  in  the  New  World. 
The  Spaniards  found  there  a  million  or  two  of  mild  and  inno- 
cent Indians,  whom  in  their  first  enthusiasm  they  intended 
to  convert  to  Christianity,  and  to  offer  as  the  first  fruits  of 
their  discovery  to  the  Virgin  Mary  and  St.  Domenic.  The 
saint  gave  his  name  to  the  island,  and  his  temperament  to 
the   conquerors.      In   carrying  out  their   pious  design,  they 


FRANCE  AND  HA  YTI  i6i 

converted  the  Indians  off  the  face  of  the  earth,  working 
them  to  death  in  their  mines  and  plantations.  They  filled 
their  places  with  blacks  from  Africa,  who  proved  of  tougher 
constitution.  They  colonised,  they  built  cities  ;  they  throve 
and  prospered  for  nearly  two  hundred  years  ;  when  Hayti,  the 
most  valuable  half  of  the  island,  was  taken  from  them  by 
the  buccaneers  and  made  into  a  French  province.  The  rest 
which  keeps  the  title  of  St.  Domingo,  continued  Spanish, 
and  is  Spanish  still — a  thinly  inhabited,  miserable,  Spanish 
republic.  Hayti  became  afterwards  the  theatre  of  the  exploits 
of  the  ever-glorious  Toussaint  I'Ouverture.  When  the  French 
Revolution  broke  out,  and  Liberty  and  the  Rights  of  Man 
became  the  new  gospel,  slavery  could  not  be  allowed  to 
continue  in  the  French  dominions.  The  blacks  of  the  colony 
were  emancipated  and  were  received  into  the  national  brother- 
hood. In  sympathy  with  the  Jacobins  of  France,  who  burnt 
the  chateaux  of  the  nobles  and  guillotined  the  owners  of 
them,  the  liberated  slaves  rose  as  soon  as  they  were  free,  and 
massacred  the  whole  French  population,  man,^woman,  and 
child.  Napoleon  sent  an  army  to  punish  the  murderers  and 
recover  the  colony.  Toussaint,  who  had  no  share  in  the 
atrocities,  and  whose  fault  was  only  that  he  had  been  caught 
by  the  prevailing  political  epidemic  and  believed  in  the 
evangel  of  freedom,  surrendered  and  was  carried  to  France, 
where  he  died  or  else  was  made  an  end  of.  The  yellow  fever 
avenged  him,  and  secured  for  his  countrymen  the  opportunity 
of  trying  out  to  the  uttermost  the  experiment  of  negro 
self-government.  The  French  troops  perished  in  tens  of 
thousands.  They  were  reinforced  again  and  again,  but  it  was 
like  pouring  water  into  a  sieve.  The  climate  won  a  victory 
to  the  black  man  which  he  could  not  win  for  himself  They 
abandoned  their  enterprise  at  last,  and  Hayti  was  free.  We 
English  tried  our  hand  to  recover  it  afterwards,  but  we  failed 
also,  and  for  the  same  reason. 

Hayti  has  thus  for  nearly  a  century  been  a  black  independent 
state.  The  negro  race  have  had  it  to  themselves  and  have  not 
been  interfered  with.     They  were  equipped  when  they  started 
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on  their  career  of  freedom  with  the  Catholic  religion,  a  civilised 
language,  European  laws  and  manners,  and  the  knowledge  of 
various  arts  and  occupations  which  they  had  learnt  while  they 
were  slaves.  They  speak  French  still;  they  are  nominally 
Catholics  still;  and  the  tags  and  rags  of  the  gold  lace  of 
French  civiHsation  continue  to  cling  about  their  institutions. 
But  in  the  heart  of  them  has  revived  the  old  idolatry  of  the 
Gold  Coast,  and  in  the  villages  of  the  interior,  where  they  are 
out  of  sight  and  can  follow  their  instincts,  they  sacrifice  chil- 
dren in  the  serpent's  honour  after  the  manner  of  their  fore- 
fathers. Perhaps  nothing  better  could  be  expected  from  a 
liberty  which  was  inaugurated  by  assassination  and  plunder. 
Political  changes  which  prove  successful  do  not  begin  in  that 
way. 

The  Bight  of  Leogane  is  a  deep  bay  carved  in  the  side  of 
the  island,  one  arm  of  which  is  a  narrow  ridge  of  high  moun- 
tains a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  long  and  from  thirty  to  forty 
wide.  At  the  head  of  this  bay,  to  the  north  of  the  ridge,  is 
Port  au  Prince,  the  capital  of  this  remarkable  community. 
On  the  south,  on  the  immediately  opposite  side  of  the  moun- 
tains and  facing  the  Caribbean  Sea,  is  Jacmel,  the  town  next 
in  importance.  We  arrived  off  it  shortly  after  daybreak.  The 
houses,  which  are  white,  looked  cheerful  in  the  sunlight. 
Harbour  there  was  none,  but  an  open  roadstead  into  which  the 
swell  of  the  sea  sets  heavily,  curling  over  a  long  coral  reef  which 
forms  a  partial  shelter.  The  mountain  range  rose  behind, 
sloping  off  into  rounded  woody  hills.  Here  were  the  feeding 
grounds  of  the  herds  of  wild  cattle  which  tempted  the  buc- 
caneers into  the  island,  and  from  which  they  took  their  name. 
The  shore  was  abrupt ;  the  land  broke  off  in  cliffs  of  coral  rock 
tinted  brilliantly  with  various  colours.  One  rather  striking 
white  cliff,  a  ship's  officer  assured  me,  was  chalk ;  adding  flint 
when  I  looked  incredulous.  His  geological  education  was  im- 
perfect. We  brought  up  a  mile  outside  the  black  city.  The 
boat  was  lowered.  None  of  the  other  passengers  volunteered 
to  go  with  me;  the  English  are  out  of  favour  in  Hayti  just 
now ;  the  captain  discouraged  landings  out  of  mere  curiosity ; 
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and,  indeed,  the  officer  with  the  mails  had  to  reassure  himself 

of  Captain  W 's  consent  before  he  would  take  me.     The 

presence  of  Europeans  in  any  form  is  barely  tolerated.  A  few 
only  are  allowed  to  remain  about  the  ports,  just  as  the  Irish 
say  they  let  a  few  Danes  remain  in  Dublin  and  Waterford  after 
the  battle  of  Clontarf,  to  attend  to  the  ignoble  business  of 
trade. 

The  country  after  the  green  of  the  Antilles  looked  brown 
and  parched.  In  the  large  islands  the  winter  months  are  dry. 
As  we  approached  the  reef  we  saw  the  long  hills  of  water  turn 
to  emerald  as  they  rolled  up  the  shoal,  then  combing  and 
breaking  in  cataracts  of  snow-white  foam.  The  officer  in 
charge  took  me  within  oar's  length  of  the  rock  to  try  my 
nerves,  and  the  sea,  he  did  not  fail  to  tell  me,  swarmed  with 
sharks  of  the  worst  propensities.  Two  steamers  were  lying 
inside,  one  of  which,  belonging  to  an  English  company,  had 
*  happened  a  misfortune,'  and  was  breaking  up  as  a  deserted 
wreck.  A  Yankee  clipper  schooner  had  just  come  in  with  salt 
fish  and  crackers — a  singularly  beautiful  vessel,  with  immense 
beam,  which  would  have  startled  the  builders  of  the  Cowes 
racers.  It  was  precisely  like  the  schooner  which  Tom  Cringle 
commanded  before  the  dockyard  martinets  had  improved  her 
into  ugliness,  built  on  the  lines  of  the  old  pirate  craft  of  the 
islands,  when  the  lives  and  fortunes  of  men  hung  on  the  extra 
speed,  or  the  point  which  they  could  lie  closer  to  the  wind. 
Her  return  cargo  would  be  coffee  and  bananas. 

Englishmen  move  about  in  Jacmel  as  if  they  were  ashamed 
of  themselves  among  their  dusky  lords  and  masters.  I  ob- 
served the  Yankee  skipper  paddling  himself  off  in  a  canoe 
with  his  broad  straw  hat  and  his  cigar  in  his  mouth,  looking  as 
if  all  the  world  belonged  to  him,  and  as  if  all  the  world,  and 
the  Hayti  blacks  in  particular,  were  aware  of  the  fact.  The 
Yankee,  whether  we  like  it  or  not,  is  the  acknowledged  sove- 
reign in  these  waters. 

The  landing  place  was,  or  had  been,  a  jetty  built  on  piles 
and  boarded  over.  Half  the  piles  were  broken ;  the  planks 
had  rotted  and  fallen  through.     The  swell  was  rolling  home, 

II — t 
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and  we  had  to  step  out  quickly  as  the  boat  rose  on  the  crest  of 
the  wave.     A  tattered  crowd  of  negroes  were  loafing  about 
variously  dressed,  none,  however,  entirely  without  clothes  of 
some  kind.     One  of  them  did  kindly  give  me  a  hand,  observ- 
ing that  I  was  less  light  of  foot  than  once  I  might  have  been. 
The  agent's  office  was  close  by.     I  asked  the  head  clerk — a 
Frenchman — to  find  me  a  guide  through  the  town.     He  called 
one  of  the  bystanders  whom  he  knew,  and  we  started  together, 
I  and  my  black  companion,  to  see  as  much  as  I  could  in  the 
hour  which  was  allowed  me.     The  language  was  less  hopeless 
than  at  Dominica.     We  found  that  we  could  understand  each 
other — he,  me,  tolerably ;  I,  him,  in  fragments,  for  his  tongue 
went  as  fast  as  a  shuttle.  Though  it  was  still  barely  eight  o'clock 
the  sun  was  scalding.     The  streets  were  filthy  and  the  stench 
abominable.     The  houses  were  of  white  stone,  and  of  some 
pretensions,  but  ragged  and  uninviting — paint  nowhere,  and  the 
woodwork  of  the  windows  and  verandahs  mouldy  and  worm- 
eaten.    The  inhabitants  swarmed  as  in  a  St.  Giles's  rookery.    I 
suppose  they  were  all  out  of  doors.     If  any  were  left  at  home 
Jacmel  must  have  been  as  populous  as  an  African  ants'  nest. 
As  I  had  looked  for  nothing  better  than  a  Kaffir  kraal,  the 
degree  of  civilisation  was  more  than  I  expected.     I  expressed 
my  admiration  of  the  buildings ;  my  guide  was  gratified,  and 
pointed  out  to  me  with  evident  pride  a  new  hotel  or  boarding 
house  kept  by  a  Madame  Somebody  who  was  the  great  lady  of 
the  place.     Madame  Ellememe  was  sitting  in  a  shady  balcony 
outside  the  first-floor  windows.     She  was  a  large  menacing- 
looking  mulatto,   like  some  ogress  of  the   '  Arabian  Nights,' 
capable  of  devouring,  if  she  found  them  palatable,  any  number 
of  salt  babies.     I  took  off  my  hat  to  this  formidable  dame, 
which  she  did  not  condescend  to  notice,  and  we  passed  on.  A 
few  houses  in  the  outskirts  stood  in  gardens  with  inclosures 
about  them.    There  is  some  trade  in  the  place,  and  there  were 
evidently  families,  negro  or  European,  who  lived  in  less  squalid 
style  than  the  generality.   There  was  a  governor  there,  my  guide 
informed  me — an  ornamental  personage,  much  respected.    To 
my  (question  whether  he  had  any  soldiers,  I  was  answered 
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*  No/  the  Haytians  didn't  like  soldiers.  I  was  to  understand, 
however,  that  they  were  not  common  blacks.  They  aspired  to 
be  a  commonwealth  with  public  rights  and  alliances.  Hayti  a 
republic,  France  a  republic :  France  and  Hayti  good  friends 
now.  They  had  a  French  bishop  and  French  priests  and  a 
French  currency.  In  spite  of  their  land  laws,  they  were  proud 
of  their  afiEinity  with  the  great  nation  ;  and  I  heard  afterwards, 
though  not  from  my  Jacmel  companion,  that  the  better  part 
of  the  Haytians  would  welcome  back  the  French  dominion  if 
they  were  not  afraid  that  the  Yankees  would  disapprove. 

My  guide  persisted  in  leading  me  outside  the  town,  and 
as  my  time  was  limited,  I  tried  in  various  ways  to  induce  him 
to  take  me  back  into  it.  He  maintained,  however,  that  he  had 
been  told  to  show  me  whatever  was  most  interesting,  and  I 
found  that  I  was  to  see  an  American  windmill-pump  which 
had  been  just  erected  to  supply  Jacmel  with  fresh  water.  It 
was  the  first  that  had  been  seen  in  the  island,  and  was  a  wonder 
of  wonders.  Doubtless  it  implied  '  progress,'  and  would  assist 
in  the  much-needed  ablution  of  the  streets  and  kennels.  I 
looked  at  it  and  admired,  and  having  thus  done  homage,  I 
was  allowed  my  own  way. 

It  was  market  day.  The  Yankee  cargo  had  been  unloaded, 
and  a  great  open  space  in  front  of  the  cathedral  was  covered 
with  stalls  or  else  blankets  stretched  on  poles  to  keep  the  sun 
off,  where  hundreds  of  Haytian  dames  were  sitting  or  standing 
disposing  of  their  wares — piles  of  salt  fish,  piles  of  coloured 
calicoes,  knives,  scissors,  combs,  and  brushes.  Of  home  pro- 
duce there  were  great  baskets  of  loaves,  fruit,  vegetables,  and 
butcher's  meat  on  slabs.  I  looked  inquisitively  at  these  last ; 
but  I  acknowledge  that  I  saw  no  joints  of  suspicious  appear- 
ance. Children  were  running  about  in  thousands,  not  the  least 
as  if  they  were  in  fear  of  being  sacrificed,  and  babies  hung  upon 
their  mothers  as  if  natural  affection  existed  in  Jacmel  as  much 
as  in  other  places.  I  asked  no  compromising  questions,  not 
wishing  to  be  torn  in  pieces.  Sir  Spenser  St.  John's  book  has 
been  heard  of  in  Hayti,  and  the  anger  about  it  is  considerable. 
The  scene  was  interesting  enough,  but  the  smell  was  unendur- 
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able.  The  wild  African  black  is  n.ot  filthy  in  his  natural  state. 
He  washes  much,  as  wild  animals  do,  and  at  least  tries  to  keep 
himself  clear  of  vermin.  The  blacks  in  Jacmel  appeared  (like 
the  same  animals  as  soon  as  they  are  domesticated)  to  lose  the 
sense  which  belongs  to  them  in  their  wild  condition.  My 
prejudices,  if  I  have  any,  had  not  blinded  me  to  the  good 
quahties  of  the  men  and  women  in  Dominica.  I  do  not  think 
it  was  prejudice  wholly  which  made  me  think  the  faces  which 
I  saw  in  Hayti  the  most  repulsive  which  I  had  ever  seen  in  the 
world,  or  Jacmel  itself,  taken  for  all  in  all,  the  foulest,  dirtiest, 
and  nastiest  of  human  habitations.  The  dirt,  however,  I  will 
do  them  the  justice  to  say  did  not  seem  to  extend  to  their 
churches.  The  cathedral  stood  at  the  upper  end  of  the 
market  place.  I  went  in.  It  was  airy,  cool,  and  decent-look- 
ing. Some  priests  were  saying  mass,  and  there  was  a  fairly 
large  congregation.  I  wished  to  get  a  nearer  sight  of  the  altar 
and  the  images  and  pictures,  imagining  that  in  Hayti  the  sacred 
persons  might  assume  a  darker  colour  than  in  Europe;  but  I 
could  not  reach  the  chancel  without  disturbing  people  who  were 
saying  their  prayers,  and,  to  the  disappointment  of  my  com- 
panion, who  beckoned  me  on,  and  would  have  cleared  a  way 
for  me,  I  controlled  my  curiosity  and  withdrew. 

My  hour's  leave  of  absence  was  expired.  I  made  my  way 
back  to  the  landing  place,  where  the  mail  steamer's  boat  was 
waiting  for  me.  On  the  steamer  herself  the  passengers  were 
waiting  impatiently  for  breakfast,  which  had  been  put  off  on 
our  account.  We  hurried  on  board  at  our  best  speed ;  but 
before  breakfast  could  be  thought  of,  or  any  other  thing,  I  had 
to  strip  and  plunge  into  a  bath  and  wash  away  the  odour  of 
the  great  negro  republic  of  the  West  which  clung  to  my  clothes 
and  skin. 

Leaving  Jacmel  and  its  associations,  we  ran  all  day  along 
the  land,  skirting  a  range  of  splendid  mountains  between  seven 
and  eight  thousand  feet  high;  past  the  Isle  k  Vache;  past  the 
bay  of  Cayes,  once  famous  as  the  haunt  of  the  sea-rovers ; 
past  Cape  Tubiron,  the  Cape  of  Sharks.  At  evening  we  were 
in  the  channel  which   divides   St.   Domingo   from   Jamaica. 
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Captain insisted  to  me  that  this  was  the  scene  of  Rod- 
ney's action,  and  he  pointed  out  to  me  the  headland  under 
which  the  British  fleet  had  been  lying.  He  was  probably 
right  in  saying  that  it  was  the  scene  of  some  action  of 
Rodney's,  for  there  is  hardly  a  corner  of  the  West  Indies 
where  he  did  not  leave  behind  him  the  print  of  his  cannon 
shot ;  but  it  was  not  the  scene  of  the  great  fight  which  saved 
the  British  Empire.  That  was  below  the  cHffs  of  Dominica ; 
and  Captain  W ,  as  many  others  have  done,  was  confound- 
ing Dominica  with  St.  Domingo. 

The  next  morning  we  were  to  anchor  at  Port  Royal.  We 
had  a  Jamaica  gentleman  of  some  consequence  on  board.  I 
had  failed  so  far  to  make  acquaintance  with  him,  but  on  this 
last  evening  he  joined  me  on  deck,  and  I  gladly  used  the 
opportunity  to  learn  something  of  the  present  condition  of 
things.  I  was  mistaken  in  expecting  to  find  a  more  vigorous 
or  more  sanguine  tone  of  feeling  than  I  had  left  at  the  Antilles. 
There  was  the  same  despondency,  the  same  sense  that  their 
state  was  hopeless,  and  that  nothing  which  they  could  them- 
selves do  would  mend  it.  He  himself,  for  instance,  was  the 
owner  of  a  large  sugar  estate  which  a  few  years  ago  was  worth 
60,000/.  It  was  not  encumbered.  He  was  his  own  manager, 
and  had  spared  no  cost  in  providing  the  newest  machinery. 
Yet,  with  the  present  prices  and  with  the  refusal  of  the 
American  Commercial  Treaty,  it  would  not  pay  the  expense 
of  cultivation.  He  held  on,  for  it  was  all  that  he  could  do. 
To  sell  was  impossible,  for  no  one  would  buy  even  at  the  price 
of  the  stock  on  the  land.  It  was  the  same  story  which  I  had 
heard  everywhere.  The  expenses  of  the  administration,  this 
gentleman  said,  were  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  resources  of 
the  island,  and  were  yearly  increasing.  The  planters  had 
governed  in  the  old  days  as  the  English  landlords  had  governed 
Ireland.  They  had  governed  cheaply  and  on  their  own  re- 
sources. They  had  authority;  they  were  respected;  their 
word  was  law.  Now  their  power  had  been  taken  from  them, 
and  made  over  to  paid  officials,  and  the  expense  was  double 
what  it  used  to  be.     Between  the  demands  made  on  them  in 
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the  form  of  taxation  and  the  fall  in  the  value  of  their  produce 
their  backs  were  breaking,  and  the  '  landed  interest '  would 
come  to  an  end.  I  asked  him,  as  I  had  asked  many  persons 
without  getting  a  satisfactory  answer,  what  he  thought  that  the 
Imperial  Government  could  do  to  mend  matters.  He  seemed 
to  think  that  it  was  too  late  to  do  anything.  The  blacks  were 
increasing  so  fast,  and  the  white  influence  was  diminishing  so 
fast,  that  Jamaica  in  a  few  years  would  be  another  Hayti. 

In  this  gentleman,  too,  I  found  to  my  sorrow  that  there  was 
the  same  longing  for  admission  to  the  American  Union  which 
I  had  left  behind  me  at  the  Antilles.  In  spite  of  soldiers  and 
the  naval  station,  the  old  country  was  still  looked  upon  as  a 
stepmother,  and  of  genuine  loyalty  there  was,  according  to  him, 
little  or  nothing.  If  the  West  Indies  were  ever  to  become 
prosperous  again,  it  could  only  be  when  they  were  annexed  to 
the  United  States.  For  the  present,  at  least,  he  admitted 
that  annexation  was  impossible.  Not  on  account  of  any 
possible  objection  on  the  part  of  the  British  Government ;  for 
it  seems  to  be  assumed  by  every  one  that  the  British  Govern- 
ment cares  nothing  what  they  do ;  nor  wholly  on  account  of 
the  objections  of  the  Americans,  though  he  admitted  that  the 
Americans  were  unwilling  to  receive  them  ;  but  because  in  the 
existing  state  of  feeling  such  a  change  could  not  be  carried  out 
without  civil  war.  In  Jamaica,  at  least,  the  blacks  and  mulattoes 
would  resist.  There  were  nearly  700,000  of  them,  while  of  the 
whites  there  were  but  15,000,  and  the  relative  numbers  were 
every  year  becoming  more  unfavourable.  The  blacks  kneW 
that  under  England  they  had  nothing  to  fear.  They  would 
have  everything  more  and  more  their  own  way,  and  in  a  short 
time  they  expected  to  have  the  island  to  themselves.  They 
might  collect  arms ;  they  might  do  what  they  pleased,  and  no 
English  officer  dared  to  use  rough  measures  with  them  ;  while, 
if  they  belonged  to  the  Union,  the  whites  would  recover 
authority  one  way  or  another.  The  Americans  were  ready 
with  their  rifles  on  occasions  of  disorder,  and  their  own 
countrymen  did  not  call  them  to  account  for  it  as  we  did. 
The  blacks,  therefore,  preferred  the  liberty  which  they  had 
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and  the  prospects  to  which  they  looked  forward,  and  they  and 
the  mulattoes  also  would  fight,  and  fight  desperately,  before 
they  would  allow  themselves  to  be  made  American  citizens. 

The  prospect  which   Mr. laid  before  me  was   not  a 

beautiful  one,  and  was  coming  a  step  nearer  at  each  advance 
that  was  made  in  the  direction  of  constitutional  self-govern- 
ment ;  for,  like  every  other  person  with  whom  I  spoke  on  the 
subject,  he  said  emphatically  that  Europeans  would  not  remain 
to  be  ruled  under  a  black  representative  system ;  nor  would 
they  take  any  part  in  it  when  they  would  be  so  overwhelmingly 
outvoted  and  outnumbered.  They  would  sooner  forfeit  all 
that  they  had  in  the  world  and  go  away.  An  effective  and 
economical  administration  on  the  Indian  pattern  might  have 
saved  all  a  few  years  ago.  It  was  too  late  now,  and  Jamaica 
was  past  recovery.  At  this  rate  it  was  a  sadly  altered  Jamaica 
since  Tom  Cringle's  time,  though  his  friend  Aaron  even  then 
had  seen  what  was  probably  coming.     But  I  could  not  accept 

entirely  all  that  Mr. had  been  saying,  and  had  to  discount 

the  natural  irritation  of  a  man  who  sees  his  fortune  sliding  out 
of  his  hands.  Moreover,  for  myself,  I  never  Hsten  much  to  a 
desponding  person.  Even  when  a  cause  is  lost  utterly,  and  no 
rational  hope  remains,  I  would  still  go  down,  if  it  had  to  be  so, 

with  my  spirit  unbroken  and  my  face  to  the  enemy.     Mr. 

perhaps  would  recover  heart  if  the  price  of  sugar  mended  a 
little.  For  my  own  part,  I  do  not  care  much  whether  it  mends 
or  not.  The  economics  of  the  islands  ought  not  to  depend 
exclusively  on  any  single  article  of  produce,  I  believe,  too, 
in  spite  of  gloomy  prognostics,  that  a  loyal  and  prosperous 
Jamaica  is  still  among  the  possibilities  of  the  future,  if  we  will 

but  study  in  earnest  the  character  of  the  problem.     Mr. , 

however,  did  most  really  convey  to  me  the  convictions  of  a 
large  and  influential  body  of  West  Indians — convictions  on 
which  they  are  already  acting,  and  will  act  more  and  more. 
With  Hayti  so  close,  and  with  opinion  in  England  indifferent 
to  what  becomes  of  them,  they  will  clear  out  while  they  have 
something  left  to  lose,  and  will  not  wait  till  ruin  is  upon  them 
or  till  they  are  ordered  off  the  land  by  a  black  legislature. 
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There  is  a  saying  in  Hayti  that  the  white  man  has  no  rights 
which  the  blacks  are  bound  to  recognise. 

I  walked  forward  after  we  had  done  talking.  We  had  five 
hundred  of  the  poor  creatures  on  board  on  their  way  to  the 
Darien  pandemonium.  The  vessel  was  rolling  with  a  heavy 
beam  sea.  I  found  the  whole  mass  of  them  reduced  into  the 
condition  of  the  pigs  who  used  to  occupy  the  foredeck  in  the 
Cork  and  Bristol  packets.  They  were  lying  in  a  confused  heap 
together,  helpless,  miserable,  without  consciousness  apparently, 
save  a  sense  in  each  that  he  was  wretched.  Unfortunate 
brothers-in-law !  following  the  laws  of  political  economy,  and 
carrying  their  labour  to  the  dearest  market,  where,  before  a 
year  was  out,  half  of  them  were  to  die.  They  had  souls,  too, 
some  of  them,  and  honest  and  kindly  hearts.  I  observed  one 
man  who  was  suffering  less  than  the  rest  reading  aloud  to  a 
prostrate  group  a  chapter  of  the  New  Testament ;  another  was 
reading  to  himself  a  French  Catholic  book  of  devotion. 

The  dawn  was  breaking  in  the  east  when  I  came  on  deck  in 
the  morning.  The  Blue  Mountains  were  hanging  over  us  on 
our  right  hand,  the  peaks  buried  in  white  mist  which  the  unrisen 
sun  was  faintly  tinting  with  orange.  We  had  passed  Morant 
Bay,  the  scene  of  Gordon's  rash  attempt  to  imitate  Toussaint 
rOuverture.  As  so  often  in  the  Antilles,  a  level  plain 
stretched  between  the  sea  and  the  base  of  the  hills,  formed  by 
the  debris  washed  down  by  the  rivers  in  the  rainy  season. 
Among  cane  fields  and  cocoa-nut  groves  we  saw  houses  and 
the  chimneys  of  the  sugar  factories ;  and,  as  we  came  nearer, 
we  saw  men  and  horses  going  to  their  early  work.  Presently 
Kingston  itself  came  in  sight,  and  Up  Park  Camp,  and  the 
white  barracks  high  up  on  the  mountain  side,  of  which  one  had 
read  and  heard  so  much.  Here  was  actually  Tom  Cringle's 
Kingston,  and  between  us  and  the  town  was  the  long  sand  spit 
which  incloses  the  lagoon  at  the  head  of  which  Kingston  is  built. 
How  this  natural  breakwater  had  been  deposited  I  could  find  no 
one  to  tell  me.  It  is  eight  miles  long,  rising  but  a  few  feet  above 
the  water-line,  in  places  not  more  than  thirty  yards  across — 
nowhere,  except  at  the  extremity,  more  than  sixty  or  a  hundred. 
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The  thundering  swell  of  the  Caribbean  Sea  breaks  upon  it 
from  year's  end  to  year's  end,  and  never  washes  it  any  thinner. 
Where  the  sand  is  dry,  beyond  the  reach  of  the  waves,  it  is 
planted  thickly  all  along  with  palms,  and  appears  from  the  sea 
a  soft  green  line,  over  which  appear  the  masts  and  spars  of  the 
vessels  at  anchor  in  the  harbour,  and  the  higher  houses  of 
Kingston  itself.  To  reach  the  opening  into  the  lagoon  you 
have  to  run  on  to  the  end  of  the  sandbank,  where  there  is  a 
peninsula  on  which  is  built  the  Port  Royal  so  famous  in  West 
Indian  story.  Halfway  down  among  the  palms  the  lighthouse 
stands,  from  which  a  gun  was  fired  as  we  passed,  to  give  notice 
that  the  English  mail  was  coming  in.  Treacherous  coral  reefs 
rise  out  of  the  deep  water  for  several  miles,  some  under  water 
and  visible  only  by  the  breakers  over  them,  others  forming  into 
low  wooded  islands.  Only  local  pilots  can  take  a  ship  safely 
through  these  powerful  natural  defence  works.  There  are  but 
two  channels  through  which  the  lagoon  can  be  approached. 
The  eastern  passage,  along  which  we  were  steaming,  runs  so  near 
the  shore  that  an  enemy's  ship  would  be  destroyed  by  the 
batteries  among  the  sandhills  long  before  it  could  reach  the 
mouth.  The  western  passage  is  less  intricate,  but  that  also  is 
commanded  by  powerful  forts.  In  old  times  Kingston  was 
unattackable,  so  strong  had  the  position  been  made  by  nature 
and  art  combined.  It  could  be  shelled  now  over  the  spit  from 
the  open  sea.  It  might  be  destroyed,  but  even  so  could  not 
easily  be  taken. 

I  do  not  know  that  I  have  ever  seen  any  scene  more  inter- 
esting than  that  which  broke  upon  my  eyes  as  we  rounded  the 
point,  and  the  lagoon  opened  out  before  me.  Kingston,  which 
we  had  passed  half  an  hour  before,  lay  six  miles  off  at  the  head 
of  the  bay,  now  inside  the  sand  ridge,  blue  and  hazy  in  the  dis- 
tance. At  the  back  were  the  mountains.  The  mist  had  melted 
off,  standing  in  shadowy  grey  masses  with  the  sun  rising  behind 
them.  Immediately  in  front  were  the  dockyards,  forts,  and 
towers  of  Port  Royal,  with  the  guardship,  gunboats,  and  tenders, 
with  street  and  terrace,  roof  and  turret  and  glistening  vane,  all 
clearly  and  sharply  defined  in  the  exquisite  transparency  of  the 
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air.  The  associations  of  the  place  no  doubt  added  to  the  im- 
pression. Before  the  first  hut  was  run  up  in  Kingston,  Port 
Royal  was  the  rendezvous  of  all  English  ships  which,  for  spoil 
or  commerce,  frequented  the  West  Indian  seas.  Here  the 
buccaneers  sold  their  plunder  and  squandered  their  gains  in 
gambling  and  riot.  Here  in  the  later  century  of  legitimate 
wars,  whole  fleets  were  gathered  to  take  in  stores,  or  refit  when 
shattered  by  engagements.  Here  Nelson  had  been,  and 
CoUingwood  and  Jervis,  and  all  our  other  naval  heroes.  Here 
prizes  were  brought  in  for  adjudication,  and  pirates  to  be  tried 
and  hanged.  In  this  spot  more  than  in  any  other,  beyond 
Great  Britain  herself,  the  energy  of  the  Empire  once  was 
throbbing.  The  '  Urgent,'  an  old  two-decker,  and  three  gun- 
boats were  all  that  were  now  floating  in  the  once  crowded  water ; 
the  *  Urgent,'  no  longer  equipped  for  active  service,  imperfectly 
armed,  inadequately  manned,  but  still  flaunting  the  broad  white 
ensign,  and  as  if  grandly  watching  over  the  houses  which  lay 
behind  her.  There  were  batteries  at  the  point,  and  batteries 
on  the  opposite  shore.  The  morning  bugle  rang  out  clear  and 
inspiriting  from  the  town,  and  white  coats  and  gold  and  silver 
lace  glanced  in  and  out  as  men  and  officers  were  passing  to 
parade.     Here,  at  any  rate,  England  was  still  alive. 

The  channel  at  the  entrance  is  a  mile  in  width.  The 
lagoon  (the  open  part  of  it)  may  be  seven  or  eight  miles  long 
and  half  as  many  broad.  It  forms  the  mouth  of  the  Cobre 
river,  one  of  the  largest  in  Jamaica,  on  which,  ten  miles  up, 
stands  the  original  seat  of  government  established  by  the 
Spaniards,  and  called  after  them  Spanish  Town.  The  fashion 
of  past  times,  as  old  as  the  times  of  Thucydides,  and  continued 
on  till  the  end  of  the  last  century,  was  to  choose  the  sites  for 
important  towns  in  estuaries,  at  a  distance  from  the  sea,  to  be 
out  of  the  reach  of  pirates.  The  Cobre,  running  down  from 
Spanish  Town,  turns  the  plain  through  which  it  flows  into  a 
swamp.  The  swamp  covers  itself  with  mangroves,  and  the 
mangroves  fringe  the  shore  of  the  lagoon  itself  for  two-thirds 
of  its  circuit.  As  Jamaica  grew  in  wealth  and  population  the 
trade  was   carried   from   Port   Royal   deeper   into  the   bay. 
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Another  town  sprang  up  there,  called  King's  Town,  or  shortly 
*  Kingston/  The  administration  was  removed  thither  for 
convenience,  and  though  fallen  away  from  its  old  consequence, 
Kingston,  with  its  extended  suburbs,  its  churches  and  ware- 
houses, and  large  mansions  overhung  with  trees,  looks  at  a 
distance  like  a  place  of  consideration.  Many  ships  lay  along 
the  wharves,  or  anchored  a  few  cables'  distance  off.  Among 
them  were  a  couple  of  Spanish  frigates,  which  remain  there  in 
permanence  on  the  watch  for  refugees  from  Cuba.  On  the 
slopes  behind  the  town,  as  far  as  eye  could  see,  were  the  once 
splendid  estates  of  the  sugar  princes  of  the  last  century.  One 
of  them  was  pointed  out  to  me  as  the  West  Indian  home  of 
the  author  of  *  Tom  Cringle.' 

We  had  to  stop  for  a  few  minutes  as  the  officer  of  the  port 
came  alongside  for  the  mails.  We  then  went  on  at  reduced 
speed.  The  lagoon  is  generally  shoal.  A  deep  water  channel 
runs  along  the  side  of  it  which  is  farthest  from  the  sea ;  made, 
I  suppose,  by  the  river,  for  as  usual  there  is  little  tide  or  none. 
Halfway  up  we  passed  under  the  walls  of  Fort  Augusta,  now 
a  ruin  and  almost  deserted,  but  once  mounting  a  hundred 
guns.  The  money  which  we  spent  on  the  defence  of  Jamaica 
in  the  old  times  was  not  always  laid  out  wisely,  as  will  be  seen 
in  an  account  which  I  shall  have  to  give  of  this  remarkable 
structure ;  but,  at  any  rate,  we  were  lavish  of  it. 

Of  the  sharks  with  which  the  water  used  to  swarm  we  saw 
none.  Port  Royal  Jack  and  his  kindred  are  said  to  have 
disappeared,  driven  or  frightened  out  by  the  screws  of  the 
steamers.  But  it  is  not  a  place  which  I  should  choose  for 
a  swim.  Nor  did  the  nigger  boys  seem  as  anxious  as  I  had 
seen  them  in  other  spots  to  dive  for  sixpences  under  the 
ship's  side. 

No  account  is  made  of  days  when  you  come  into  port  after 
a  voyage.  Cargoes  have  to  be  landed,  or  coal  has  to  be  taken 
in.  The  donkey  engines  are  at  work,  hoisting  packing  cases 
and  luggage  out  of  the  hold.  Stewards  run  to  and  fro,  and 
state-room  doors  are  opened,  and  busy  figures  are  seen  through 
each,  stuffing  their  portmanteaus  and  preparing  for  departure. 
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The  church  bells  at  Kingston,  ringing  for  early  service, 
reminded  me  that  it  was  Sunday.  We  brought  up  at  a  jetty, 
and  I  cannot  say  that,  close  at  hand,  the  town  was  as 
attractive  as  it  had  appeared  when  first  I  saw  it.  The 
enchantment  was  gone.  The  blue  haze  of  distance  gave  place 
to  reality.  The  water  was  so  fetid  under  the  ship's  side  that 
it  could  not  be  pumped  into  the  baths.  Odours,  not  Arabian, 
from  open  drains  reminded  me  of  Jacmel.  The  streets,  up 
which  I  could  see  from  the  afterdeck,  looked  dirty  and  the 
houses  shabby.  Docks  and  wharves,  however,  are  never  the 
brightest  part  of  any  town,  English  or  foreign.  There  were 
people  enough  at  any  rate,  and  white  faces  enough  among 
them.  Gangways  were  rigged  from  the  ship  to  the  shore,  and 
ladies  and  gentlemen  rushed  on  board  to  meet  their  friends. 
The  companies'  agents  appeared  in  the  captain's  cabin, 
Porters  were  scrambling  for  luggage ;  pushing,  shoving,  and 
swearing.  Passengers  who  had  come  out  with  us,  and  had 
never  missed  attendance  at  the  breakfast  table,  were  hurrying 
home  unbreakfasted  to  their  wives  and  families.  My  own 
plans  were  uncertain.  I  had  no  friends,  not  even  an  acquaint- 
ance. I  knew  nothing  of  the  hotels  and  lodging  houses,  save 
that  they  had  generally  a  doubtful  reputation.  I  had  brought 
with  me  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Sir  H.  Norman,  the 
governor,  but  Sir  Henry  had  gone  to  England.  On  the 
whole,  I  thought  it  best  to  inclose  the  letter  to  Mr.  Walker, 
the  Colonial  Secretary,  who  I  understood  was  in  Kingston, 
with  a  note  asking  for  advice.  This  I  sent  by  a  messenger. 
Meanwhile  I  stayed  on  board  to  look  about  me  from  the  deck. 
The  ship  was  to  go  on  the  next  morning  to  the  canal  works  at 
Darien.  Time  was  precious.  Immediately  on  arriving  she 
had  begun  to  take  in  coal,  Sunday  though  it  might  be,  and  a 
singular  spectacle  it  was.  The  coal  yard  was  close  by,  and 
some  hundreds  of  negroes,  women  and  men,  but  women  in 
four  times  the  number,  were  hard  at  work.  The  entire  process 
was  by  hand  and  basket,  each  basket  holding  from  eighty  to  a 
hundred  pounds  weight.  Two  planks  were  laid  down  at  a 
steep  incline  from  the  ship's  deck  to  the  yard.  Swinging  their 
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loads  on  their  heads,  erect  as  statues,  and  with  a  step  elastic 
as  a  racehorse's,  they  marched  up  one  of  the  planks,  emptied 
their  baskets  into  the  coal  bunkers,  and  ran  down  the  other. 
Round  and  round  they  went  under  the  blazing  sun  all  the 
morning  through,  and  round  and  round  they  would  continue 
to  go  all  the  afternoon.  The  men  took  it  comparatively  easy. 
The  women  flew  along,  laughing,  and  clamouring,  as  if  not 
knowing  what  weariness  was — willing  beasts  of  burden,  for  they 
had  the  care  upon  them  of  their  children;  the  men  disclaiming 
all  responsibilities  on  that  score,  after  the  babies  have  been 
once  brought  into  the  world.  The  poor  women  are  content 
with  the  arrangement,  which  they  prefer  to  what  they  would 
regard  as  legal  bondage.  They  earn  at  this  coaling  work 
seven  or  eight  shillings  a  day.  If  they  were  wives,  their 
husbands  would  take  it  from  them  and  spend  it  in  rum.  The 
companion  who  is  not  a  wife  can  refuse  and  keep  her  earnings 
for  her  Httle  ones.  If  black  suffrage  is  to  be  the  rule  in 
Jamaica,  I  would  take  it  away  from  the  men  and  would  give 
it  to  the  superior  sex.  The  women  are  the  working  bees  of 
the  hive.  They  would  make  a  tolerable  nation  of  black 
amazons,  and  the  babies  would  not  be  offered  to  Jumbi. 

When  I  had  finished  my  meditations  on  the  coaling  women, 
there  were  other  black  creatures  to  wonder  at :  great  boobies 
or  pelicans,  old  acquaintances  of  the  Zoological  Gardens,  who 
act  as  scavengers  in  these  waters.  We  had  perhaps  a  couple 
of  dozen  of  them  round  us  as  large  as  vultures,  ponderous  and 
sleepy  to  look  at  when  squatting  on  rocks  or  piles,  over- 
weighted by  their  enormous  bills.  On  the  wing  they  were 
astonishingly  swift,  wheeling  in  circles,  till  they  could  fix  their 
prey  with  their  eyes,  then  pouncing  upon  it  with  a  violent 
slanting  plunge.  I  suppose  their  beaks  might  be  broken  if 
they  struck  directly,  but  I  never  saw  one  miss  its  aim.  Nor 
do  they  ever  go  below  the  surface,  but  seize  always  what  is 
close  to  it.  I  was  told — I  do  not  know  how  truly — that  like  the 
diablots  in  Dominica,  they  nest  in  the  mountains  and  only 
come  down  to  the  sea  to  feed. 

Hearing  that  I  was  in  search  of  quarters,  a  Miss  Burton, 
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a  handsome  mulatto  woman,  came  up  and  introduced  herself 
to  me.  Hotels  in  the  English  West  Indies  are  generally 
detestable.  This  dame  had  set  up  a  boarding  house  on  im- 
proved principles,  or  rather  two  boarding  houses,  between 
which  she  invited  me  to  take  my  choice,  one  in  the  suburbs  of 
Kingston,  one  on  the  bank  of  a  river  in  a  rocky  gorge  in  the  Blue 
Mountains.  In  either  of  these  she  promised  that  she  would 
make  me  happy,  and  I  do  not  doubt  that  she  would  have  suc- 
ceeded, for  her  fame  had  spread  through  all  Jamaica,  and  her 
face  was  as  merry  as  it  was  honest.  As  it  turned  out  I  was 
provided  for  elsewhere,  and  I  lost  the  chance  of  makmg  an 
acquaintance  which  I  should  have  valued.  When  she  spoke 
to  me  she  seemed  a  very  model  of  vigour  and  health.  She 
died  suddenly  while  I  was  in  the  island. 

The  day  was  still  early.  When  the  vessel  was  in  some  order 
again,  and  those  who  were  going  on  shore  had  disappeared,  the 
rest  of  us  were  called  down  to  breakfast  to  taste  some  of  those 
Jamaica  delicacies  on  which  Paul  Gehd  was  so  eloquent.  The 
fruit  was  the  chief  attraction  :  pineapples,  of  which  one  can 
eat  as  much  as  one  likes  in  these  countries  with  immunity  from 
after  suffering;  oranges,  more  excellent  than  even  those  of 
Grenada  and  Dominica  ;  shaddocks,  admirable  as  that  memor- 
able one  which  seduced  Adam ;  and  for  the  first  time  man- 
goes, the  famous  Number  Eleven  of  which  I  had  heard  such  • 
high  report,  and  was  now  to  taste.  The  English  gardeners  can 
do  much,  but  they  cannot  ripen  a  Number  Eleven,  and  it  is 
too  delicate  to  bear  carriage.  It  must  be  eaten  in  the  tropics 
or  nowhere.  The  mango  is  the  size  and  shape  of  a  swan's 
egg,  of  a  ruddy  yellow  colour  when  ripe,  and  in  flavour  like  an 
exceptionally  good  apricot,  with  a  very  slight  intimation  of  resin. 
The  stone  is  disproportionately  large.  The  flesh  adheres  to 
it,  and  one  abandons  as  hopeless  the  attempt  to  eat  mangoes 
with  clean  lips  and  fingers.  The  epicures  insist  that  they 
should  be  eaten  only  in  a  bath. 

The  heat  was  considerable,  and  the  feast  of  fruit  was  the 
more  welcome.  Soon  after  the  Colonial  Secretary  politely 
answered  my  note  in  person.     In  the  absence  of  the  governor 
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of  a  colony,  the  colonial  secretary,  as  a  rule,  takes  his  place. 
In  Jamaica,  and  wherever  we  have  a  garrison,  the  commander 
of  the  forces  becomes  acting  governor ;  I  suppose  because  it 
is  not  convenient  to  place  an  officer  of  high  military  rank 
under  the  orders  of  a  civilian  who  is  not  the  direct  representa- 
tive of  the  sovereign.  In  the  gentleman  who  now  called  on 
me  I  found  an  old  acquaintance  whom  I  had  known  as  a  boy 
many  years  ago.     He  told  me  that,  if  I  had  made  no  other 

arrangements.  Colonel  J ,  who  was  the  present  chief,  was 

expecting  me  to  be  his  guest  at  the  *  King's  House '  during 
my  stay  in  Jamaica.  My  reluctance  to  trespass  on  the  hospi- 
tality of  an  entire  stranger  was  not  to  be  allowed.  Soldiers 
who  have  distinguished  themselves  are,  next  to  lawyers,  the 
most  agreeable  people  to  be  met  with,  and  when  I  was  con- 
vinced that  I  should  really  be  welcome,  I  had  no  other  objec- 
tion. An  aide-de-camp,  I  was  told,  would  call  for  me  in  the 
afternoon.  Meanwhile  the  secretary  stayed  with  me  for  an 
hour  or  two,  and  I  was  able  to  learn  something  authentic  from 
him  as  to  the  general  condition  of  things.  I  had  not  given 
entire  credit  to  the  representations  of  my  planter  friend  of  the 
evening  before.  Mr.  Walker  took  a  more  cheerful  view,  and, 
although  the  prospects  were  not  as  bright  as  they  might  be,  he 
saw  no  reason  for  despondency.  Sugar  was  down  of  course. 
The  public  debt  had  increased,  and  taxation  was  heavy.  Many 
gentlemen  in  Jamaica,  as  in  the  Antilles,  were  selling,  or  trying 
to  sell,  their  estates  and  go  out  of  it.  On  the  other  hand,  ex- 
penses of  government  were  being  reduced,  and  the  revenue 
showed  a  surplus.  The  fruit  trade  with  the  United  States 
was  growing,  and  promised  to  grow  still  further.  American 
capitalists  had  come  into  the  island,  and  were  experimenting 
on  various  industries.  The  sugar  treaty  with  America  would 
naturally  have  been  welcome  ;  but  Jamaica  was  less  dependent 
on  its  sugar  crop,  and  the  action  of  the  British  Government 
was  less  keenly  resented.  In  the  Antilles,  the  Colonial  Secre- 
tary admitted,  there  might  be  a  desire  for  annexation  to  the 
United  States,  and  Jamaican  landowners  had  certainly  expressed 
the  same  wish  to  myself.     Mr.  Walker,  however,  assured  me 
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that,  while  the  blacks  would  oppose  it  unanimously,  the  feel- 
ing, if  it  existed  at  all  among  the  whites,  was  confined  as  yet 
to  a  very  few  persons.  They  had  been  English  for  230  years, 
and  the  large  majority  of  them  wished  to  remain  English. 
There  had  been  suffering  among  them  ;  but  there  had  been 
suffering  in  other  places  besides  Jamaica.  Better  times  might 
perhaps  be  coming  with  the  opening  of  the  Darien  canal,  when 
Kingston  might  hope  to  become  again  the  centre  of  a  trade. 
Of  the  negroes,  both  men  and  women,  Mr.  Walker  spoke  ex- 
tremely favourably.  They  were  far  less  indolent  than  they 
were  supposed  to  be ;  they  were  settling  on  the  waste  lands, 
acquiring  property,  growing  yams  and  oranges,  and  harming  no 
one ;  they  had  no  grievance  left ;  they  knew  it,  and  were  per- 
fectly contented. 

As  Mr.  Walker  was  an  official,  I  did  not  ask  him  about  the 
working  of  the  recent  changes  in  the  constitution  ;  nor  could 
he  have  properly  answered  me  if  I  had.  The  state  of  things 
is  briefly  this :  Jamaica,  after  the  first  settlement,  received  a 
parliamentary  form  of  government,  modelled  on  that  of  Ire- 
land, the  colonial  Hberties  being  restricted  by  a  law  analogous 
to  Poynings'  Act.  The  legislature,  so  constructed,  of  course 
represented  the  white  interest  only  and  was  entirely  composed 
of  whites.  It  remained  substantially  unaltered  till  1853,  when 
modifications  were  made  which  admitted  coloured  men  to  the 
suffrage,  though  with  so  high  a  franchise  as  to  be  almost  ex- 
clusive. It  became  generally  felt  that  the  franchise  would 
have  to  be  extended.  A  popular  movement,  led  by  Mr. 
Gordon,  who  was  a  member  of  the  legislature,  developed  into 
a  riot,  into  bloodshed  and  panic.  Gordon  was  hanged  by  a 
court-martial,  and  the  assembly,  aware  that,  if  allowed  to  exist 
any  longer,  it  could  exist  only  with  the  broad  admission  of  the 
negro  vote,  pronounced  its  own  dissolution,  surrendered  its 
powers  to  the  Crown,  and  represented  formally  '  that  nothing 
but  a  strong  government  could  prevent  the  island  from  lapsing 
into  the  condition  of  Hayti.' 

The  surrender  was  accepted.  Jamaica  was  administered  till 
within  the  last  four  years  by  a  governor,  officials,  and  council 
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all  nominated  by  the  Queen.  No  dissatisfaction  had  been  ex- 
pressed, and  the  blacks  at  least  had  enjoyed  a  prosperity  and 
tranquillity  which  had  been  unbroken  by  a  single  disturbance. 
If  the  island  has  suffered,  it  has  suffered  from  causes  with 
which  political  dissatisfaction  has  had  nothing  to  do,  and 
which,  therefore,  political  changes  cannot  remove.  In  1884 
Mr.  Gladstone's  Government,  for  reasons  which  I  have  not 
been  able  to  ascertain,  revived  suddenly  the  representative 
system  ;  constructed  a  council  composed  equally  of  nominated 
and  of  elected  members,  and  placed  the  franchise  so  low  as  to 
include  practically  every  negro  peasant  who  possessed  a  hut 
and  a  garden.  So  long  as  the  Crown  retains  and  exercises  its 
power  of  nomination,  no  worse  results  can  ensue  than  the  in- 
evitable discontent  when  the  votes  of  the  elected  members 
are  disregarded  or  overborne.  But  to  have  ventured  so  im- 
portant an  alteration  with  the  intention  of  leaving  it  without 
further  extension  would  have  been  an  act  of  gratuitous  folly, 
of  which  it  would  be  impossible  to  imagine  an  English  cabinet 
to  have  been  capable.  It  is  therefore  assumed  and  understood 
to  have  been  no  more  than  an  initial  step  towards  passing  over 
the  management  of  Jamaica  to  the  black  constituencies.  It 
has  been  so  construed  in  the  other  islands,  and  was  the  occa- 
sion of  the  agitation  in  Trinidad  which  I  observed  when  I  was 
there. 

My  own  opinion  as  to  the  wisdom  of  such  an  experiment 
matters  little :  but  I  have  a  right  to  say  that  neither  blacks 
nor  whites  have  asked  for  it ;  that  no  one  who  knows  anything 
of  the  West  Indies  and  wishes  them  to  remain  English  sincerely 
asked  for  it ;  that  no  one  has  agitated  for  it  save  a  few  news- 
paper writers  and  politicians  whom  it  would  raise  into  conse- 
quence. If  tried  at  all,  it  will  be  tried  either  with  a  deliberate 
intention  of  cutting  Jamaica  free  from  us  altogether,  or  else  in 
deference  to  English  political  superstitions,  which  attribute 
supernatural  virtues  to  the  exercise  of  the  franchise,  and  assume 
that  a  form  of  self-government  which  suits  us  tolerably  at 
home  will  be  equally  beneficial  in  all  countries  and  under 
all  conditions. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

The  English  mails — Irish  agitation — Two  kinds  of  colonies-- Indian  ad- 
ministration— How  far  applicable  in  the  West  Indies — Land  at  Kingston 
— Government  House — Dinner  party — Interesting  officer — Majuba  Hill 
— Mountain  station — Kingston  curiosities — Tobacco — Valley  in  the  Blue 
Mountains. 

I  AM  reminded  as  I  write  of  an  adventure  which  befell 
Archbishop  Whately  soon  after  his  promotion  to  the  see  of 
Dublin.  On  arriving  in  Ireland  he  saw  that  the  people  were 
miserable.  The  cause,  in  his  mind,  was  their  ignorance  of 
political  economy,  of  which  he  had  himself  written  what  he 
regarded  as  an  excellent  manual.  An  Irish  translation  of  this 
manual  he  conceived  would  be  the  best  possible  medicine,  and 
he  commissioned  a  native  Scripture  reader  to  make  one.  To 
insure  correctness  he  required  the  reader  to  retranslate  to  him 
what  he  had  written  line  by  line.  He  observed  that  the  man 
as  he  read  turned  sometimes  two  pages  at  a  time.  The  text 
went  on  correctly,  but  his  quick  eye  perceived  that  something 
was  written  on  the  intervening  leaves.  He  insisted  on  know- 
ing what  it  was,  and  at  last  extorted  an  explanation,  'Your 
Grace,  me  and  my  comrade  conceived  that  it  was  mighty  dry 
reading,  so  we  have  just  interposed  now  and  then  a  bit  of  a 
pawem,  to  help  it  forward,  your  Grace.'  I  am  myself  imitating 
the  translators,  and  making  sandwiches  out  of  politics  and 
local  descriptions. 

We  had  brought  the  English  mails  with  us.  There  were 
letters  to  read  which  had  been  in  the  ship  with  us,  though  out 
of  our  reach.  There  were  the  newspapers  to  read.  They 
told  me  nothing  but  the  weary  round  of  Irish  outrages  and  the 
rival  remedies  of  Tory  or  Radical  politicians  who  cared  for 
Ireland  less  than  I  did,  and  considered  only  how  to  trim  their 
sails  to  keep  in  office  or  to  get  it.  How  sick  one  is  of  all  that ! 
Half-a-dozen  times  at  least  in  Anglo-Irish  history  things  have 
come  to  the  same  point.     *  All  Ireland  cannot  govern  the  Earl 
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of  Kildare,'  said  someone  in  Henry  VIII. 's  privy  council. 
Then  answered  Wolsey,  in  the  tone  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  *  Let 
the  Earl  of  Kildare  govern  all  Ireland/  Elizabeth  wished  to 
conciliate.  Shan  O'Neil,  Desmond,  Tyrone  promised  in  turn 
to  rule  Ireland  in  loyal  union  with  England  under  Irish  ideas. 
Lord  Grey,  who  was  for  *  a  Mahometan  conquest,'  was  cen- 
sured and  '  girded  at : '  yet  the  end  was  always  broken  heads. 
From  1641  to  1649  an  Irish  parliament  sat  at  Kilkenny,  and 
Charles  I.  and  the  Tories  dreamt  of  an  alliance  between  Irish 
popery  and  English  loyalism.  Charles  lost  his  head,  and 
Cromwell  had  to  make  an  end  of  Irish  self-government  at 
Drogheda  and  Wexford.  Tyrconnell  and  James  11.  were  to 
repeal  the  Act  of  Settlement  and  restore  the  forfeited  lands  to 
the  old  owners.  The  end  of  that  came  at  the  Boyne  and  at 
Aghrim.  Grattan  would  remake  the  Irish  nation.  The  Eng- 
lish Liberals  sent  Lord  Fitzwilliam  to  help  him,  and  the  Saxon 
mastiff  and  the  Celtic  wolf  were  to  live  as  brothers  evermore. 
The  result  has  been  always  the  same ;  the  wretched  country 
inflated  with  a  dream  of  independence,  and  then  trampled  into 
mud  again.  So  it  has  been.  So  it  will  be  again.  Ireland 
cannot  be  independent,  for  England  is  stronger  than  she,  and 
cannot  permit  it.  Yet  nothing  less  will  satisfy  her.  And  so 
there  has  been  always  a  weary  round  of  fruitless  concessions 
leading  to  demands  which  cannot  be  gratified,  and  in  the  end 
we  are  driven  back  upon  force,  which  the  miserable  people 
lack  the  courage  to  encounter  like  men.  Mr.  Gladstone's 
experiment  differs  only  from  its  antecedents  because  in  the 
past  the  English  friends  of  Irish  liberty  had  a  real  hope  that  a 
reconciliation  was  possible.  They  believed  in  what  they  were 
trying  to  do.  The  present  enterprise  is  the  creation  of  parlia- 
mentary faction.  I  have  never  met  any  person  acquainted 
with  the  minds  and  motives  of  the  public  men  of  the  day  who 
would  not  confess  to  me  that,  if  it  had  suited  the  interests  of 
the  leaders  of  the  present  Radical  party  to  adopt  the  Irish 
policy  of  the  Long  Parliament,  their  energy  and  their  eloquence 
would  have  been  equally  at  the  service  of  the  Protestant  as- 
cendency, which  they  have  now  denounced  as  a  upas  tree. 
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They  even  ask  you  with  wide  eyes  what  else  you  would 
expect  ? 

Mr.  Sexton  says  that  if  England  means  to  govern  Ireland 
she  must  keep  an  army  there  as  large  as  she  keeps  in  India. 
England  could  govern  Ireland  in  perfect  peace,  without  an 
army  at  all,  if  there  was  no  faction  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
The  spirit  of  party  will  either  destroy  the  British  Empire,  or 
the  British  nation  will  make  an  end  of  party  government  on 
its  present  lines.  There  are  sounds  in  the  air  like  the  cracking 
of  the  ice  of  the  Neva  at  the  incoming  of  spring,  as  if  a  nobler 
purpose  was  at  last  awaking  in  us.  In  a  few  more  years  there 
may  be  no  more  Radicals  and  no  more  Conservatives,  and  the 
nation  will  be  all  in  all. 

Here  is  the  answer  to  the  question  so  often  asked.  What  is 
the  use  of  the  colonies  to  us  ?  The  colonies  are  a  hundred- 
fold multiplication  of  the  area  of  our  own  limited  islands.  In 
taking  possession  of  so  large  a  portion  of  the  globe,  we  have 
enabled  ourselves  to  spread  and  increase,  and  carry  our  persons, 
our  language  and  our  liberties,  into  all  climates  and  continents. 
We  overflow  at  home  ;  there  are  too  many  of  us  here  already  ; 
and  if  no  lands  belonged  to  us  but  Great  Britain  and  Ireland, 
we  should  become  a  small  insignificant  power  beside  the 
mighty  nations  which  are  forming  around  us.  There  is  space 
for  hundreds  of  millions  of  us  in  the  territories  of  which  we 
and  our  fathers  have  possessed  ourselves.  In  Canada,  Aus- 
tralia, New  Zealand  we  add  to  our  numbers  and  our  resources. 
There  are  so  many  more  Englishmen  in  the  world  able  to  hold 
their  own  against  the  mightiest  of  their  rivals.  And  we  have 
another  function,  such  as  the  Romans  had.  The  sections  of 
men  on  this  globe  are  unequally  gifted.  Some  are  strong  and 
can  govern  themselves ;  some  are  weak  and  are  the  prey  of 
foreign  invaders  or  internal  anarchy ;  and  freedom,  which  all 
desire,  is  only  attainable  by  weak  nations  when  they  are  sub- 
ject to  the  rule  of  others  who  are  at  once  powerful  and  just. 
This  was  the  duty  which  fell  to  the  Latin  race  two  thousand 
years  ago.  In  these  modern  times  it  has  fallen  to  ours,  and 
in   the  discharge  of  it  the  highest  features  in  the   English 
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character  have  displayed  themselves.  Circumstances  forced 
on  us  the  conquest  of  India ;  we  have  given  India  in  return 
internal  peace  undisturbed  by  tribal  quarrels  or  the  ambitions 
of  dangerous  neighbours,  with  a  law  which  deals  out  right  to 
high  and  low  among  250,000,000  human  beings. 

Never  have  rulers  been  less  self-seeking  than  we  have  been 
in  our  Asiatic  empire.  No  '  lex  de  repetundis '  has  been 
needed  to  punish  avaricious  proconsuls  who  had  fattened  on 
the  provinces.  In  such  positions  the  English  show  at  their 
best,  and  do  their  best.  India  has  been  the  training  school 
of  our  greatest  soldiers  and  greatest  administrators.  Strike  off 
the  Anglo-Indian  names  from  the  roll  of  famous  Englishmen, 
and  we  shall  lose  the  most  illustrious  of  them  all. 

In  India  the  rule  of  England  has  been  an  unexampled 
success,  glorious  to  ourselves  and  of  infinite  benefit  to  our 
subjects,  because  we  have  been  upright  and  disinterested,  and 
have  tried  sincerely  and  honourably  to  do  our  duty.  In  other 
countries  belonging  to  us,  where  with  the  same  methods  we 
might  have  produced  the  same  results,  we  have  applied  them 
with  a  hesitating  and  less  clean  hand.  We  planted  Ireland  as 
a  colony  with  our  own  people,  we  gave  them  a  parliament  of 
their  own,  and  set  them  to  govern  the  native  Irish  for  us 
instead  of  doing  it  ourselves,  to  save  appearances  and  to  save 
trouble.  We  have  not  failed  altogether.  All  the  good  that  - 
has  been  done  at  all  in  that  poor  island  has  been  done  by  the 
Anglo-Irish  landlords.  But  it  has  not  been  much,  as  the 
present  condition  of  things  shows.  In  the  West  Indies 
similarly  the  first  settlers  carried  with  them  their  English 
institutions.  They  were  themselves  a  handful.  The  bulk  of 
the  population  were  slaves,  and  as  long  as  slavery  continued 
those  institutions  continued  to  work  tolerably  in  the  interest 
of  the  white  race.  When  the  slaves  were  emancipated,  the 
distinction  of  colour  done  away  with,  and  the  black  multitude 
and  their  white  employers  made  equal  before  the  law  and 
equally  privileged,  constitutional  government  became  no  longer 
adapted  to  the  new  conditions.  The  white  minority  could 
not  be  trusted  with  the  exclusive  possession  of  political  power. 
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The  blacks  could  not  be  trusted  with  the  equally  dangerous 
supremacy  which  their  numbers  would  insure  them.  Our 
duty,  if  we  did  not  and  do  not  mean  to  abandon  them 
altogether,  has  been  to  govern  both  with  the  same  equity  with 
which  we  govern  at  Calcutta.  If  you  choose  to  take  a  race 
like  the  Irish  or  like  the  negroes  whom  you  have  forced  into 
an  unwilling  subjection  and  have  not  treated  when  in  that 
condition  with  perfect  justice — if  you  take  such  a  race,  strike 
the  fetters  off  them,  and  arm  them  at  once  with  all  the  powers 
and  privileges  of  loyal  citizens,  you  ought  not  to  be  surprised  if 
they  attribute  your  concessions  to  fear,  and  if  they  turn  again 
and  rend  you.  When  we  are  brought  in  contact  with  races  of 
men  who  are  not  strong  enough  or  brave  enough  to  defend 
their  own  independence,  and  whom  our  own  safety  cannot 
allow  to  fall  under  any  other  power,  our  right  and  our  duty  is 
to  govern  such  races  and  to  govern  them  well,  or  they  will 
have  a  right  in  turn  to  cut  our  throats.  This  is  our  mission. 
When  we  have  dared  to  act  up  to  it  we  have  succeeded 
magnificently ;  we  have  failed  when  we  have  paltered  and 
trifled ;  and  we  shall  fail  again,  and  the  great  empire  on  which 
the  sun  never  sets  will  be  shattered  to  atoms,  if  we  refuse  to 
look  facts  in  the  face. 

From  these  meditations,  suggested  by  the  batch  of  news- 
papers which  I  had  been  studying,  I  was  roused  by  the  arrival 
of  the  promised  aide-de-camp,  a  good-looking  and  good- 
humoured  young  officer  in  white  uniform  (they  all  wear  white 
in  the  tropics),  who  had  brought  the  governor's  carriage  for 
me.  Government  House,  or  King's  House,  as  it  is  called, 
answering  to  a  *  Queen's  House '  in  Barbadoes,  is  five  miles 
from  Kingston,  on  the  slope  which  gradually  ascends  from  the 
sea  to  the  mountains.  We  drove  through  the  town,  which  did 
not  improve  on  closer  acquaintance.  The  houses  which  front 
towards  the  streets  are  generally  insignificant.  The  better 
sort,  being  behind  walls  or  overhung  with  trees,  were  imperfectly 
visible.  The  roads  were  deep  in  white  dust,  which  flies  every- 
where in  whirling  clouds  from  the  unceasing  wind.  It  was  the 
dry  season.      The  rains  are  not  constant  in  Jamaica,  as  they 
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are  in  the  Antilles.  The  fields  and  the  sides  of  the  mountains 
were  bare  and  brown  and  parched.  The  blacks,  however, 
were  about  in  crowds  in  their  Sunday  finery.  Being  in  a 
British  island,  we  had  got  back  into  the  white  calicoes  and 
ostrich  plumes,  and  I  missed  the  grace  of  the  women  at 
Dominica ;  but  men  and  women  seemed  as  if  they  had  not  a 
care  in  the  world.  We  passed  Up  Park  Camp  and  the 
cantonments  of  the  West  India  regiments,  and  then  through  a 
*  scrub'  of  dwarf  acacia  and  blue  flowered  lignum  vitse. 
Handsome  villas  were  spread  along  the  road  with  lawns  and 
gardens,  and  the  road  itself  was  as  excellent  as  those  in 
Barbadoes.  Half  an  hour's  drive  brought  us  to  the  lodge,  and 
through  the  park  to  the  King's  House  itself,  which  stands 
among  groups  of  fine  trees  four  hundred  feat  above  the  sea. 

All  the  large  houses  in  Jamaica — and  this  was  one  of  the 
largest  of  them — are  like  those  in  Barbadoes,  with  the  type 
more  completely  developed,  generally  square,  built  of  stone, 
standing  on  blocks,  hollow  underneath  for  circulation  of  air, 
and  approached  by  a  broad  flight  of  steps.  On  the  three  sides 
which  the  sun  touches,  deep  verandahs  or  balconies  are  thrown 
out  on  the  first  and  second  floors,  closed  in  front  by  green 
bhnds,  which  can  be  shut  either  completely  or  partially,  so 
that  at  a  distance  they  look  like  houses  of  cards  or  great  green 
boxes,  made  pretty  by  the  trees  which  shelter  them  or  the 
creepers  which  climb  over  them.  Behind  the  blinds  run  long 
airy  darkened  galleries,  and  into  these  the  sitting  rooms  open 
which  are  of  course  still  darker  with  a  subdued  green  light,  in 
which,  till  you  are  used  to  it,  you  can  hardly  read.  The  floors 
are  black,  smooth,  and  polished,  with  loose  mats  for  carpets. 
The  reader  of  *Tom  Cringle'  will  remember  Tom's  mis- 
adventure when  he  blundered  into  a  party  of  pretty  laughing 
girls,  slipped  on  one  of  these  floors  with  a  retrospective  mis- 
adventure, and  could  not  rise  till  his  Creole  cousin  slipped 
a  petticoat  over  his  head.  All  the  arrangements  are  made  to 
shut  out  heat  and  light.  The  galleries  have  sofas  to  lounge 
upon — everybody  smokes,  and  smokes  where  he  pleases ;  the 
draught  sweeping  away  all  residuary  traces.     At  the  King's 
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House  to  increase  the  accommodation  a  large  separate  dining 
saloon  has  been  thrown  out  on  the  north  side,  to  which  you 
descend  from  the  drawing  room  by  stairs,  and  thence  along 
a  covered  passage.  Among  the  mango  trees  behind  there  is  a 
separate  suite  of  rooms  for  the  aides  de-camp,  and  a  superb 
swimming  bath  sixty  feet  long  and  eight  feet  deep.  Altogether 
it  was  a  sumptuous  sort  of  palace  where  a  governor  with 
7,000/.  a  year  might  spend  his  term  of  office  with  consider- 
able comfort  were  it  not  haunted  by  recollections  of  poor 
Eyre.  He,  it  seems,  lived  in  the  'King's  House,'  and  two 
miles  off,  within  sight  of  his  windows,  lived  Gordon. 

I  had  a  more  than  gracious  welcome  from  Colonel  J 

and  his  family.  In  him  I  found  a  high-bred  soldier,  who  had 
served  with  distinction  in  India,  who  had  been  at  the  storm  of 
Delhi,  and  who  was  close  by  when  Nicholson  was  shot.  No 
one  could  have  looked  fitter  for  the  post  which  he  now  tem- 
porarily occupied.  I  felt  uncomfortable  at  being  thus  thrust 
upon  his  hospitality.     I  had  letters  of  introduction  with  me  to 

the  various  governors  of  the  islands,  but  on  Colonel  J I 

had  no  claim  at  all.  I  was  not  even  aware  of  his  existence, 
or  he,  very  likely,  of  mine.  If  not  he,  at  any  rate  the  ladies 
of  his  establishment,  might  reasonably  look  upon  me  as  a 
bore,  and  if  I  had  been  allowed  I  should  simply  have  paid  my 
respects  and  have  gone  on  to  my  mulatto.  But  they  would 
not  hear  of  it.  They  were  so  evidently  hearty  in  their  invita- 
tion to  me  that  I  could  only  submit  and  do  my  best  not  to  be 
a  bore,  the  one  sin  for  which  there  is  no  forgiveness. 

In  the  circle  into  which  I  was  thrown  I  was  unlikely  to  hear 

much  of  West  Indian  poHtics  or  problems.     Colonel  J 

was  acting  as  governor  by  accident,  and  for  a  few  months  only. 
He  had  his  professional  duties  to  look  after ;  his  term  of  ser- 
vice in  Jamaica  had  nearly  expired  ;  and  he  could  not  trouble 
himself  with  possibilities  and  tendencies  with  which  he  would 
have  no  personal  concern.  As  a  spectator  he  considered 
probably  that  we  were  not  making  much  of  the  West  Indies, 
and  were  not  on  the  way  to  make  much.  He  confirmed 
the  complaint  which  I  had  heard  so  often,  that   the  blacks 
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would  not  work  for  wages  more  than  three  days  in  the  week, 
or  regularly  upon  those,  preferring  to  cultivate  their  own 
yams  and  sweet  potatoes ;  but  as  it  was  admitted  that  they 
did  work  one  way  or  another  at  home,  I  could  not  see  that 
there  was  much  to  complain  of.  The  blacks  were  only  doing 
as  we  do.  We,  too,  only  work  as  much  as  we  like  or  as  we 
must,  and  we  prefer  working  for  ourselves  to  working  for 
others. 

On  his  special  subjects  the  Colonel  was  as  interesting  as  he 
could  not  help  being.  He  talked  of  the  army  and  of  the 
recent  changes  in  it  without  insisting  that  it  was  going  to  the 
devil.  He  talked  of  India  and  the  Russians,  and  for  a  wonder 
he  had  no  Russophobia.  He  thought  that  England  and 
Russia  might  as  easily  be  friends  as  enemies,  and  that  it 
would  be  better  for  the  world  if  they  were.  As  this  had  been 
my  own  fixed  opinion  for  the  last  thirty  years,  I  thought  him 
a  very  sensible  man.  In  the  evening  there  was  a  small  dinner 
party,  made  up  chiefly  of  officers  from  the  West  Indian  regi- 
ments at  Kingston.  The  English  troops  are  in  the  mountains 
at  Newcastle,  four  or  five  thousand  feet  up  and  beyond  com- 
mon visiting  distance.  Among  those  whom  I  met  on  this 
occasion  was  an  officer  who  struck  me  particularly.  There 
was  a  mystery  about  his  origin.  He  had  risen  from  the  ranks, 
but  was  evidently  a  genj:leman  by  birth ;  he  had  seen  service 
all  over  the  world ;  he  had  been  in  Chili,  and,  among  his 
other  accomphshments,  spoke  Spanish  fluently;  he  entered 
the  English  army  as  a  private,  had  been  in  the  war  in  the 
Transvaal,  and  was  the  only  survivor  of  the  regiment  which 
was  surprised  and  shot  down  by  the  Boers  in  an  intricate  pass 
where  they  could  neither  retreat  nor  defend  themselves.  On 
that  occasion  he  had  escaped  and  saved  the  colours,  for  which 
he  was  rewarded  by  a  commission.  He  was  acquainted  with 
many  of  my  friends  there  who  had  been  in  the  thick  of  the 
campaign ;  knew  Sir  Owen  Lanyon,  Sir  Morrison  Barlow,  and 
CoUey.  He  had  surveyed  the  plateau  on  Majuba  Hill  after 
the  action,  and  had  gathered  the  rumours  which  were  flying 
many  coloured  about  Colley's   death.     Friend  and  foe  alike 
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loved  Colley,  and  his  already  legendary  fame  is  an  unconscious 
tribute  to  his  memory.     By  whose  hand  he  fell  can  never  be 

known.     We  believe  as  we  wish  or  as  we  fancy.     Mr. was 

so  fine  an  officer,  so  clever  a  man,  and  so  reserved  about  his 
personal  affairs,  that  about  him  too  '  myths  *  were  growing.  He 
was  credited  in  the  mess  room  with  being  the  then  unknown 
author  of  '  Solomon's  Mines.'     Mr.   Haggard  will  forgive  a 

mistake  which,  if  he  knows  Mr. ,  he  will  feel  to  be  a 

compliment. 

From  general  conversation  I  gathered  that  the  sanguine 
views  of  the  Colonial  Secretary  were  not  widely  shared.  The 
English  interest  was  still  something  in  Jamaica ;  but  the  phe- 
nomena of  the  Antilles  were  present  there  also,  if  in  a  less 
extreme  form.  There  were  700,000  coloured  people  in  the 
island,  with  but  15,000  or  16,000  whites  ;  and  the  blacks  there 
also  were  increasing  rapidly,  and  the  whites  were  stationary  if 
not  declining.  There  was  the  same  uneasy  social  jealousy, 
and  the  absence  of  any  social  relation  between  the  two  races. 
There  were  mulattoes  in  the  island  of  wealth  and  consequence, 
and  at  Government  House  there  are  no  distinctions ;  but  the 
English  residents  of  pure  colonial  blood  would  not  associate 
with  them,  social  exclusiveness  increasing  with  political  equality. 
The  blacks  disliked  the  mulattoes ;  the  mulattoes  despised  the 
blacks,  and  would  not  intermarry  with  them.  The  impression 
was  that  the  mulatto  would  die  out,  that  the  tendency  of  the 
whites  and  blacks  was  to  a  constantly  sharpening  separation, 
and  that  if  things  went  on  as  they  were  going  for  another 
generation,  it  was  easy  to  see  which  of  the  two  colours  would 
then  be  in  the  ascendant.  The  blacks  were  growing  saucy, 
too ;  with  much  else  of  the  same  kind.  I  could  but  Hsten 
and  wait  to  judge  for  myself. 

Meanwhile  my  quarters  were  unexceptionable,  my  kind 
entertainers  leaving  nothing  undone  to  make  my  stay  with 
them  agreeable.  In  hot  climates  one  sleeps  lightly ;  but  light 
sleep  is  all  that  one  wants,  and  one  wakes  early.  The  swim- 
ming bath  was  waiting  for  me  underneath  my  window.  After 
a  plunge  in  the  clear  cold  water  came  coffee,  grown  and  dried 
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and  roasted  on  the  spot,  and  '  made '  as  such  coffee  ought  to 
be.  Then  came  the  early  walk.  One  missed  the  tropical 
luxuriance  of  Trinidad  and  Dominica,  for  the  winter  months 
in  Jamaica  are  almost  rainless  ;  but  it  would  have  been  beauti- 
ful anywhere  else,  and  the  mango  trees  were  in  their  glory. 
There  was  a  corner  given  to  orchids,  which  were  hung  in 
baskets  and  just  coming  into  flower.  Lizards  swarmed  in  the 
sunshine,  running  up  the  tree  trunks,  or  basking  on  the  garden 
seats.  Snakes  there  are  none;  the  mongoose  has  cleared 
them  all  away  so  completely  that  there  is  nothing  left  for  him 
to  eat  but  the  poultry,  in  which  he  makes  havoc,  and,  having 
been  introduced  to  exterminate  the  vermin,  has  become  a 
vermin  himself. 

To  drive,  to  ride,  to  visit  was  the  employment  of  the  days. 
I  saw  the  country.  I  saw  what  people  were  doing,  and  heard 
what  they  had  to  say. 

The  details  are  mostly  only  worth  forgetting.     The  senior 

aide-de-camp.  Captain  C ,  an  officer  in  the  Artillery,  was  a 

man  of  ability  and  observation.  He,  too,  like  the  Colonel,  was 
mainly  interested  in  his  profession,  to  which  he  was  anxious  to 
return;  but  he  was  watching,  too,  with  serious  interest  the  waning 
fortunes  of  the  West  Indies.  He  superintended  the  social  part 
of  the  governor's  business  to  perfection.  Anything  which  I 
wished  for  had  only  to  be  mentioned  to  be  provided.  He  gave 
me  the  benefit,  though  less  often  than  I  could  have  wished,  of 
his  shrewd,  and  not  ungenial,  observations.  He  drove  me  one 
morning  into  Kingston.  I  had  passed  through  it  hastily  on 
the  day  of  my  landing.  There  were  libraries,  museums,  public 
offices,  and  such  like  to  be  seen,  besides  the  town  itself.  High 
up  on  the  mountain  side,  more  often  in  the  clouds  than  out  of 
them,  the  cantonments  of  the  English  regiments  were  visible 
from  the  park  at  Government  House.  The  slope  where  they 
had  been  placed  was  so  steep  that  one  wondered  how  they 
held  on.  They  looked  like  tablecloths  stretched  out  to  dry. 
I  was  to  ride  up  there  one  day.  Meanwhile,  as  we  were 
driving  through  the  park  and  saw  the  white  spots  shining  up 
above  us,  I  asked  the  aide-de-camp  what  the  privates  found  to 
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do  in  such  a  place.  The  ground  was  too  steep  for  athletics ; 
no  cricket  could  be  possible  there,  no  lawn  tennis,  no  quoits, 
no  anything.  There  were  no  neighbours.  Sports  there  were 
none.  The  mongoose  had  destroyed  the  winged  game,  and 
there  was  neither  hare  nor  rabbit,  pig  nor  deer;  not  a  wild 
animal  to  be  hunted  and  killed.  With  nothing  to  do,  no  one 
to  speak  to,  and  nothing  to  kill,  what  could  become  of  them  ? 
Did  they  drink  ?  Well,  yes.  They  drank  rum  occasionally ; 
but  there  were  no  public  houses.  They  could  only  get  it  at 
the  canteen,  and  the  daily  allowance  was  moderate.  As  to 
beer,  it  was  out  of  reach  altogether.  At  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tains it  was  double  the  price  which  it  was  in  England.  At 
Newcastle  the  price  was  doubled  again  by  the  cost  of  carriage 
to  the  camp.  I  inquired  if  they  did  not  occasionally  hang 
themselves.  *  Perhaps  they  would,'  he  said,  '  if  they  had  no 
choice,  but  they  preferred  to  desert,  and  this  they  did  in  large 
numbers.  They  slipped  down  the  back  of  the  range,  made 
their  way  to  the  sea,  and  escaped  to  the  United  States.'  The 
officers — what  became  of  them  ?  The  officers  !  Oh/  well ! 
they  gardened !  Did  they  like  it  ?  Some  did  and  some 
didn't.  They  were  not  so  ill  off  as  the  men,  as  occasionally 
they  could  come  down  on  leave. 

One  wondered  what  the  process  had  been  which  had  led  the 
authorities  to  select  such  a  situation.  Of  course  it  was  for  the 
health  of  the  troops,  but  the  hill  country  in  Jamaica  is  wide ; 
there  were  many  other  places  available,  less  utterly  detestable, 
and    ennui   and    discontent    are    as    mischievous   as   fever. 

General ,  a  short  time  ago,  went  up  to  hold  an  inquiry 

into  the  desertions,  and  expressed  his  wonder  how  such  things 
could  be.  With  such  air,  such  scenery,  such  views  far  and 
wide  over  the  island,  what  could  human  creatures  wish  for 
more  ?  *  You  would  desert  yourself,  general,'  said  another 
officer,  *  if  you  were  obliged  to  stay  there  a  month.' 

Captain  C undertook  that  I  should  go  up  myself  in  a 

day  or  two.  He  promised  to  write  and  make  arrangements. 
Meanwhile  we  went  on  to  Kingston.  It  was  not  beautiful. 
There  was  Rodney's  statue.     Rodneys  is  venerated  in  Jamaica, 
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as  he  ought  to  be ;  but  for  him  it  would  have  been  a  Spanish 
colony  again.  But  there  is  nothing  grand  about  the  buildings, 
nothing  even  handsome,  nothing  even  specially  characteristic 
of  England  or  the  English  mind.  They  were  once  perhaps 
business-like,  and  business  having  slackened  they  are  now 
dingy.  Shops,  houses,  wharves,  want  brightness  and  colour. 
We  called  at  the  office  of  the  Colonial  Secretary,  the  central 
point  of  the  administration.  It  was  an  old  mansion,  plain, 
unambitious,  sufficient  perhaps  for  its  purpose,  but  lifeless  and 
dark.  If  it  represented  economy  there  would  be  no  objection. 
The  public  debt  has  doubled  since  Jamaica  became  a  Crown 
colony.  In  1876  it  was  half  a  million.  It  is  now  more  than  a 
million  and  a  half.  The  explanation  is  the  extension  of  the 
railway  system,  and  there  has  been  no  culpable  extravagance. 
I  do  not  suppose  that  the  re-establishment  of  a  constitution 
would  mend  matters.  Democracies  are  always  extravagant. 
The  majority,  who  have  little  property  or  none,  regulate 
the  expenditure.  They  lay  the  taxes  on  the  minority,  who 
have  to  find  the  money,  and  have  no  interest  in  sparing 
them. 

Ireland  when  it  was  governed  by  the  landowners,  Jamaica  in 
the  days  of  slavery,  were  administered  at  a  cost  which  seems 
now  incredibly  small.  The  authority  of  the  landowners  and 
of  the  planters  was  undisputed.  They  were  feared  and  obeyed, 
and  magistrates  unpaid  and  local  constables  sufficed  to  main- 
tain tolerable  order.  Their  authority  is  gone.  Their  functions 
are  transferred  to  the  police,  and  every  service  has  to  be  paid 
for.  There  may  be  fewer  serious  crimes,  but  the  subordination 
is  immeasurably  less,  the  expense  of  administration  is  im- 
measurably greater.  I  declined  to  be  taken  over  sugar  mills, 
or  to  be  shown  the  latest  improvements.  I  was  too  ignorant 
to  understand  in  what  the  improvements  consisted,  and  could 
take  them  upon  trust.  The  public  bakery  was  more  interesting. 
In  tropical  climates  a  hot  oven  in  a  small  house  makes  an 
inconvenient  addition  to  the  temperature.  The  bread  for 
Kingston,  and  for  many  miles  around  it,  is  manufactured  at 
night  by  a  single  company  and  is  distributed  in  carts  in  the 
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morning.  We  saw  the  museum  and  public  library.  There 
were  the  usual  specimens  of  island  antiquities — of  local  fish, 
birds,  insects,  reptiles,  plants,  geological  formations,  and  such 
like.  In  the  library  were  old  editions  of  curious  books  at  the 
West  Indies,  some  of  them  unique,  ready  to  yield  ampler 
pictures  of  the  romance  of  the  old  life  there  than  we  at  present 
possess.  I  had  but  leisure  to  glance  at  title-pages  and  en- 
gravings. The  most  noticeable  relic  preserved  there,  if  it  be 
only  genuine,  is  the  identical  bauble  which  Cromwell  ordered 
to  be  taken  away  from  the  Speaker's  table  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  Explanations  are  given  of  the  manner  in  which  it 
came  to  Jamaica.  The  evidence,  so  far  as  I  could  understand 
it,  did  not  appear  conclusive. 

Among  the  new  industries  in  the  island  in  the  place  of  sugar 
was,  or  ought  to  be,  tobacco.  A  few  years  ago  I  asked  Sir  J. 
Hooker,  the  chief  living  authority  in  such  matters,  why  Cuba 
was  allowed  the  monopoly  of  delicate  cigar  tobacco — whether 
there  were  no  other  countries  where  it  could  be  grown  equally 
good.  He  said  that  at  the  very  moment  cigars,  as  fine  as  the 
finest  Havanas,  were  being  produced  in  Jamaica.  He  gave 
me  an  excellent  specimen  with  the  address  of  the  house  which 
supplied  it ;  and  for  a  year  or  two  I  was  able  to  buy  from  it 
what,  if  not  perfect,  was  more  than  tolerable.  The  house 
acquired  a  reputation ;  and  then,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
perhaps  from  weariness  of  the  same  flavour,  perhaps  from  a 
falling  off  in  the  character  of  the  cigars,  I,  and  possibly  others, 
began  to  be  less  satisfied.     Here  on  the  spot  I  wished  to  make 

another   experiment.      Captain  C introduced   me  to   a 

famous  manufacturer,  a  Spaniard,  with  a  Spanish  manager 
under  him  who  had  been  trained  at  Havana.  I  bespoke  his 
good  will  by  adjuring  him  in  his  own  tongue  not  to  disappoint 
me ;  and  I  beUeve  that  he  gave  me  the  best  that  he  had.  But, 
alas  !  it  is  with  tobacco  as  with  most  other  things.  Democracy 
is  king ;  and  the  greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest  number  is 
the  rule  of  modern  Hfe.  The  average  of  everything  is  higher 
than  it  used  to  be ;  the  high  quality  which  rises  above  medioc- 
rity is  rare  or  is  non-existent.     We  are  swept  away  by   the 
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genius  of  the  age,  and  must   be  content   with  such   other 
blessings  as  it  has  been  pleased  to  bring  with  it. 

Why  should  I  murmur  thus  and  vainly  moan  ? 
The  Gods  will  have  it  so — their  will  be  done.* 

The  earth  is  patient  also,  and  allows  the  successive  genera- 
tions of  human  creatures  to  play  their  parts  upon  her  surface  as 
they  please.  She  spins  on  upon  her  own  course ;  and  seas 
and  skies,  and  crags  and  forests,  are  spiritual  and  beautiful  as 
ever. 

Gordon's  Town  is  a  straggling  village  in  the  Blue  Range 

underneath  Newcastle.     Colonel  J had  a  villa  there,  and 

one  afternoon  he  took  me  over  to  see  it.  You  pass  abruptly 
from  the  open  country  into  the  mountains.  The  way  to 
Gordon's  Town  was  by  the  side  of  the  Hope  river,  which  cuts  its 
way  out  of  them  in  a  narrow  deep  ravine.  The  stream  was 
now  trickling  faintly  among  the  stones ;  the  enormous  boulders 
in  the  bed  were  round  as  cannon  balls,  and,  weighing  hundreds 
of  tons,  show  what  its  power  must  be  in  the  coming  down  of 
the  floods.  Within  the  limits  of  the  torrent,  which  must  rise 
at  such  times  thirty  feet  above  its  winter  level,  the  rocks  were 
bare  and  stern,  no  green  thing  being  able  to  grow  there. 
Above  the  line  the  tropical  vegetation  was  in  all  its  glory:, 
ferns  and  plantains  waving  in  the  moist  air ;  cedars,  tamarinds, 
gum  trees,  orange  trees  striking  their  roots  among  the  clefts 
of  the  crags,  and  hanging  out  over  the  abysses  below  them. 
Aloes  flung  up  their  tall  spiral  stems;  flowering  shrubs  and 
creepers  covered  bank  and  slope  with  green  and  blue  and 
white  and  yellow,  and  above  and  over  our  heads,  as  we  drove 
along,  frowned  the  great  limestone  blocks  which  thunder 
down  when  loosened  by  the  rain.  Farther  up  the  hill  sides, 
where  the  slopes  are  less  precipitous,  the  forest  has  been  burnt 
off  by  the  unthrifty  blacks,  who  use  fire  to  clear  the  ground 
for  their  yam  gardens,  and  destroy  the  timber  over  a  dozen 
acres  when  they  intend  to  cultivate  but  a  single  one.  The 
landscape  sufl"ers  less  than  the  soil.     The  efl"ect  to  the  eye  is 

'  Euripides. 
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merely  that  the  mountains  in  Jamaica,  as  in  temperate  climates, 
become  bare  at  a  moderate  altitude,  and  their  outlines  are 
marked  more  sharply  against  the  sky. 

Introduced  among  scenery  of  this  kind,  we  followed  the 
river  two  or  three  miles,  when  it  was  crossed  by  a  bridge, 
above  which  stood  my  friend  Miss  Burton's  lodging  house, 
where  she  had  designed  entertaining  me. .  At  Gordon's  Town, 
which  is  again  a  mile  farther  on,  the  valley  widens  out,  and 
there  are  cocoa  and  coffee  plantations.  Through  an  opening 
we  saw  far  above  our  heads,  like  specks  of  snow  against  the 
mountain  side,  the  homes  or  prisons  of  our  unfortunate  troops. 
Overlooking  the  village  through  which  we  were  passing,  and 
three  hundred  feet  above  it,  was  perched  the  Colonel's  villa 
on  a  projecting  spur  where  a  tributary  of  the  Hope  river  has 
carved  out  a  second  ravine.  We  drove  to  the  door  up  a  steep 
winding  lane  among  coffee  bushes,  which  scented  the  air  with 
their  jessamine-like  blossom,  and  wild  oranges  on  which  the 
fruit  hung  untouched,  glowing  like  balls  of  gold.  We  were  now 
eleven  hundred  feet  above  the  sea.  The  air  was  already  many 
degrees  cooler  than  at  Kingston.  The  ground  in  front  of  the 
house  was  levelled  for  a  garden.  Ivy  was  growing  about  the 
trellis  work,  and  scarlet  geraniums  and  sweet  violets  and  roses 
which  cannot  be  cultivated  in  the  lower  regions,  were  here  in 
full  bloom.  Elsewhere  in  the  grounds  there  was  a  lawn 
tennis  court  to  tempt  the  officers  down  from  their  eyrie  in  the 
clouds.  The  house  was  empty,  in  charge  of  servants.  From 
the  balcony  in  front  of  the  drawing  room  we  saw  peak  rising 
behind  peak,  till  the  highest,  four  thousand  feet  above  us,  was 
lost  in  the  white  mist.  Below  was  the  valley  of  the  Hope 
AVer  with  its  gardens  and  trees  and  scattered  huts,  with  build- 
ings here  and  there  of  higher  pretensions.  On  the  other  side 
the  tributary  stream  rushed  down  its  own  ravine,  while  the 
breeze  among  the  trees  and  the  sound  of  the  falling  waters 
swayed  up  to  us  in  intermittent  pulsations. 

The  place  had  been  made,  I  believe,  in  the  days  of  planta- 
tion prosperity.  What  would  become  of  it  all,  if  Jamaica 
drifted  after  her  sisters  in  the  Antilles,  as  some  persons 
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thought  that  she  was  drifting,  and  became,  like  Grenada,  an 
island  of  small  black  proprietors?  Was  such  a  fate  really 
hanging  over  her  ?  Not  necessarily,  not  by  any  law  of  nature. 
If  it  came,  it  would  come  from  the  dispiritment,  the  lack  of 
energy  and  hope  in  the  languid  representatives  of  the  English 
colonists  ;  for  the  land  even  in  the  mountains  will  grow  what 
it  is  asked  to  grow,  and  men  do  not  live  by  sugar  alone ;  and 
my  friend  Dr.  Nicholl  in  Dominica  and  Colonel  Duncan  in 
Grenada  itself  were  showing  what  English  energy  could  do  if 
it  was  alive  and  vigorous.  The  pale  complaining  beings  of 
whom  I  saw  too  many,  seemed  as  if  they  could  not  be  of  the 
same  race  as  the  men  who  ruled  in  the  days  of  the  slave  trade. 
The  question  to  be  asked  m  every  colony  is,  what  sort  of  men 
is  it  rearing?  If  that  cannot  be  answered  satisfactorily,  the 
rest  is  not  worth  caring  for.     The  blacks  do  not  deserve  the 

ill  that  is  spoken  of  them.     Colonel  J 's  house  is  twelve 

miles  from  Kingston.  He  told  me  that  a  woman  would  walk  in 
with  a  load  for  him,  and  return  on  the  same  day  with  another, 
for  a  shilling.  With  such  material  of  labour  wisely  directed, 
whites  and  blacks  might  live  and  prosper  together ;  but  even 
the  poor  negro  will  not  work  when  he  is  regarded  only  as  a 
machine  to  bring  grist  to  his  master's  mill. 


CHAPTER   XIV. 

Visit  to  Port  Royal — Dockyard — Town — Church — Fort  Augusta — The 
eyrie  in  the  mountains — Ride  to  Newcastle — Society  in  Jamaica — Re- 
ligious bodies — Liberty  and  authority. 

A  NEW  FORT  was  being  built  at  the  mouth  of  the  harbour. 
New  batteries  were  being  armed  on  the  sandbanks  at   Port 

Royal.     Colonel  J had  to  inspect  what  was  going  on,  and 

he  allowed  me  to  go  with  him.  We  were  to  lunch  with  the 
commodore  of  the  station  at  the  Port  Royal  dockyard.  I 
•could  then  see  the  town — or  what  was  left  of  it,  for  the  story 
\vent  that  half  of  it  had  been  swallowed  up  by  an  earthquake. 

13—2 
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We  ran  out  in  a  steam  launch  from  Kingston,  passing  under  the 
sterns  of  the  Spanish  frigates.  I  was  told  that  there  were  always 
one  or  more  Spanish  ships  of  war  stationed  there,  but  no  one 
knew  anything  about  them  except  generally  that  they  were  on 
the  look-out  for  Cuban  conspirators.  There  was  no  exchange 
of  courtesies  between  their  officers  and  ours,  nor  even  official 
communication  beyond  what  was  formally  necessary.  I 
thought  it  strange,  but  it  was  no  business  of  mine.  My  sur- 
prise, however,  was  admitted  to  be  natural.  As  the  launch 
drew  little  water,  we  had  no  occasion  to  follow  the  circuitous 
channel,  but  went  straight  over  the  shoals.  We  passed  close 
by  Gallows  Point,  where  the  Johnny  crows  used  to  pick  the 
pirates'  bones.  In  the  mangrove  swamp  adjoining,  it  was  said 
that  there  was  an  old  Spanish  cemetery ;  but  the  swamp  was 
poisonous,  and  no  one  had  ever  seen  it.  At  the  dockyard 
pier  the  commodore  was  waiting  for  us.  I  found  that  he  was 
an  old  acquaintance  whom  I  had  met  ten  years  before  at  the 
Cape.  He  was  a  brisk,  smart  officer,  quiet  and  sailor-like  in 
his  manners,  but  with  plenty  of  talent  and  cultivation.  He 
showed  us  his  stores  and  his  machinery,  large  engines,  and 
engineers  to  work  them,  ready  for  any  work  which  might  be 
wanted,  but  apparently  with  none  to  do.  We  went  over  the 
hospital,  airy  and  clean,  with  scarcely  a  single  occupant,  so 
healthy  has  now  been  made  a  spot  which  was  once  a  nest  of 
yellow  fever.  Naval  stores  soon  become  antiquated;  and 
parts  of  the  great  square  were  paved  with  the  old  cannon  balls 
which  had  become  useless  on  the  introduction  of  rifled  guns. 
The  fortifications  were  antiquated  also,  but  new  works  were 
being  thrown  up  armed  with  the  modern  monster  cannon. 
One  difficulty  struck  me ;  Port  Royal  stood  upon  a  sandbank. 
In  such  a  place  no  spring  of  fresh  water  could  be  looked  for. 
On  the  large  acreage  of  roofs  there  were  no  shoots  to  catch 
the  rain  and  carry  it  into  cisterns.  WJience  did  the  water 
come  for  the  people  in  the  town  ?  How  were  the  fleets  sup- 
plied which  used  to  ride  there  ?  How  was  it  in  the  old  times 
when  Port  Royal  was  crowded  with  revelling  crews  of  buc- 
caneers ?     I  found  that  every  drop  which  is  consumed  in  the 
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place,  or  which  is  taken  on  board  either  of  merchant  ship  or 
man-of-war,  is  brought  in  a  steam  tug  from  a  spring  ten  miles 
off  upon  the  coast.  Before  steam  came  in,  it  was  fetched  in 
barges  rowed  by  hand.  Nothing  could  be  easier  than  to  save 
the  rain  which  falls  in  abundance.  Nothing  could  be  easier 
than  to  lay  pipes  along  the  sand-spit  to  the  spring.  But  the 
tug  plies  daily  to  and  fro,  and  no  one  thinks  more  about  the 
matter. 

A  West  Indian  regiment  is  stationed  at  Port  Royal.  After 
the  dockyard  we  went  through  the  soldiers'  quarters  and  then 
walked  through  the  streets  of  the  once  famous  station.  It  is 
now  a  mere  hamlet  of  boatmen  and  fishermen,  squalid  and 
wretched,  without  and  within.  Half-naked  children  stared 
at  us  from  the  doors  with  their  dark,  round  eyes.  I  found  it 
hard  to  call  up  the  scenes  of  riot,  and  confusion,  and  wild 
excitement  which  are  alleged  to  have  been  witnessed  there. 
The  story  that  it  once  covered  a  far  larger  area  has  been, 
perhaps,  invented  to  account  for  the  incongruity.  Old  plans 
exist  which  seem  to  show  that  the  end  of  the  spit  could  never 
have  been  of  any  larger  dimensions  than  it  is  at  present. 
There  is  proof  enough,  however,  that  in  the  sand  there  lie  the 
remains  of  many  thousand  English  soldiers  and  seamen,  who 
ended  their  lives  there  for  one  cause  or  other.  The  bones  lie 
so  close  that  they  are  turned  up  as  in  a  country  churchyard 
when  a  fresh  grave  is  dug.  The  walls  of  the  old  church  are 
inlaid  thickly  with  monuments  and  monumental  tablets  to  the 
memory  of  officers  of  either  service,  young  and  old ;  some 
killed  by  fever,  some  by  accidents  of  war  or  sea ;  some 
decorated  with  the  honours  which  they  had  won  in  a  hundred 
fights,  some  carried  off  before  they  had  gathered  the  first 
flower  of  fame.  The  costliness  of  many  of  these  memorials 
was  an  affecting  indication  how  precious  to  their  famiUes 
those  now  resting  there  once  had  been.  One  in  high  relief 
struck  me  as  a  characteristic  specimen  of  Rubillac's  workman- 
ship. It  was  to  a  young  lieutenant  who  had  been  killed  by 
the  bursting  of  a  gun.  Flame  and  vapour  were  rushing  out  of 
the  breech.     The  youth  himself  was  faUing  backwards,  with 
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his  arms  spread  out,  and  a  vast  preternatural  face — death, 
judgment,  eternity,  or  whatever  it  was  meant  to  be — was 
glaring  at  him  through  the  smoke.  Bad  art,  though  the 
execution  was  remarkable ;  but  better, '  perhaps,  than  the 
weeping  angels  now  grown  common  among  ourselves. 

After  luncheon  the  commodore  showed  us  his  curiosities, 
especially  his  garden,  which,  considering  the  state  of  his 
water  supply,  he  had  created  under  unfavourable  conditions. 
He  had  a  very  respectable  collection  of  tropical  ferns  and 
flowers,  with  palms  and  plantains  to  shade  and  shelter  them. 
He  was  an  artist  besides,  within  the  lines  of  his  own  pro- 
fession. Drawings  of  ships  and  boats  of  all  sorts  and  in  all 
attitudes  by  his  own  brush  or  pencil  were  hanging  on  the 
walls  of  his  working  room.  He  was  good  enough  to  ask  me 
to  spend  a  day  or  two  with  him  at  Port  Royal  before  I  left 
the  island,  and  I  looked  forward  with  special  pleasure  to 
becoming  closer  acquainted  with  such  a  genuine  piece  of 
fine-grained  British  oak. 

There  were  the  usual  ceremonies  to  be  attended  to.  The 
officers  of  the  guardship  and  gunboats  had  to  be  called  on. 
The  forts  constructed,  or  in  the  course  of  construction,  were 
duly  inspected.  I  believe  that  there  is  a  real  serious  intention 
to  strengthen  Port  Royal  in  view  of  the  changes  which  may 
come  about  through  the  opening,  if  that  event  ever  takes 
place,  of  the  Darien  canal. 

Our  last  visit  was  to  a  fort  deserted,  or  all  but  deserted — 
the  once  too  celebrated  Fort  Augusta,  which  deserves  par- 
ticular description.  It  stands  on  the  inner  side  of  the  lagoon 
commanding  the  deep-water  channel  at  the  point  of  the  great 
mangrove  swamp  at  the  mouth  of  the  Cobre  river.  For  the 
purpose  for  which  it  was  intended  no  better  situation  could 
have  been  chosen,  had  there  been  nothing  else  to  be  con- 
sidered except  the  defence  of  the  harbour,  for  a  vessel  trying 
to  reach  Kingston  had  to  pass  close  in  front  of  its  hundred 
guns.  It  was  constructed  on  a  scale  becoming  its  importance, 
with  accommodation  for  two  or  three  regiments,  and  the 
regiments  were  sent  thither,  and  they  perished,  regiment  after 
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regiment,  officers  and  men,  from  the  malarious  exhalations  of 
the  morass.  Whole  battalions  were  swept  away.  The  ranks 
were  filled  up  by  reinforcements  from  home,  and  these,  too, 
went  the  same  road.  Of  one  regiment  the  only  survivors, 
according  to  the  traditions  of  the  place,  were  a  quartermaster 
and  a  corporal.  Finally  it  occurred  to  the  authorities  at  the 
Horse  Guards  that  a  regiment  of  Hussars  would  be  a  useful 
addition  to  the  garrison.  It  v/as  not  easy  to  see  what  Hussars 
were  to  do  there.  There  is  not  a  spot  where  the  horses  could 
stand  twenty  yards  beyond  the  lines ;  nor  could  they  reach 
Fort  Augusta  at  all  except  in  barges.  However,  it  was 
perhaps  well  that  they  were  sent.  Horses  and  men  went  the 
way  of  the  rest.  The  loss  of  the  men  might  have  been 
supplied,  but  horses  were  costly,  and  the  loss  of  them  was 
more  serious.  Fort  Augusta  was  gradually  abandoned,  and 
is  now  used  only  as  a  powder  magazine.  A  guard  is  kept 
there  of  twenty  blacks  from  the  West  Indian  force,  but  even 
these  are  changed  every  ten  days — so  deadly  the  vapour  of 
that  malarious  jungle  is  now  understood  to  be. 

I  never  saw  so  spectral  a  scene  as  met  my  eyes  when  we 
steamed  up  to  the  landmg  place — ramparts  broken  down,  and 
dismantled  cannon  lying  at  the  foot  of  the  wall  overgrown  by 
jungle.  The  sentinel  who  presented  arms  was  like  a  corpse 
in  uniform.  He  was  not  pale,  for  he  was  a  negro — he  was 
green,  and  he  looked  like  some  ghoul  or  afrite  in  a  ghastly 
cemetery.  The  roofs  of  the  barracks  and  storehouses  had 
fallen  in,  the  rafters  being  left  standing  with  the  light  shining 
between  them  as  through  the  bones  of  skeletons.  Great  piles 
of  shot  lay  rusting,  as  not  worth  removal  j  among  them 
conical  shot,  so  recently  had  this  fatal  charnel  house  been 
regarded  as  a  fit  location  for  British  artillerymen. 

I  breathed  more  freely  as  we  turned  our  backs  upon  the 
hideous  memorial  of  parhamentary  administration,  and 
steamed  away  into  a  purer  air.  My  conservative  instincts 
had  undergone  a  shock.  As  we  look  back  into  the  past, 
the  brighter  features  stand  out  conspicuously.  The  mistakes 
and  miseries  have  sunk  in  the  shade  and  are  forgotten.     In 
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the  present  faults  and  merits  are  visible  alike.  The  faults 
attract  chief  notice  that  they  may  be  mended ;  and  as  there 
seem  so  many  of  them,  the  impulse  is  to  conclude  that  the 
past  was  better.     It  is  well  to  be  sometimes  reminded  what 

the   past   really  was.      In  Colonel  J I  found  a  strong 

advocate  of  the  late  army  reforms.  Thanks  to  recovering 
energy  and  more  distinct  conscientiousness,  thanks  to  the  all- 
seeing  eye  of  the  Press,  such  an  experiment  as  that  of  Fort 
Augusta  could  hardly  be  tried  again,  or  if  tried  could  not  be 
persisted  in.  Extravagance  and  absurdities,  however,  remain, 
and  I  was  next  to  witness  an  instance  of  them. 

Having  ceased  to  quarter  our  regiments  in  mangrove  swamps, 
we  now  build  a  camp  for  them  among  the  clouds.  I  mentioned 
that  Captain  C had  undertaken  that  I  should  see  New- 
castle. He  had  written  to  a  friend  there  to  say  that  I  was 
coming  up,  and  the  junior  aide-de-camp  kindly  lent  his  ser- 
vices as  a  guide.  As  far  as  Gordon's  Town  we  drove  along 
the  same  road  which  we  had  followed  before.  There,  at  a 
small  wayside  inn,  we  found  horses  waiting  which  were  ac- 
customed to  the  mountain.  Suspicious  mists  were  hanging 
about  aloft,  but  the  landlord,  after  a  glance  at  them,  promised 
us  a  fine  day,  and  we  mounted  and  set  off.  My  animal's 
merits  were  not  in  his  appearance,  but  he  had  been  up  and 
down  a  hundred  times,  and  might  be  trusted  to  accomplish 
his  hundred  and  first  without  misfortune.  For  the  first  mile 
or  so  the  road  was  tolerably  level,  following  the  bank  of  the 
river  under  the  shade  of  the  forest.  It  then  narrowed  into  a 
horse  path  and  zigzagged  upwards  at  the  side  of  a  torrent  into 
the  deep  pools  of  which  we  occasionally  looked  down  over 
the  edges  of  uncomfortable  precipices.  Then  again  there 
was  a  level,  with  a  village  and  coffee  plantations  and  oranges 
and  bananas.  After  this  the  vegetation  changed.  We  issued 
out  upon  open  mountain,  with  English  grass,  English  clover, 
English  gorse,  and  other  famiUar  acquaintances  introduced  to 
make  the  isolation  less  intolerable.  The  track  was  so  rough 
and  narrow  that  we  could  ride  only  in  single  file,  and  was 
often  no  better  than  a  watercourse ;  yet  by  this  and  no  othei 
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way  every  article  had  to  be  carried  on  donkeys'  backs  or 
human  heads  which  was  required  for  the  consumption  of  300 
infantry  and  100  artillerymen.  Artillerymen  might  seem  to 
imply  artillery,  but  they  have  only  a  single  small  field  gun. 
They  are  there  for  health's  sake  only,  and  to  be  fit  for  work  if 
wanted  below.  An  hour's  ride  brought  us  to  the  lowest  range 
of  houses,  which  were  4,000  feet  above  the  sea.  From  thence 
they  rose,  tier  above  tier,  for  500  feet  more.  The  weather  so 
far  had  held  up,  and  the  views  had  been  glorious,  but  we 
passed  now  into  a  cloud,  through  which  we  saw,  dimly,  groups 
of  figures  listlessly  lounging.  The  hillside  was  bare,  and  the 
slope  so  steep  that  there  was  no  standing  on  it,  save  where  it 
had  been  flattened  by  the  spade ;  and  here  in  this  extra- 
ordinary place  were  400  young  Englishmen  of  the  common 
type  of  which  soldiers  are  made,  with  nothing  to  do  and 
nothing  to  enjoy — remaining,  unless  they  desert  or  die  of 
ennui,  for  one,  two,  or  three  years,  as  their  chance  may  be. 
Every  other  day  they  can  see  nothing,  save  each  other's  forms 
and  faces  in  the  fog ;  for,  fine  and  bright  as  the  air  may  be 
below,  the  moisture  in  the  air  is  condensed  into  cloud  by  the 
chill  rock  and  soil  of  the  high  ranges.  The  officers  come  down 
now  and  then  on  furlough  or  on  duty ;  the  men  rarely  and 

hardly  at  all,  and  soldiers,  in  spite  of  General ,  cannot 

always  be  made  happy  by  the  picturesque.  They  are  not 
educated  enough  to  find  employment  for  their  minds,  and  of 
amusement  there  is  none. 

We  continued  our  way  up,  the  track  if  anything  growing 
steeper,  till  we  reached  the  highest  point  of  the  camp,  and 
found  ourselves  before  a  pretty  cottage  with  creepers  climbing 
about  it  belonging  to  the  major  in  command.  A  few  yards  off 
was  the  officers'  mess  room.  They  expected  us.  They  knew 
my  companion,  and  visitors  from  the  under-world  were 
naturally  welcome.  The  major  was  an  active  clever  man,  with 
a  bright  laughing  Irish  wife,  whose  relations  in  the  old  country 
were  friends  of  my  own.  The  American  consul  and  his  lady 
happened  to  have  ridden  up  also  the  same  day ;  so,  in  spite 
of  fog,  which  grew  thicker  every  moment,  we  had  a  good  time. 
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As  to  seeing,  we  could  see  nothing ;  but  then  there  was  no- 
thing to  see  except  views  ;  and  panoramic  views  from  moun- 
tain tops,  extolled  as  they  may  be,  do  not  particularly  interest 
me.  The  officers,  so  far  as  I  could  learn,  are  less  ill  off  than 
the  privates.  Those  who  are  married  have  their  wives  with 
them;  they  can  read,  they  can  draw,  they  can  ride;  they  have 
gardens  about  their  houses  where  they  can  grow  English 
flowers  and  vegetables  and  try  experiments.     Science  can  be 

followed  anywhere,  and  is  everywhere  a  resource.    Major 

told  me  that  he  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  find  the  day 
too  long.  Healthy  the  camp  is  at  any  rate.  The  temperature 
never  rises  above  70^*  nor  sinks  often  below  60°.  They  re- 
quire charcoal  fires  to  keep  the  damp  out  and  blankets  to 
sleep  under ;  and  when  they  see  the  sun  it  is  an  agreeable 
change  and  something  to  talk  about.  There  are  no  large 
incidents,  but  small  ones  do  instead.  While  I  was  there  a 
man  came  to  report  that  he  had  slipped  by  accident  and  set  a 
stone  rolling ;  the  stone  had  cut  a  water  pipe  in  two,  and  it 
had  to  be  mended,  and  was  an  afternoon's  work  for  somebody. 
Such  officers  as  have  no  resources  in  themselves  are,  of  course, 
bored  to  extinction.  There  is  neither  furred  game  to  hunt  nor 
feathered  game  to  shoot ;  the  mongoose  has  eaten  up  the 
partridges.  I  suggested  that  they  should  import  two  or  three 
couple  of  bears  from  Norway ;  they  would  fatten  and  multiply 
among  the  roots  and  sugar  canes,  with  a  black  piccaninny  now 
and  then  for  a  special  delicacy.  One  of  the  party  extemporised 
us  a  speech  which  would  be  made  on  the  occasion  in  Exeter 
Hall. 

We  had  not  seen  the  worst  of  the  weather.  As  we  mounted 
to  ride  back  the  fog  changed  to  rain,  and  the  rain  to  a  deluge. 
The  track  became  a  torrent.  Macintoshes  were  a  vanity,  for 
the  water  rushed  down  one's  neck,  and  every  crease  made 
itself  into  a  conduit  carrying  the  stream  among  one's  inner 
garments.  Dominica  itself  had  not  prepared  me  for  the 
violence  of  these  Jamaican  downpourings.  False  had  proved 
our  prophet  down  below.  There  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  go 
on  j  and  we  knew  by  experience  that  one  does  not  melt  on 
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these  occasions.     At  a  turn  of  the  road  we  met  another  group 

of  riders,  among  them  Lady  N ,  who,  during  her  husband's 

absence  in  England,  was  living  at  a  country  house  in  the  hills. 
She  politely  stopped  and  would  have  spoken,  but  it  was  not 
weather  to  stand  talking  in  ;  the  torrent  washed  us  apart. 

And  now  comes  the  strangest  part  of  the  story.  A  thousand 
feet  down  we  passed  out  below  the  clouds  into  clear  bright 
sunshine.  Above  us  it  was  still  black  as  ever.  The  vapour 
clung  about  the  peaks  and  did  not  leave  them.  Underneath 
us  and  round  us  it  was  a  lovely  summer's  day.  The  farther 
we  descended  the  fewer  the  signs  that  any  rain  had  fallen. 
When  we  reached  the  stables  at  Gordon's  Town,  the  dust  was 
on  the  road  as  we  left  it,  and  the  horsekeeper  congratulated  us 
on  the  correctness  of  his  forecast.  Clothes  soon  dry  in  that 
country,  and  we  drove  down  home  none  the  worse  for  our 
wetting.  I  was  glad  to  have  seen  a  place  of  which  I  had  heard 
so  much.  On  the  whole,  I  hoped  that  perhaps  by-and-by  the 
authorities  may  discover  some  camping  jground  for  our  poor 
soldiers  halfway  between  the  Inferno  of  Fort  Augusta  and  the 
Caucasian  cliffs  to  which  they  are  chained  like  Prometheus. 
Malice  did  say  that  Newcastle  was  the  property  of  a  certain 

Sir y  a  high  official  of  a  past  generation,  who  wished  to 

part  with  it,  and  found  a  convenient  purchaser  in  the  Govern- 
ment. 

The  hospitalities  at  Government  House  were  well  maintained 

under  the  J administration.     The  Colonel  was  gracious, 

the  lady  beautiful  and  brilliant.  There  were  lawn  parties  and 
evening  parties,  when  all  that  was  best  in  the  island  was 
collected ;  the  old  Jamaican  aristocracy,  army  and  navy 
officers,  civilians,  eminent  lawyers,  a  few  men  among  them 
of  high  intelligence.  The  tone  was  old-fashioned  and  cour- 
teous, with  Uttle,  perhaps  too  little,  of  the  go-a-headisi7i  of 
younger  colonies,  but  not  the  less  agreeable  on  that  account. 
As  to  prospects,  or  the  present  condition  of  things  in  the 
island,  there  were  wide  differences  of  opinion.  If  there  was 
unanimity  about  anything,  it  was  about  the  consequences 
likely  to  arise  from  an  extension  of  the  principle  of  self-govern- 
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ment.  There,  at  all  events,  lay  the  right  road  to  the  wrong 
place.  The  blacks  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  and  the  wrong 
at  present  was  on  the  other  side.  The  taxation  fell  heavily 
on  the  articles  consumed  by  the  upper  classes.  The  duty  on 
tea,  for  instance,  was  a  shilling  a  pound,  and  the  duties  on 
other  luxuries  in  the  same  proportion.  It  scarcely  touched 
the  negroes  at  all.  They  were  acquiring  land,  and  some 
thought  that  there  ought  to  be  a  land  tax.  They  would  pro- 
bably object  and  resist,  and  trouble  would  come  if  it  was 
proposed,  for  the  blacks  object  to  taxes.  As  long  as  there  are 
white  men  to  pay  them,  they  will  be  satisfied  to  get  the  benefit 
of  the  expenditure ;  but  let  not  their  English  friends  suppose 
that  when  they  have  the  island  for  their  own  they  will  tax 
themselves  for  police  or  schools,  or  for  any  other  of  those 
educational  institutions  from  which  the  believers  in  progress 
anticipate  such  glorious  results. 

As  to  the  planters,  it  seemed  agreed  that  when  an  estate 
was  unencumbered  and  the  owner  resided  upon  it  and  managed 
it  himself,  he  could  still  keep  afloat.  It  was  agreed  also  that 
when  the  owner  was  an  absentee  the  cost  of  management  con- 
sumed all  the  profits,  and  thus  the  same  impulse  to  sell  which 
had  gone  so  far  in  the  Antilles  was  showing  itself  more  and 
more  in  Jamaica  also.  Fine  properties  all  about  the  island 
were  in  the  market  for  any  price  which  purchasers  could  be 
found  to  give.  Too  many  even  of  the  old  English  families 
were  tired  of  the  struggle,  and  were  longing  to  be  out  of  it  at 
any  cost. 

At  one  time  we  heard  much  of  the  colonial  Church  and 
the  power  which  it  was  acquiring,  and  as  it  seems  unlikely 
that  the  political  authority  of  the  white  race  will  be  allowed 
to  reassert  itself,  it  must  be  through  their  minds  and  through 
those  other  qualities  which  religion  addresses  that  the  black  race 
will  be  influenced  by  the  white,  if  it  is  ever  to  be  influenced 
at  all. 

I  had  marked  the  respect  with  which  the  Catholic  clergy 
were  treated  in  Dominica,  and  even  the  Hayti  Republic  still 
maintains  the  French  episcopate  and  priesthood.    But  I  could 
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not  find  that  the  Church  of  England  in  Jamaica  either  was  at 
present  or  had  ever  been  more  than  the  Church  of  the  EngUsh 
in  Jamaica,  respected  as  long  as  the  English  gentry  were  a 
dominant  power  there,  but  with  no  independent  charm  to  work 
on  imagination  or  on  superstition.  Labat  says,  as  I  noted 
above,  that  the  EngUsh  clergy  in  his  time  did  not  baptise  the 
black  babies,  on  the  curious  ground  that  Christians  could  not 
lawfully  be  held  as  slaves,  and  the  slaves  therefore  were  not  to 
be  made  Christians.  A  Jesuit  Father  whom  I  met  at  Govern- 
ment House  told  me  that  even  now  the  clergy  refuse  to  baptise 
the  illegitimate  children,  and  as,  according  to  the  official  re- 
turns, nearly  two-thirds  of  the  children  that  are  born  in  Jamaica 
come  into  the  world  thus  irregularly,  they  are  not  likely  to  be- 
come more  popular  than  they  used  to  be.    Perhaps  Father 

was  doing  what  a  good  many  other  people  do,  making  a  general 
practice  out  of  a  few  instances.  Perhaps  the  blacks  themselves 
who  wish  their  children  to  be  Christians  carry  them  to  the 
minister  whom  they  prefer,  and  that  minister  may  not  be  the 
Anglican  clergyman.  Of  Catholics  there  are  not  many  in 
Jamaica ;  of  the  Moravians  I  heard  on  all  sides  the  warmest 
praise.  They,  above  all  the  religious  bodies  in  the  island,  are 
admitted  to  have  a  practical  power  for  good  over  the  limited 
number  of  people  which  belong  to  them.  But  the  Moravians 
are  but  a  few.  They  do  not  rush  to  make  converts  in  the 
highways  and  hedges,  and  my  observations  in  Dominica  almost 
led  me  to  wish  that,  in  the  absence  of  other  forms  of  spiritual 
authority,  the  Catholics  might  become  more  numerous  than 
they  are.  The  priests  in  Dominica  were  the  only  Europeans 
who,  for  their  own  sakes  and  on  independent  grounds,  were 
looked  up  to  with  fear  and  respect. 

The  religion  of  the  future  !  That  is  the  problem  of  problems 
that  rises  before  us  at  the  close  of  this  waning  century.  The 
future  of  the  West  Indies  is  a  small  matter.  Yet  that,  too,  like 
all  else,  depends  on  the  spiritual  beliefs  which  are  to  rise  out 
of  the  present  confusion.  Men  will  act  well  and  wisely,  or  ill 
and  foolishly,  according  to  the  form  and  force  of  their  concep- 
tions of  duty.     Once  before,  under  the  Roman  Empire,  the 
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conditions  were  not  wholly  dissimilar.  The  inherited  creed 
had  become  unbelievable,  and  the  scientific  intellect  was  turn- 
ing materialist.  Christianity  rose  out  of  the  chaos,  confounding 
statesmen  and  philosophers,  and  became  the  controlling  power 
among  mankind  for  i,8oo  years.  But  Christianity  found  a  soil 
prepared  for  the  seed.  The  masses  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
Roman  world  were  not  materialist.  The  masses  of  the  people 
believed  already  in  the  supernatural  and  in  penal  retribution 
after  death  for  their  sins.  Lucretius  complains  of  the  misery 
produced  upon  them  by  the  terrors  of  the  anticipated  Tartarus. 
Serious  and  good  men  were  rather  turning  away  from  atheism 
than  welcoming  it;  and  if  they  doubted  the  divinity  of  the 
Olympian  gods,  it  was  not  because  they  doubted  whether  gods 
existed  at  all,  but  because  the  immoraHties  attributed  to  them 
were  unworthy  of  the  exalted  nature  of  the  Divine  Being. 
The  phenomena  are  different  now.  Who  is  now  made  wretched 
by  the  fear  of  hell?  The  tendency  of  popular  thought  is 
against  the  supernatural  in  any  shape.  Far  into  space  as  the 
telescope  can  search,  deep  as  analysis  can  penetrate  into  mind 
and  consciousness  or  the  forces  which  govern  natural  things, 
popular  thought  finds  only  uniformity  and  connection  of  cause 
and  effect — no  sign  anywhere  of  a  personal  will  which  is  influ- 
enced by  prayer  or  moral  motive.  When  a  subject  is  still 
obscure  we  are  confident  that  it  admits  of  scientific  explana- 
tion j  we  no  longer  refer  *  ad  Deum,'  whom  we  regard  as  a 
constitutional  monarch  taking  no  direct  part  at  all.  The  new 
creed,  however,  not  having  crystallised  as  yet  into  a  shape 
which  can  be  openly  professed,  and  as  without  any  creed  at 
all  the  flesh  and  the  devil  might  become  too  powerful,  we 
maintain  the  old  names  and  forms,  as  we  maintain  the 
monarchy.  We  surround  both  with  reverence  and  majesty, 
and  the  reverence,  being  confined  to  feeling,  continues  to 
exercise  a  vague  but  wholesome  influence.  We  row  in  one 
way  while  we  look  another.  In  the  presence  of  the  marked 
decay  of  Protestantism  as  a  positive  creed,  the  Protestant 
powers  of  Europe  may,  perhaps,  patch  up  some  kind  of  recon- 
ciliation with  the  old  spiritual  organisation  which  was  shattered 
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in  the  sixteenth  century,  and  has  since  shown  no  unwillingness 
to  adapt  itself  to  modern  forms  of  thought.  The  Olympian 
gods  survived  for  seven  centuries  after  Aristophanes  with  the 
help  of  allegory  and  '  economy.'  The  Church  of  Rome  may 
survive  as  long  after  Calvin  and  Luther.  Carlyle  mocked  at 
the  possibility  when  I  ventured  to  say  so  to  him.  Yet  Carlyle 
seemed  to  think  that  the  mass  was  the  only  form  of  faith  in 
Europe  which  had  any  sincerity  remaining  in  it. 

A  religion,  at  any  rate,  which  will  keep  the  West  Indian 
blacks  from  falling  into  devil  worship  is  still  to  seek.  Consti- 
tutions and  belief  in  progress  may  satisfy  Europe,  but  will  not 
answer  in  Jamaica.  In  spite  of  the  priests,  child  murder  and 
cannibalism  have  reappeared  in  Hayti ;  but  without  them 
things  might  have  been  worse  than  they  are,  and  the  preserva- 
tion of  white  authority  and  influence  in  any  form  at  all  may  be 
better  than  none. 

White  authority  and  white  influence  may,  however,  still  be 
preserved  in  a  nobler  and  better  way.  Slavery  was  a  survival 
from  a  social  order  which  had  passed  away,  and  slavery  could 
not  be  continued.  It  does  not  follow  that/^r  se  it  was  a  crime. 
The  negroes  who  were  sold  to  the  dealers  in  the  African  factories 
were  most  of  them  either  slaves  already  to  worse  masters  or  were 
servi^  servants  in  the  old  meaning  of  the  word,  prisoners  of  war, 
or  else  criminals,  servati  or  reserved  from  death.  They  would 
otherwise  have  been  kifled  ;  and  since  the  slave  trade  has  been 
abolished  are  again  killed  in  the  too  celebrated  'customs.' 
The  slave  trade  was  a  crime  when  the  chiefs  made  war  on  each 
other  for  the  sake  of  captives  whom  they  could  turn  into 
money.  In  many  instances,  perhaps  in  most,  it  was  innocent 
and  even  beneficent.  Nature  has  made  us  unequal,  and  Acts 
of  Parliament  cannot  make  us  equal.  Some  must  lead  and 
some  must  follow,  and  the  question  is  only  of  degree  and  kind. 
For  myself,  I  would  rather  be  the  slave  of  a  Shakespeare  or  a 
Burghley  than  the  slave  of  a  majority  in  the  House  of  Commons 
or  the  slave  of  my  own  folly.  Slavery  is  gone,  with  all  that 
belonged  to  it ;  but  it  will  be  an  ill  day  for  mankind  if  no  one 
is  to  be  compelled  any  more  to  obey  those  who  are  wiser  than 
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himself,  and  each  of  us  is  to  do  only  what  is  right  in  our  own 
eyes.  There  may  be  authority,  yet  not  slavery  :  a  soldier  is 
not  a  slave,  a  sailor  is  not  a  slave,  a  child  is  not  a  slave,  a  wife 
is  not  a  slave ;  yet  they  may  not  live  by  their  own  wills  or 
emancipate  themselves  at  their  own  pleasure  from  positions  in 
which  nature  has  placed  them,  or  into  which  they  have  them- 
selves voluntarily  entered.  The  negroes  of  the  West  Indies 
are  children,  and  not  yet  disobedient  children.  They  have 
their  dreams,  but  for  the  present  they  are  dreams  only.  If  you 
enforce  self-government  upon  them  when  they  are  not  asking 
for  it,  you  may  turn  the  dream  into  a  reality,  and  wilfully  drive 
them  back  into  the  condition  of  their  ancestors,  from  which  the 
slave  trade  was  the  beginning  of  their  emancipation. 
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The  Church  of  England  in  Jamaica — Drive  to  Castleton — Botanical  Gardens 
— Picnic  by  the  river — Black  women — Ball  at  Government  House — • 
Mandeville — Miss  Roy — Country  society — Manners — American  visitors 
— A  Moravian  missionary — The  modern  Radical  creed. 

If  I  have  spoken  without  enthusiasm  of  the  working  of  the 
Church  of  England  among  the  negroes,  I  have  not  meant  to  be 
disrespectful.  As  I  lay  awake  at  daybreak  on  the  Sunday 
morning  after  my  arrival,  I  heard  the  sound  of  church  bells, 
not  Catholic  bells  as  at  Dominica,  but  good  old  English  chimes. 
The  Church  is  disestabHshed  so  far  as  law  can  disestablish  it, 
but,  as  in  Barbadoes,  the  royal  arms  still  stand  over  the  arches 
of  the  chancel.  Introduced  with  the  English  conquest,  it  has 
been  identified  with  the  ruling  order  of  English  gentry,  respect- 
able, harmless,  and  useful,  to  those  immediately  connected 
with  it. 

The  parochial  system,  as  in  Barbadoes  also,  was  spread  over 
the  island.  Each  parish  had  its  church,  its  parsonage  and  its 
school,  its  fonts  where  the  white  children  were  baptised — in 
spite  of  my  Jesuit,  I  shall  hope  not  whites  only;   and  its 
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graveyard,  where  in  time  they  were  laid  to  rest.     With  their 
quiet  Sunday  services  or  the  old  type  the  country  districts  were 
exact  reproductions  of  English  country  villages.     The  church 
whose  bells  I  had  heard  was  of  the  more  fashionable  suburban 
type,  standing  in  a  central  situation  halfway  to  Kingston.    The 
service  was  at  the  old  English  hour  of  eleven.     We  drove  to  it 
in  the  orthodox  fashion,  with  our  prayer  books  and  Sunday 
costumes,  the  Colonel  in  uniform.     The  gentry  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood are  antiquated  in  their  habits,  and  to  go  to  church 
on   Sunday   is   still   regarded  as   a   simple   duty.     A   dozen 
carriages  stood  under  the  shade  at  the  doors.     The  congrega- 
tion was  upper  middle-class  English  of  the  best  sort,  and  was 
large,  though  almost  wholly  white.     White  tablets  as  at  Port 
Royal  covered  the  walls,  with  familiar  English  names  upon 
them.     But  for  the  heat  I  could  have  imagined  myself  at  home. 
There  were  no  Aaron  Bangs  to  be  seen,  or  Paul  Gelids,  with 
the  rough  sense,  the  vigour,  the  energy,  and  roystering  light- 
heartedness  of  our  grandfathers.     The  faces  of  the  men  were 
serious  and  thoughtful,  with  the  shadow  resting  on  them  of  an 
uncertain  future.     They  are  good  Churchmen  still,  and  walk 
on  in  the  old  paths,  wherever  those  paths  may  lead.     They  are 
old-fashioned  and  slow  to  change,  and  are  perhaps  belated  in 
an  eddy  of  the  great  stream  of  progress ;  but  they  were  pleasant 
to  see  and  pleasant  to  talk  to.     After  service  there  were  the 
usual  shakings  of  hands  among  friends  outside ;  arrangements 
were  made  for  amusements  and  expeditions  in  which  I  was 
invited  to  join — which  were  got  up,  perhaps,    for   my  own 
entertainment.     I  was  to  be  taken  to  the  sights  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;  I  was  to  see  this ;  I  was  to  see  that ;  above  all,  I 
must  see  the  Peak  of  the  Blue  Mountains.     The  peak  itself  I 
could  see  better  from  below,  for  there  it  stood,  never  moving, 
between  seven  and  eight  thousand  feet  high.     But  I  had  had 
mountain  riding  enough,  and  was  allowed  to  plead  my  age  and 
mfirmities.     It  was  arranged  finally  that  I  should  be  driven  the 
next  day  to  Castleton,  seventeen  miles  off  over  a  mountain 
pass,  to  see  the  Botanical  Gardens. 

Accordingly  early  on  the  following  morning  we  set  off;  two 
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carriages  full  of  us ;  Mr.  M ,  a  new  friend  lately  made,  but 

I  hope  long  to  be  preserved,  on  the  box  of  his  four-in-hand. 
The  road   was   as   good   as   all   roads   are   in   Jamaica   and 
Barbadoes,  and  more  cannot  be  said  in  their  favour.     Forest 
trees  made  a  roof  over  our  heads  as  we  climbed  to  the  crest  of 
the  ridge.     Thence  we  descended  the  side  of  a  long  valley,  a 
stream  running  below  us  which  gradually  grew  into  a  river. 
We  passed  through  all  varieties  of  cultivation.     On  the  high 
ground  there  was  a  large  sugar  plantation,  worked  by  coolies, 
the  first  whom  I  had  seen  in  Jamaica.     In  the  alluvial  meadows 
on  the  river-side  were  tobacco  fields,  cleanly  and  carefully  kept, 
belonging  to  my  Spanish  friend  in  Kingston,  and  only  too  rich 
in  leaves.     There  were  sago  too,  and  ginger,  and  tamarinds,  and 
cocoa,  and  coffee,  and  cocoa-nut  palms.     On  the  hill-sides  were 
the  garden  farms  of  the  blacks,  which  were  something  to  see 
and  remember.     They  receive  from   the   Government  at  an 
almost  nominal  quit  rent  an  acre  or  two  of  uncleared  forest. 
To  this  as  the  first  step  they  set  light ;  at  twenty  different 
spots  we  saw  their  fires  blazing.     To  clear  an  acre  they  waste 
the  timber  on  half  a  dozen  or  a  dozen.     They  plant  their  yams 
and  sweet  potatoes  among  the  ashes  and  grow  crops  there  till 
the  soil  is  exhausted.     Then  they  move  on  to  another,  which 
they  treat  with  the  same  recklessness,   leaving  the  first  to  go 
back  to  scrub.     Since  the  Chinaman  burnt  his  house  to  roast 
his  pig,  such  waste  was  never  seen.     The  male  proprietors  were 
lounging  about  smoking.  Their  wives,  as  it  was  market  day,  were 
tramping  into  Kingston  with  their  baskets  on  their  head.    We 
met  them  literally  in  thousands,  all  merry  and  light-hearted, 
their  little  ones  with  Httle  baskets  trudging  at  their  side.     Of 
the  lords  of  the  creation  we  saw,  perhaps,  one  to  each  hundred 
women,  and  he  would  be  riding  on  mule  or  donkey,  pipe  in 
mouth  and  carrying  nothing.      He  would  be  generally  sulky 
too,  while  the  ladies,  young  and  old,  had   all   a   civil  word 
for  us  and  curtsied  under  their  loads.      Decidedly  if  there 
.  is  to  be  a. black  constitution  I  would  give  the  votes  only  to 
the  women. 

We  reached  Castleton  at  last.    It  was  in  a  hot  damp  valley, 
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said  to  be  a  nest  of  yellow  fever.  The  gardens  slightly  dis- 
appointed me ;  my  expectations  had  been  too  much  raised  by 
Trinidad.  There  were  lovely  flowers  of  course,  and  curious 
plants  and  trees.  Every  known  palm  is  growing  there.  They 
try  hard  to  grow  roses,  and  they  say  that  they  succeed.  The 
roses  were  not  in  flower,  and  I  could  not  judge.  But  the 
familiar  names  were  all  there,  and  others  which  were  not 
famihar,  the  newest  importations  called  after  the  great  ladies 
of  the  day.  I  saw  one  labelled  Mabel  Morrison.  To  find 
the  daughter  of  an  ancient  college  friend  and  contemporary 
giving  name  to  a  plant  in  the  New  World  makes  one  feel 
dreadfully  old ;  but  I  expected  to  find,  and  I  did  not  find, 
some  useful  practical  horticulture  going  on.  They  ought,  for 
instance,  to  have  been  trying  experiments  with  orange  trees. 
The  orange  in  Jamaica  is  left  to  nature.  They  plant  the  seeds, 
and  leave  the  result  to  chance.  They  neither  bud  nor  graft, 
and  go  upon  the  hypothesis  that  as  the  seed  is,  so  will  be  the 
tree  which  comes  of  it.  Yet  even  thus,  so  favourable  is  the 
soil  and  climate  that  the  oranges  of  Jamaica  are  prized  above 
all  others  which  are  sold  in  the  American  market.  With  skill 
and  knowledge  and  good  selection  they  might  produce  the 
finest  in  the  world.  '  There  are  dollars  in  that  island,  sir,'  as 
an  American  gentleman  said  to  me,  *  if  they  look  for  them  in 
the  right  way.'  Nothing  of  this  kind  was  going  on  at  Castleton  ; 
so  much  the  worse,  but  perhaps  things  will  mend  by-and-by. 
I  was  consoled  partly  by  another  specimen  of  the  A7nherstia 
nohilis.  It  was  not  so  large  as  those  which  I  had  seen  at 
Trinidad,  but  it  was  in  splendid  bloom,  and  certainly  is  the 
most  gorgeous  flowering  tree  which  the  world  contains. 

Wild  nature  also  was  luxuriantly  beautiful.  We  picnicked 
by  the  river,  which  here  is  a  full  rushing  stream  with  pools  that 
would  have  held  a  salmon,  and  did  hold  abundant  mullet. 
We  found  a  bower  formed  by  a  twisted  vine,  so  thick  that 
neither  sun  nor  rain  could  penetrate  the  roof.  The  floor  was 
of  shining  shingle,  and  the  air  breathed  cool  from  off"  the 
water.  It  was  a  spot  which  nymph  or  naiad  may  haunt  here- 
after, when  nymphs  are  born  again  in  the  new  era.  The  creatures 
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of  imagination  have  fled  away  from  modern  enlightenment.  But 
we  were  a  pleasant  party  of  human  beings,  lying  about  under 
the  shade  upon  the  pebbles.  We  had  brought  a  blanket  of  ice 
with  us,  and  the  champagne  was  manufactured  into  cup  by 
choicest  West  Indian  skill.  Figures  fall  unconsciously  at  such 
moments  into  attitudes  which  would  satisfy  a  painter,  and  the 
scenes  remain  upon  the  memory  like  some  fine  finished  work 
of  art.  We  had  done  with  the  gardens,  and  I  remember  no 
more  of  them  except  that  I  saw  a  mongoose  stalking  a  flock  of 
turkeys.  The  young  ones  and  their  mother  gathered  together 
and  showed  fight.  The  old  cock,  after  the  manner  of  the 
male  animal,  seemed  chiefly  anxious  for  his  own  skin,  though 
a  little  ashamed  at  the  same  time,  as  if  conscious  that  more 
was  expected  of  him.  On  the  way  back  we  met  the  returning 
stream  of  women  and  children,  loaded  heavily  as  before  and 
with  the  same  elastic  step.  In  spite  of  all  that  is  incorrect 
about  them,  the  women  are  the  material  to  work  upon ;  and  if 
they  saw  that  we  were  in  earnest,  they  would  lend  their  help 
to  make  their  husbands  bestir  themselves.  A  Dutch  gentle- 
man once  boasted  to  me  of  the  wonderful  prosperity  of  Java, 
where  everybody  was  well  off  and  everybody  was  industrious. 
He  so  insisted  upon  the  industry  that  I  ask  him  how  it  was 
brought  about.  Were  the  people  slaves  ?  '  Oh,'  he  cried,  as 
if  shocked,  *  God  forbid  that  a  Christian  nation  should  be  so 
wicked  as  to  keep  slaves  ! '  '  Do  they  never  wish  to  be  idle  ? ' 
I  asked.  *  Never,  never,'  he  said ;  '  no,  no  :  we  do  not  permit 
anyone  to  be  idle.' 

My  stay  with  Colonel  J was  drawing  to  a  close ;  one 

great  festivity  was  impending,  which  I  wished  to  avoid  ;  but  the 
gracious  lady  insisted  that  I  must  remain.  There  was  to  be  a 
ball,  and  all  the  neighbourhood  was  invited.  Pretty  it  was  sure 
to  be.  Windows  and  doors,  galleries  and  passages,  would  be 
all  open.  The  gardens  would  be  lighted  up,  and  the  guests 
could  spread  as  they  pleased.  Brilliant  it  all  was;  more 
briUiant  than  you  would  see  in  our  larger  colonies.  A  ball  in 
Sydney  or  Melbourne  is  like  a  ball  in  the  north  of  England  or 
in  New  York.     There  are  the  young  men  in  black  coats,  and 
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there  are  brightly  dressed  young  ladies  for  them  to  dance  with. 
The  chaperons  sit  along  the  walls;  the  elderly  gentlemen 
withdraw  to  the  card  room.  Here  all  was  difterent.  The 
black  coats  in  the  ball  at  Jamaica  were  on  the  backs  of  old  or 
middle-aged  men,  and,  except  Government  officials,  there  was 
hardly  a  young  man  present  in  civilian  dress.  The  rooms 
glittered  with  scarlet  and  white  and  blue  and  gold  lace.  The 
officers  were  there  from  the  garrison  and  the  fleet ;  but  of  men 
of  business,  of  professional  men,  merchants,  planters,  lawyers, 
&c.  there  were  only  those  v/ho  had  grown  up  to  middle  age  in 
the  island,  whose  fortunes,  bad  or  good,  were  bound  up  with  it. 
When  these  were  gone,  it  seemed  as  if  there  would  be  no  one 
to  succeed  them.  The  coveted  heirs  of  great  estates  were  no 
longer  to  be  found  for  mothers  to  angle  after.  The  trades  and 
professions  in  Kingston  had  ceased  to  offer  the  prospect  of  an 
income  to  younger  brothers  who  had  to  make  their  own  way. 
For  250  years  generations  of  Englishmen  had  followed  one 
upon  another,  but  we  seemed  to  have  come  to  the  last.  Of 
gentlemen  unconnected  with  the  public  service,  under  thirty- 
five  or  forty,  there  were  few  to  be  seen ,  they  were  seeking 
their  fortunes  elsewhere.  The  English  interest  in  Jamaica  is 
still  a  considerable  thing.  The  English  flag  flies  over  Govern- 
ment House,  and  no  one  so  far  wishes  to  remove  it.  But  the 
British  population  is  scanty  and  refuses  to  grow.  Ships  and 
regiments  come  and  go,  and  officers  and  State  employes  make 
what  appears  to  be  a  brilliant  society.  But  it  is  in  appearance 
only.  The  station  is  no  longer  a  favourite  one.  They  are 
gone,  those  pleasant  gentry  whose  country  houses  were  the 
paradise  of  middies  sixty  years  ago.  All  is  changed,  even  to 
the  officers  themselves.  The  drawling  ensign  of  our  boyhood, 
brave  as  a  lion  in  the  field,  and  in  the  mess  room  or  the 
drawing  room  an  idiot,  appears  also  to  be  dead  as  the 
dodo.  Those  that  one  meets  now  are  intelligent  and  superior 
men — no  trace  of  the  frivolous  sort  left.  Is  it  the  effect  of 
the  abolition  of  purchase,  and  competitive  examinations  ?  Is 
it  that  the  times  themselves  are  growing  serious,  and  even  the 
most  empty-headed  feel  that  this  is  no  season  for  levity  ? 
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I  had  seen  what  Jamaican  life  was  like  in  the  upper  spheres, 
and  I  had  heard  the  opinions  that  were  current  in  them  ;  but 
I  wished  to  see  other  parts  of  the  country.  I  wished  to  see  a 
class  of  people  who  were  farther  from  headquarters,  and  who 
might  not  all  sing  to  the  same  note.  I  determined  to  start  oif 
on  an  independent  cruise  of  my  own.  In  the  centre  of  the 
island,  two  thousand  feet  above  the  sea,  it  was  reported  to  me 
that  I  should  find  a  delightful  village  called  Mandeville,  after 
some  Duke  of  Manchester  who  governed  Jamaica  a  hundred 
years  ago.  The  scenery  was  said  to  have  a  special  charm  of 
its  own,  the  air  to  be  exquisitely  pure,  the  land  to  be  well  cul- 
tivated. Village  manners  were  to  be  found  there  of  the  old- 
fashioned  sort,  and  a  lodging  house  and  landlady  of  unequalled 
merit.  There  was  a  railway  for  the  first  fifty  miles.  The  line 
at  starting  crosses  the  mangrove  swamps  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Cobre  river.  You  see  the  trees  standing  in  the  water  on  each 
side  of  the  road.  Rising  slowly,  it  hardens  into  level  grazing 
ground,  stocked  with  cattle  and  studded  with  mangoes  and 
cedars.  You  pass  Spanish  Town,  of  which  only  the  roofs  of 
the  old  State  buildings  are  visible  from  the  carriages.  Sugar 
estates  follow,  some  of  which  are  still  in  cultivation,  while 
ruined  mills  and  fallen  aqueducts  show  where  others  once  had 
been.  The  scenery  becomes  more  broken  as  you  begin  to 
ascend  into  the  hills.  River  beds,  dry  when  I  saw  them,  but 
powerful  torrents  in  the  rainy  season,  are  crossed  by  picturesque 
bridges.  You  come  to  the  forest,  where  the  squatters  were  at 
their  usual  work,  burning  out  their  yam  patches.  Columns  of 
white  smoke  were  rising  all  about  us,  yet  so  abundant  the 
timber  and  so  rapid  the  work  of  restoration  when  the  devas- 
tating swarm  has  passed,  that  in  this  direction  they  have  as  yet 
made  no  marked  impression,  and  the  forest  stretches  as  far  as 
eye  can  reach.  The  glens  grew  more  narrow  and  the  trees 
grander  as  the  train  proceeded.  After  two  hours  we  arrived 
at  the  present  terminus,  an  inland  town  with  the  singular 
name  of  Porus.  No  explanation  is  given  of  it  in  the  local 
handbooks ;  but  I  find  a  Porus  among  the  companions  of 
Columbus,  and  it  is  probably  an  interesting  relic  of  the  first 
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Spanish  occupation.  The  raihvay  had  brought  business. 
Mule  carts  were  going  about,  and  waggons  ;  omnibuses  stood 
in  the  yards,  and  there  were  stores  of  various  kinds.  But  it 
was  all  black.  There  was  not  a  white  face  to  be  seen  after 
we  left  the  station.  One  of  my  companions  in  the  train  was  a 
Cuban  engineer,  now  employed  upon  the  line;  a  refugee,  I 
conjectured,  belonging  to  the  beaten  party  in  the  late  rebel- 
lion, from  the  bitterness  with  which  he  spoke  of  the  Spanish 
administration. 

Porus  is  many  hundred  feet  above  the  sea,  in  a  hollow 
where  three  valleys  meet.  Mandeville,  to  which  I  was  bound, 
was  ten  miles  farther  on,  the  road  ascending  all  the  way.  A 
carriage  was  waiting  for  me,  but  too  small  for  my  luggage.  A 
black  boy  offered  to  carry  up  a  heavy  bag  for  a  shilling,  a  feat 
which  he  faithfully  and  expeditiously  performed.  After  climb- 
ing a  steep  hill,  we  came  out  upon  a  rich  undulating  plateau, 
long  cleared  and  cultivated ;  green  fields  with  cows  feeding  on 
them ;  pretty  houses  standing  in  gardens  ;  a  Wesleyan  station  ; 
a  Moravian  station,  with  chapels  and  parsonages.  The  red 
soil  was  mixed  with  crumbling  lumps  of  white  coral,  a  ready- 
made  and  inexhaustible  supply  of  manure.  Great  silk-cotton 
trees  towered  up  in  lonely  magnificence,  the  home  of  the 
dreaded  Jumbi — woe  to  the  wretch  who  strikes  an  axe  into 
those  sacred  stems  1  Almonds,  cedars,  mangoes,  gum  trees 
spread  their  shade  over  the  road.  Orange  trees  were  every- 
where; sometimes  in  orchards,  sometimes  growing  at  their 
own  wild  will  in  hedges  and  copse  and  thicket.  Finally,  at 
the  outskirts  of  a  perfectly  English  village,  we  brought  up  at 
the  door  of  the  lodging  house  kept  by  the  justly  celebrated 
Miss  Roy.  The  house,  or  cottage,  stood  at  the  roadside,  at 
the  top  of  a  steep  flight  of  steps  ;  a  rambling  one-story  building, 
from  which  rooms,  creeper-covered,  had  been  thrown  out  as 
they  were  wanted.  There  was  the  universal  green  verandah 
into  which  they  all  opened ;  and  the  windows  looked  out  on 
a  large  common,  used  of  old,  and  perhaps  now,  as  a  race- 
course ;  on  wooded  slopes,  with  sunny  mansions  dropped  here 
and  there  in  openings  among  the  woods ;  on  farm  buildings  at 
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intervals  in  the  distance,  surrounded  by  clumps  of  palms  ;  and 
beyond  them  ranges  of  mountains  almost  as  blue  as  the  sky 
against  which  they  were  faintly  visible.  Miss  Roy,  the  lady 
and  mistress  of  the  establishment,  came  out  to  meet  me : 
middle-aged,  with  a  touch  of  the  black  blood,  but  with  a  face 
in  which  one  places  instant  and  sure  dependence,  shrewd, 
quiet,  sensible,  and  entirely  good-humoured.  A  white-haired 
brother,  somewhat  infirm  and  older  than  she,  glided  behind 
her  as  her  shadow.  She  attends  to  the  business.  His  pride 
is  in  his  garden,  where  he  has  gathered  a  collection  of  rare 
plants  in  admired  disorder  ;  the  night-blowing  cereus  hanging 
carelessly  over  a  broken  paling,  and  a  palm,  unique  of  its  kind, 
waving  behind  it.  At  the  back  were  orange  trees  and  plan- 
tains and  coffee  bushes,  with  long-tailed  humming  birds  flitting 
about  their  nests  among  the  branches.  All  kinds  of  delicacies, 
from  fruit  and  preserves  to  coffee,  Miss  Roy  grows  for  her 
visitors  on  her  own  soil,  and  prepares  from  the  first  stage  to 
the  last  with  her  own  cunning  hands. 

Having  made  acquaintance  with  the  mistress,  I  strolled  out 
to  look  about  me.  After  walking  up  the  road  for  a  quarter  of 
a  mile,  I  found  myself  in  an  exact  reproduction  of  a  Warwick- 
shire hamlet  before  the  days  of  railways  and  brick  chimneys. 
There  were  no  elms  to  be  sure — there  were  silk  cotton-trees 
and  mangoes  where  the  elms  should  have  been ;  but  there 
were  the  boys  playing  cricket,  and  a  market  house,  and  a 
modest  inn,  and  a  shop  or  two,  and  a  blacksmith's  forge  with 
a  shed  where  horses  were  standing  waiting  iheir  turn  to  be 
shod.  Across  the  green  was  the  parish  church,  with  its  three 
aisles  and  low  square  tower,  in  which  hung  an  old  peal  of  bells. 
Parish  stocks  I  did  not  observe,  though,  perliaps,  I  might  have 
Iiad  I  looked  for  them ;  but  there  was  a  schoolhouse  and  par- 
sonage, and,  withdrawn  at  a  distance  as  of  superior  dignity, 
what  had  once  perhaps  been  the  squire's  mansion,  when  squire 
and  such-like  had  been  the  natural  growth  of  the  country.  It 
was  as  if  a  branch  of  the  old  tree  had  been  carried  over  and 
planted  there  ages  ago,  and  as  if  it  had  taken  root  and  become 
an  exact  resemblance  of  the  parent  stock.     The  people  had 
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black  faces  ;  but  even  they,  too,  had  shaped  their  manners  on 
the  old  English  models.  The  men  touched  their  hats  respect- 
fully (as  they  eminently  did  not  in  Kingston  and  its  environs). 
The  women  smiled  and  curtsied,  and  the  children  looked  shy 
when  one  spoke  to  them.  The  name  of  slavery  is  a  horror  to 
us ;  but  there  must  have  been  something  human  and  kindly 
about  it,  too,  when  it  left  upon  the  character  the  marks  of 
courtesy  and  good  breeding.  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much  for 
the  effect  of  modern  ideas.  The  negroes  in  Mandeville  were, 
perhaps,  as  happy  in  their  old  condition  as  they  have  been 
since  their  glorious  emancipation,  and  some  of  them  to  this 
day  speak  regretfully  of  a  time  when  children  did  not  die  of 
neglect ;  when  the  sick  and  the  aged  were  taken  care  of,  and 
the  strong  and  healthy  were,  at  least,  as  well  looked  after  as 
their  owner's  cattle. 

Slavery  could  not  last ;  but  neither  can  the  condition  last 
which  has  followed  it.  The  equality  between  black  and  white 
is  a  forced  equality  and  not  a  real  one,  and  nature  in  the  long 
run  has  her  way,  and  readjusts  in  their  proper  relations  what 
theorists  and  philanthropists  have  disturbed. 

I  was  not  Miss  Roy's  only  guest.  An  American  lady  and 
gentleman  were  staying  there ;  he,  I  believe,  for  his  health,  as 
the  climate  of  Mandeville  is  celebrated.  Americans,  whatever 
may  be  their  faults,  are  always  unaffected ;  and  so  are  easy  to 
get  on  with.  We  dined  together,  and  talked  of  the  place  and 
its  inhabitants.  They  had  been  struck  like  myself  with  the 
manners  of  the  peasants,  which  were  something  entirely  new 
to  them.  The  lady  said,  and  without  expressing  the  least 
disapproval,  that  she  had  fallen  in  with  an  old  slave  who  told 
her  that,  thanks  to  God,  he  had  seen  good  times.  '  He  was 
bred  in  a  good  home,  with  a  master  and  mistress  belonging  to 
him.  What  the  master  and  mistress  had  the  slaves  had,  and 
there  was  no  difference ;  and  his  master  used  to  visit  at  King's 
House,  and  his  men  were  all  proud  of  him.  Yes,  glory  be  to 
God,  he  had  seen  good  times.' 

In  the  evening  we  sat  out  in  the  verandah  in  the  soft  sweet 
air,  the  husband  and  I  smoking  our  cigars,  and  the  lady  not 
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minding  it.  They  had  come  to  Mandeville,  as  we  go  to  Italy, 
to  escape  the  New  England  winter.  They  had  meant  to  stay 
but  a  few  days ;  they  found  it  so  charming  that  they  had  stayed 
for  many  weeks.  We  talked  on  till  twilight  became  night,  and 
then  appeared  a  show  of  natural  pyrotechnics  which  beat  any- 
thing of  the  kind  which  I  had  ever  seen  or  read  of:  fireflies  as 
large  as  cockchafers  flitting  round  us  among  the  leaves  of  the 
creepers,  with  two  long  antennae,  at  the  point  of  each  of  which 
hangs  out  a  blazing  lanthorn.  The  unimaginative  colonists  call 
them  gig-lamps.  Had  Shakespeare  ever  heard  of  them,  they 
would  have  played  round  Ferdinand  and  Miranda  in  Prospero's 
cave,  and  would  have  borne  a  fairer  name.  The  light  is  bluish- 
green,  like  a  glowworm's,  but  immeasurably  brighter ;  and  we 
could  trace  them  far  away  glancing  like  spirits  over  the 
meadows. 

I  could  not  wonder  that  my  new  friends  had  been  charmed 
with  the  place.  The  air  was  exquisitely  pure  ;  the  temperature 
ten  degrees  below  that  of  Kingston,  never  oppressively  hot  and 
never  cold  \  the  forest  scenery  as  beautiful  as  at  Arden  ;  and 
Miss  Roy's  provision  for  us,  rooms,  beds,  breakfasts,  dinners, 
absolutely  without  fault.  If  ever  there  was  an  inspired  coffee 
maker,  Miss  Roy  was  that  person.  The  glory  of  Mandeville 
is  in  its  oranges.  The  worst  orange  I  ate  in  Jamaica  was 
better  than  the  best  I  ever  ate  in  Europe,  and  the  best  oranges 
of  Jamaica  are  the  oranges  of  Mandeville.  New  York  has 
found  out  their  merits.  One  gentleman  alone  sent  twenty 
thousand  boxes  to  New  York  last  year,  clearing  a  dollar  on 
each  box ;  and  this,  as  I  said  just  now,  when  Nature  is  left  to 
produce  what  she  pleases,  and  art  has  not  begun  to  help  her. 
Fortunes  larger  than  were  ever  made  by  sugar  wait  for  any 
man,  and  the  blessings  of  the  world  along  with  it,  who  will  set 
himself  to  work  at  orange  growing  with  skill  and  science  in  a 
place  where  heat  will  not  wither  the  trees,  nor  frosts,  as  in 
Florida,  bite  off  the  blossoms.  Yellow  fever  was  never  heard 
of  there,  nor  any  dangerous  epidemic,  nor  snake  nor  other 
poisonous  reptile.  The  droughts  which  parch  the  lowlands 
are  unknown,  for  an  even  rain  falls  all  the  year  and  the  soil  is 
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always  moist.  I  inquired  with  wonder  why  the  unfortunate 
soldiers  who  were  perched  among  the  crags  at  Newcastle  were 
not  at  Mandeville  instead.  I  was  told  that  water  was  the 
difficulty;  that  there  was  no  river  or  running  stream  there,  and 
that  it  had  to  be  drawn  from  wells  or  collected  into  cisterns. 
One  must  applaud  the  caution  which  the  authorities  have  at 
last  displayed  ;  but  cattle  thrive  at  Mandeville,  and  sheep,  and 
black  men  and  women  in  luxuriant  abundance.  One  would 
like  to  know  that  the  general  who  sold  the  Newcastle  estate  to 
the  Government  was  not  the  same  person  who  was  allowed  to 
report  as  to  the  capabilities  of  a  spot  which,  to  the  common 
observer,  would  seem  as  perfectly  adapted  for  the  purpose  as 
the  other  is  detestable. 

A  few  English  families  were  scattered  about  the  neighbour- 
hood, among  whom  I  made  a  passing  acquaintance.  They 
had  a  lawn-tennis  club  in  the  village,  which  met  once  a  week ; 
they  drove  in  with  their  pony  carriages ;  a  lady  made  tea 
under  the  trees  ;  they  had  amusements  and  pleasant  society 
which  cost  nothing.  They  were  not  rich  ;  but  they  were 
courteous,  simple,  frank,  and  cordial. 

Mandeville  is  the  centre  of  a  district  which  all  resembles  it  in 
character  and  extends  for  many  miles.  It  is  famous  for  its 
cattle  as  well  as  for  its  fruit,  and  has  excellent  grazing  grounds. 

Mr. ^  an  officer  of  police,  took  me  round  with  him  one 

morning.  It  was  the  old  story.  Though  there  were  still  a 
few  white  proprietors  left,  they  were  growing  fewer,  and  the 
blacks  were  multiplying  upon  them.  The  smoke  of  their 
clearances  showed  where  they  were  at  work.  Many  of  them 
are  becoming  well-to-do.  We  met  them  on  the  roads  with 
their  carts  and  mules ;  the  young  ones  armed,  too,  in  some 
instances  with  good  double-barrelled  muzzle-loaders.  There 
is  no  game  to  shoot,  but  to  have  a  gun  raises  them  in  their 
own  estimation,  and  they  like  to  be  prepared  for  contingencies. 

Mr. had  a  troublesome  place  of  it.     The  negro  peasantry 

were  good-humoured,  he  said,  but  not  universally  honest. 
They  stole  cattle,  and  would  not  give  evidence  against  each 
other.     If  brought  into  court,  they  held  a  pebble  in  their 
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mouths,  being  under  the  impression  that  when  they  were  so 
provided  perjury  did  not  count.  Their  education  was  only 
skin-deep,  and  the  schools  which  the  Government  provided 

had  not  touched  their  characters  at  all.     Mr. 's   duties 

brought  him  in  contact  with  the  unfavourable  specimens.  I 
received  a  far  pleasanter  impression  from  a  Moravian  minister, 
who  called  on  me  with  a  friend  who  had  lately  taken  a  farm. 
I  was  particularly  glad  to  see  this  gentleman,  for  of  the 
Moravians  everyone  had  spoken  well  to  me.  He  was  not  the 
least  enthusiastic  about  his  poor  black  sheep,  but  he  said  that, 
if  they  were  not  better  than  the  average  English  labourers,  he 
did  not  think  them  worse.  They  were  called  idle.  They 
would  work  well  enough  if  they  had  fair  wages,  and  if  the 
wages  were  paid  regularly ;  but  what  could  be  expected  when 
women  servants  had  but  three  shillings  a  week  and  '  found 
themselves,'  when  the  men  had  but  a  shilling  a  day  and  the 
pay  was  kept  in  arrear,  in  order  that,  if  they  came  late  to  work, 
or  if  they  came  irregularly,  it  might  be  kept  back  or  cut  down 
to  what  the  employer  chose  to  give  ?  Under  such  conditions 
any  man  of  any  colour  would  prefer  to  work  for  himself  if  he 
had  a  garden,  or  would  be  idle  if  he  had  none.  *  Living '  costs 
next  to  nothing  either  to  them  or  their  families.  But  the 
minister  said,  and  his  friend  confirmed  it  by  his  own  experience, 
that  these  same  fellows  would  work  regularly  and  faithfully  for 
any  master  whom  they  personally  knew  and  could  rely  upon, 
and  no  Englishman  coming  to  settle  there  need  be  afraid  of 
failing  for  want  of  labour,  if  he  had  sense  and  energy,  and  did 
not  prefer  to  lie  down  and  groan.  The  blacks,  my  friends  said, 
were  kindly  hearted,  respectful,  and  well-disposed,  but  they 
were  children ;  easily  excited,  easily  tempted,  easily  misled, 
and  totally  unfit  for  self-government.  If  we  wished  to  ruin 
them  altogether,  we  should  persevere  in  the  course  to  which, 
they  were  sorry  to  hear,  we  were  so  inclined.  The  real  want 
in  the  island  was  of  intelligent  Englishmen  to  employ  and 
direct  them,  and  Englishmen  were  going  away  so  fast  that 
they  feared  there  would  soon  be  none  of  them  left.  This 
was  the  opinion  of  two  moderate  and  excellent  men,  whose 
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natural  and  professional  prejudices  were  all  on  the  black  man's 
side. 

It  was  confirmed  both  in  its  favourable  and  unfavourable 
aspects  by  another  impartial  authority.  My  first  American 
acquaintances  had  gone,  but  their  rooms  were  occupied  by 
another  of  their  countrymen,  a  specimen  of  a  class  of  whom 
more  will  be  heard  in  Jamaica  if  the  fates  are  kind.  The 
English  in  the  island  cast  in  their  lot  with  sugar,  and  if  sugar 
is  depressed  they  lose  heart.  Americans  keep  their  *  eyes 
skinned,'  as  they  call  it,  to  look  out  for  other  openings.  They 
have  discovered,  as  I  said,  *  that  there  are  dollars  in  Jamaica,' 
and  one  has  come,  and  has  set  up  a  trade  in  plantains,  in 
which  he  is  making  a  fortune ;  and  this  gentleman  has  per- 
ceived that  there  were  *  dollars  in  the  bamboo,'  and  for 
bamboos  there  was  no  place  in  the  world  like  the  West  Indies. 
He  came  to  Jamaica,  brought  machines  to  clear  the  fibre,  tried 
to  make  ropes  of  it,  to  make  canvas,  paper,  and  I  know  not 
what.  I  think  he  told  me  that  he  had  spent  a  quarter  of  a 
million  dollars,  instead  of  finding  any,  before  he  hit  upon  a 
paying  use  for  it.  The  bamboo  fibre  has  certain  elastic 
incompressible  properties  in  which  it  is  without  a  rival.  He 
forms  it  into  '  packing '  for  the  boxes  of  the  wheels  of  railway 
carriages,  where  it  holds  oil  like  a  sponge,  never  hardens,  and 
never  wears  out.  He  sends  the  packing  over  the  world,  and 
the  demand  grows  as  it  is  tried.  He  has  set  up  a  factory, 
thirty  miles  from  Mandeville,  in  the  valley  of  the  Black  River. 
He  has  a  large  body  of  the  negroes  working  for  him  who  are 
said  to  be  so  unmanageable.  He,  like  Dr.  Nicholls  in 
Dominica,  does  not  find  them  unmanageable  at  all.  They 
never  leave  him;  they  work  for  him  from  year  to  year  as 
regularly  as  if  they  were  slaves.  They  have  their  small 
faults,  but  he  does  not  magnify  them  into  vices.  They  are 
attached  to  him  with  the  old-fashioned  affection  which  good 
labourers  always  feel  for  employers  whom  they  respect,  and 
dismissal  is  dreaded  as  the  severest  of  punishments.  In 
the  course  of  time  he  thought  that  they  might  become 
fit  for  political   i)rivileges.      To   confer  such  privileges  on 
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them  at  present  would  fling  Jamaica  back  into  absolute 
barbarism. 

I  said  I  wished  that  more  of  his  countrymen  would  come 
and  settle  in  Jamaica  as  he  had  done  and  a  few  others  already. 
American  energy  would  be  like  new  blood  in  the  veins  of  the 
poor  island.  He  answered  that  many  would  probably  come 
if  they  could  be  satisfied  that  there  would  be  no  more  political 
experimenting ;  but  they  would  not  ilsk  their  capital  if  there 
was  a  chance  of  a  black  parliament. 

If  we  choose^  to  make  Jamaica  into  a  Hayti,  we  need  npt 
look  for  Americans  down  that  way. 

Let  us  hope  that  enthusiasm  for  constitutions  will  for  once 
mojderate  its  ardour.  The  black  race  has  suffered  enough  at  our 
hands.  They  have  been  sacrificed  to  slavery  ;  are  they  to  be 
sacrificed  again  to  a  dream  or  a  doctrine  ?  There  has  a  new 
creed  risen,  while  the  old  creed  is  failing.  It  has  its  priests 
and  its  prophets,  its  formulas  and  its  articles  of  belief. 

Whosoever  will  be  saved,  before  all  things  it  is  necessary 
that  he  hold  the  Radical  faith. 

And  the  Radical  faith  is  this :  all  men  are  equal,  and  the 
voice  of  one  is  as  the  voice  of  another. 

And  whereas  one  man  is  wise  and  another  foolish,  and  one 
is  upright  and  another  crooked,  yet  in  this  suffrage  none  is 
greater  or  less  than  another.  The  vote  is  equal,  the  dignity 
co-eternal. 

Truth  is  one  and  right  is  one ;  yet  right  is  right  because  the 
majority  so  declare  it,  and  justice  is  justice  because  the 
majority  so  declare  it. 

And  if  the  majority  afffrm  one  thing  to-day,  that  is  right ; 
and  if  the  majority  affirm  the  opposite  to-morrow,  that  is 
right. 

Because  the  will  of  the  majority  is  the  ground  of  right  and 
there  is  rio  other,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

This  is  the  Radical  faith,  which,  except  every  man  do  keep 
whole  and  undefiled,  he  is  a  Tory  and  an  enemy  of  the  State, 
and  without  doubt  shall  perish  everlastingly. 
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Once  the  Radical  was  a  Liberal  and  went  for  toleration  and 
freedom  of  opinion.  He  has  become  a  believer  now.  He  is 
right  and  you  are  wrong,  and  if  you  do  not  agree  with  him  you 
are  a  fool,  and  you  are  wicked  besides.  Voltaire  says  that 
atheism  and  superstition  are  the  two  poles  of  intellectual 
disease.  Superstition  he  thinks  the  worse  of  the  two.  The 
atheist  is  merely  mistaken,  and  can  be  cured  if  you  show  him 
that  he  is  wrong.  The  fanatic  can  never  be  cured.  Yet  each 
alike,  if  he  prevails,  will  destroy  human  society.  What  would 
Voltaire  have  expected  for  poor  mankind  had  he  seen  both 
the  precious  qualities  combined  in  this  new  Symbolum 
Fideii 

A  creed  is  not  a  reasoned  judgment  based  upon  experience 
and  insight.  It  is  a  child  of  imagination  and  passion.  Like 
an  organised  thing,  it  has  its  appointed  period  and  then  dies. 
You  cannot  argue  it  out  of  existence.  It  works  for  good  ;  it 
works  for  evil ;  but  work  it  will  while  the  life  is  in  it.  Faith, 
we  are  told,  is  not  contradictory  to  reason,  but  is  above  reason. 
Whether  reason  or  faith  sees  truer,  events  will  prove. 

One  more  observation  this  American  gentleman  made  to  me. 
He  was  speaking  of  the  want  of  spirit  and  of  the  despondency  of 
the  West  Indian  whites.  '  I  never  knew,  sir,'  he  said,  '  any 
good  come  of  desponding  men.  If  you  intend  to  strike  a 
mark,  you  had  better  believe  that  you  can  strike  it.  No  one 
ever  hit  anything  if  he  thought  that  he  was  most  Hkely  to  miss 
it.  You  must  take  a  cheerful  view  of  things,  or  you  will 
have  no  success  in  this  world.' 

*  Tyne  heart  tyne  a','  the  Scotch  proverb  says.  The  Anglo- 
West  Indians  are  tyning  heart,  and  that  is  the  worst  feature 
about  them.  They  can  get  no  help  except  in  themselves,  and 
they  can  help  themselves  after  all  if  we  allow  them  fair  play. 
The  Americans  will  not  touch  them  politically,  but  they  will 
trade  with  them ;  they  will  bring  their  capital  and  their  skill 
and  knowledge  among  them,  and  make  the  islands  richer  and 
more  prosperous  than  ever  they  were — on  one  condition: 
they  will  risk  nothing  in  such  enterprises  as  long  as  the  shadow 
hangs  over  them  of  a  possible  government  by  a  black  majority, 
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Let  it  suffice  to  have  created  one  Ireland  without  deUbcrately 
manufacturing  a  second. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Jamaican  hospitality — Cherry  Garden — George  William  Gordon — The 
Gordon  riots — Governor  Eyre — A  dispute  and  its  consequences — 
Jamaican  country-house  society — Modern  speculation — A  Spanish 
fable — Port  Koyal — The  commodore — Naval  theatricals — The  modern 
sailor. 

The  surviving  representatives  of  the  Jamaican  gentry  are  as 
hospitable  as  their  fathers  and  grandfathers  used  to  be.  An 
English  visitor  who  wishes  to  see  the  island  is  not  allowed  to 
to  take  his  chance  at  hotels — where,  indeed,  his  chance  would 
be  a  bad  one.  A  single  acquaintance  is  enough  to  start  with. 
He  is  sent  on  with  letters  of  introduction  from  one  house  to 
another,  and  is  assured  of  a  favourable  reception.  I  was 
treated  as  kindly  as  any  stranger  would  be,  and  that  was  as 
kindly  as  possible.  But  friends  do  not  ask  us  to  stay  with 
them  that  their  portraits  may  be  drawn  m  the  traveller's 
journals  ;  and  I  mention  no  one  who  was  thus  good  to  me,  un- 
less some  general  interest  attaches  either  to  himself  or  his 
residence.  Such  interest  does,  however,  attach  to  a  spot 
where,  after  leaving  Mandeville,  I  passed  a  few  days.  The 
present  owner  of  it  was  the  chief  manager  of  the  Kingston 
branch  of  the  Colonial  Bank :  a  clever  accomplished  man  of 
business,  who  understood  the  financial  condition  of  the  West 
Indies  better  perhaps  than  any  other  man  living.  He  was  a 
botanist  besides;  he  had  a  fine  collection  of  curious  plants 
which  were  famous  in  the  island ;  and  was  otherwise  a  gentle- 
man of  the  highest  standing  and  reputation.  His  lady  was 
one  of  the  old  island  aristocracy — high-bred,  cultivated,  an  ac- 
complished artist  \  a  person  who  would  have  shone  anywhere 
and  in  any  circle,  and  was,  therefore,  contented  to  be  herself, 
and  indifferent  whether  she  shone  or  not.  A  visit  in  such 
a  family  was  likely  to  be  instructive,  and  was  sure  to  be  agree- 
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able;  and  on  these  grounds  alone  I  should  have  accepted 
gratefully  the  opportunity  of  knowing  them  better  which  they 
kindly  made  for  me  by  an  invitation  to  stay  with  them.  But 
their  place,  which  was  called  Cherry  Garden,  and  which  I  had 
seen  from  the  grounds  at  Government  House,  had  a  further 
importance  of  its  own  in  having  been  the  home  of  the  unfor- 
tunate George  William  Gordon. 

The  disturbances  with  which  Mr.  Gordon  was  connected, 
and  for  his  share  in  which  he  was  executed,  are  so  recent  and 
so  notorious  that  I  need  give  no  detailed  account  of  them, 
though,  of  course,  I  looked  into  the  history  again  and  listened 
to  all  that  I  could  hear  about  it.  Though  I  had  taken  no 
part  in  Mr.  Eyre's  defence,  I  was  one  of  those  who  thought 
from  the  first  that  Mr.  Eyre  had  been  unworthily  sacrificed  to 
public  clamour.  Had  the  agitation  in  Jamaica  spread,  and 
taken  the  form  which  it  easily  might  have  taken,  he  would 
have  been  blamed  as  keenly  by  one  half  the  world  if  he  had 
done  nothmg  to  check  it  as  he  was  blamed,  in  fact,  by  the 
other  for  too  much  energy.  Carlyle  used  to  say  that  it  was  as 
if,  when  a  ship  had  been  on  fire,  and  the  captain  by  skill  and 
promptitude  had  put  the  fire  out,  his  owner  were  to  say  to 
him,  *  Sir,  you  poured  too  much  water  down  the  hold  and 
damaged  the  cargo.'  The  captain  would  answer,  *Yes,  sir, 
but  I  have  saved  your  ship.'  This  was  the  view  which  I  car- 
ried with  me  to  Jamaica,  and  I  have  brought  it  back  with  me 
the  same  in  essentials,  though  qualified  by  clearer  perceptions 
of  the  real  nature  of  the  situation. 

Something  of  a  very  similar  kind  had  happened  in  Natal 
just  before  I  visited  that  colony  in  1874.  I  had  seen  the 
whites  there  hardly  recovering  from  a  panic  in  which  a 
common  police  case  had  been  magnified  by  fear  into  the 
beginning  of  an  insurrection.  Langalibalele,  a  Caffre  chief 
within  the  British  dominions,  had  been  insubordinate.  He 
had  been  sent  for  to  Maritzberg,  and  had  invented  excuses 
for  disobedience  to  a  lawful  order.  The  whites  believed  at 
once  that  there  was  to  be  a  general  Caffre  rebellion  in  which 
they  would  all  be  murdered.     They  resolved  to  be  beforehand 

IS 
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with  it.  They  carried  fire  and  sword  through  two  considerable 
tribes.  At  first  they  thought  that  they  had  covered  themselves 
with  glory ;  calmer  reflection  taught  many  of  them  that 
perhaps  they  had  been  too  hasty,  and  that  Langalibalele  had 
never  intended  to  rebel  at  all.  The  Jamaican  disturbance 
was  ot  a  similar  kind.  Mr.  Gordon  had  given  less  provoca- 
tion than  the  Caffre  chief,  but  the  circumstances  were 
analogous,  and  the  actual  danger  was  probably  greater. 
Jamaica  had  then  constitutional,  though  not  what  is  called 
responsible,  government.  The  executive  power  remained 
with  the  Crown.  There  had  been  differences  of  opinion' 
between  the  governor  and  the  Assembly.  Gordon,  a  man  of 
colour,  was  a  prominent  member  of  the  opposition.  He  had 
called  public  meetings  of  the  blacks  in  a  distant  part  of 
the  island,  and  was  endeavouring  to  bring  the  pressure  of 
public  opinion  on  the  opposition  side.  Imprudent  as  such  a 
step  might  have  been  among  an  ignorant  and  excitable  popu- 
lation, where  whites  and  blacks  were  so  unequal  in  numbers, 
and  where  they  knew  so  little  of  each  other,  Mr.  Gordon 
was  not  going  beyond  what  in  constitutional  theory  he  was 
legally  entitled  to  do;  nor  was  his  language  on  the  platform, 
though  violent  and  inflammatory,  any  more  so  than  what 
we  listen  to  patiently  at  home.  Under  a  popular  constitution 
the  people  are  sovereign;  the  members  of  the  assemblies 
are  popular  delegates ;  and  when  there  is  a  diversion  of 
opinion  any  man  has  a  right  to  call  the  constituencies  to 
express  their  sentiments.  If  stones  were  thrown  at  the  police 
and  seditious  cries  were  raised,  it  was  no  more  than  might 
be  reasonably  expected. 

We  at  home  can  be  calm  on  such  occasions  because  we 
know  that  there  is  no  real  danger,  and  that  the  law  is  strong 
enough  to  assert  itself.  In  Jamaica  a  few  thousand  white 
people  were  living  in  the  middle  of  negroes  forty  times  their 
number — once  their  slaves,  now  raised  to  be  their  political 
equals — each  regarding  the  other  on  the  least  provocation 
with  resentment  and  suspicion.  '  In  England  the  massacre 
in   Hayti   is   a  half-forgotten   story.     Not  one  person  in   a 
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thousand  of  those  who  clamoured  for  the  prosecution  of 
Governor  Eyre  had  probably  ever  heard  of  it.  In  Jamaica  it  is 
ever  present  in  the  minds  of  the  Europeans  as  a  frightful 
evidence  of  what  the  negroes  are  capable  when  roused  to 
frenzy.  The  French  planters  had  done  nothing  particularly 
cruel  to  deserve  their  animosity,  and  were  as  well  regarded 
by  their  slaves  as  ever  we  had  been  in  the  English  islands. 
Yet  in  a  fever  of  political  excitement,  and  as  a  reward  for  the 
decree  of  the  Paris  Revolutionary  Government,  which  de- 
clared them  free,  they  allowed  the  liberty  which  was  to  have 
elevated  them  to  the  white  mans  level  to  turn  them  into 
devils ;  and  they  massacred  the  whole  of  the  French  inhabit- 
ants. It  was  inevitable  that  when  the  volcano  in  Jamaica  be- 
gan to  show  symptoms  of  similar  activity  the  whites  residing 
there  should  be  unable  to  look  on  with  the  calmness  which  we, 
from  thousands  of  miles  away,  unreasonably  expected  of 
them.  They  imagined  their  houses  in  flames,  and  themselves 
and  their  families  at  the  mercy  of  a  furious  mob.  No 
personal  relation  between  the  two  races  has  grown  up  to  take 
the  place  of  slavery.  The  white  gentry  have  blacks  for 
labourers,  blacks  for  domestic  servants,  yet  as  a  rule  (though, 
of  course,  there  are  exceptions)  they  have  no  interest  in  each 
other,  no  esteem  nor  confidence  :  therefore  any  symptom  of 
agitation  is  certain  to  produce  a  panic,  and  panic  is  always 
violent. 

The  blacks  who  attended  Gordon's  meetings  came  armed 
with  guns  and  cutlasses ;  a  party  of  white  volunteers  went  in 
consequence  to  watch  them,  and  to  keep  order  if  they  showed 
signs  of  meaning  insurrection.  Stones  were  thrown ;  the  Riot 
Act  was  read,  more  stones  followed,  and  then  the  volunteers 
fired,  and  several  persons  were  killed.  Of  course  there  was 
fury.  The  black  mob  then  actually  did  rise.  They  marched 
about  that  particular  district  destroying  plantations  and  burn- 
ing houses.  That  they  did  so  little,  and  that  the  flame  did  not 
spread,  was  a  proof  that  there  was  no  premeditation  of  rebel- 
lion, no  prepared  plan  of  action,  no  previous  communication 
t)etween  the  difierent  parts  of  the  island  with  a  view  to  any 
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common  movement.  There  was  no  proof,  and  there  was  no 
reason  to  suppose,  that  Gordon  had  intended  an  armed  out- 
break. He  would  have  been  a  fool  if  he  had,  when  constitu- 
tional agitation  and  the  weight  of  numbers  at  his  back  would 
have  secured  him  all  that  he  wanted.  When  inflammable  ma- 
terials are  brought  together,  and  sparks  are  flying,  you  cannot 
equitably  distribute  the  blame  or  the  punishment.  Eyre 
was  responsible  for  the  safety  of  the  island.  He  was  not  a 
Jamaican.  The  rule  in  the  colonial  service  is  that  a  governor 
remains  in  any  colony  only  long  enough  to  begin  to  under- 
stand it.  He  is  then  removed  to  another  of  which  he  knows 
nothing.  He  is  therefore  absolutely  dependent  in  any  diffi- 
culty upon  local  advice.  When  the  riots  began  every  white 
man  in  Jamaica  was  of  one  opinion,  that  unless  the  fire  was 
stamped  out  promptly  they  would  all  be  murdered.  Being 
without  experience  himself,  it  was  very  difficult  for  Mr.  Eyre 
to  disregard  so  complete  a  unanimity.  I  suppose  that  a  per- 
fectly calm  and  determined  man  would  have  seen  in  the 
unanimity  itself  the  evidence  of  alarm  and  imagination.  He 
ought  perhaps  to  have  relied  entirely  on  the  police  and  the 
regular  troops,  and  to  have  called  in  the  volunteers.  But  here 
again  was  a  difficulty;  for  the  police  were  black,  and  the 
West  India  regiments  were  black,  and  the  Sepoy  rebel- 
lion was  fresh  in  everybody's  memory.  He  had  no  time 
to  deliberate.  He  had  to  act,  and  to  act  promptly;  and 
if,  relying  on  his  own  judgment,  he  had  disregarded  what 
everyone  round  him  insisted  upon,  and  if  mischief  had  after- 
wards come  of  it,  the  censure  which  would  have  fallen  upon 
him  would  have  been  as  severe  as  it  would  have  been  deserved. 
He  assumed  that  the  English  colonists  were  right  and  that  a 
general  rebellion  had  begun.  They  all  armed.  They  formed 
into  companies.  The  disturbed  district  was  placed  under 
martial  law,  and  these  extemporised  regiments,  too  few  in 
number  to  be  merciful,  saw  safety  only  in  striking  terror  into 
the  poor  wretches.  It  was  in  Jamaica  as  it  was  in  Natal  after- 
wards ;  but  we  must  allow  for  human  nature  and  not  be  hasty 
to  blame.     If  the  rising  at  Morarit  Bay  was  but  the  boiling 
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over  of  a  pot  from  the  orator  of  an  excited  patriot,  there  was 
deplorable  cruelty  and  violence.  But,  again,  it  was  all  too 
natural.  Men  do  not  bear  easily  to  see  their  late  servants  on 
their  way  to  become  their  political  masters,  and  they  believe 
the  worst  of  them  because  they  are  afraid.  A  model  governor 
would  have  rather  restrained  their  ardour  than  encouraged  it ; 
but  all  that  can  be  said  against  Mr.  Eyre  (so  far  as  regarded 
the  general  suppression  of  the  insurgents)  is  that  he  acted  as 
nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  men  out  of  a  thousand  would 
have  acted  in  his  place,  and  more  ought  not  to  be  expected  of 
average  colonial  governors. 

His  treatment  of  Gordon,  the  original  cause  of  the  disturb- 
ance, was  more  questionable.  Gordon  had  returned  to  his 
own  house,  the  house  where  I  was  going,  within  sight  of  Eyre's 
windows.  It  would  have  been  fair,  and  perhaps  right,  to 
arrest  him,  and  right  also  to  bring  him  to  trial,  if  he  had  com- 
mitted any  offence  for  which  he  could  be  legally  punished. 
So  strong  was  the  feehng  against  him  that,  if  every  white  man 
in  Kingston  had  been  empannelled,  there  would  have  been  a 
unanimous  verdict,  and  they  would  not  have  looked  too  closely 
into  niceties  of  legal  construction.  Unfortunately  it  was 
doubtful  whether  Gordon  had  done  anything  which  could  be 
construed  into  a  capital  crime.  He  had  a  right  to  call  public 
meetings  together.  He  had  a  right  to  appeal  to  political  pas- 
sions, and  to  indulge  as  freely  as  he  pleased  in  the  patriotic 
commonplaces  of  platforms,  provided  he  did  not  himself 
advise  or  encourage  a  breach  of  the  peace,  and  this  it  could 
not  be  easily  proved  that  he  had  done.  He  was,  however,  the 
leader  of  the  opposition  to  the  Government.  The  opposition 
had  broken  into  a  riot,  and  Gordon  was  guilty  of  having  ex- 
cited the  feelings  which  led  to  it.  The  leader  could  not  be 
allowed  to  escape  unpunished  while  his  followers  were  being 
shot  and  flogged.  The  Kingston  district  where  he  resided 
was  under  the  ordinary  law.  Eyre  sent  him  into  the  district 
which  was  under  martial  law,  tried  him  by  a  military  court  and 
hanged  him. 

The  Cabinet  at  home  at  first  thanked  their  representative 
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for  having  saved  the  island.  A  clamour  rose,  and  they  sent 
out  a  commission  to  examine  into  what  had  happened.  The 
commission  reported  unfavourably,  and  Eyre  was  dismissed 
and  ruined.  In  Jamaica  I  never  heard  anyone  express  a 
doubt  on  the  full  propriety  of  his  action.  He  carried  away 
with  him  the  affection  and  esteem  of  the  whole  of  the  English 
colonists,  who  believe  that  he  saved  them  from  destruction. 
In  my  own  opinion  the  fault  was  not  in  Mr.  Eyre,  and  was 
not  in  the  unfortunate  Gordon,  but  in  those  who  had  insisted 
on  applying  a  constitutional  form  of  government  to  a  country 
where  the  population  is  so  unfavourably  divided.  If  the 
numbers  of  white  and  black  were  more  nearly  equal,  the 
objection  would  be  less,  for  the  natural  superiority  of  the  white 
would  then  assert  itself  without  difficulty,  and  there  would  be 
no  panics.  Where  the  disproportion  is  so  enormous  as  it  is  in 
Jamaica,  where  intelligence  and  property  are  in  a  miserable 
minority,  and  a  half-reclaimed  race  of  savages,  cannibals  not 
long  ago,  and  capable,  as  the  state  of  Hayti  shows,  of  revert- 
ing to  cannibahsm  again,  are  living  beside  them  as  their 
political  equals,  such  panics  arise  from  the  nature  of  things, 
and  will  themselves  cause  the  catastrophe  from  the  dread  of 
which  they  spring.  Mutual  fear  and  mistrust  can  lead  to 
nothing  in  the  end  but  violent  collisions.  The  theory  of  con- 
stitutional government  is  that  the  majority  shall  rule  the 
minority,  and  as  long  as  the  qualities,  moral  and  mental,  of 
the  parties  are  not  grossly  dissimilar,  such  an  arrangement 
forms  a  tolerable  modus  vivendi.  Where  in  character,  in 
mental  force,  in  energy,  in  cultivation,  there  is  no  equality  at 
all,  but  an  inequality  which  has  existed  for  thousands  of  years, 
and  is  as  plain  to-day  as  it  was  in  the  Egypt  of  the  Pharaohs, 
to  expect  that  the  intelligent  few  will  submit  to  the  unintelli- 
gent many  is  to  expect  what  has  never  been  found  and  what 
never  ought  to  be  found.  The  whites  cannot  be  trusted  to 
rule  the  blacks,  but  for  the  blacks  to  rule  the  whites  is  a  yet 
grosser  anomaly.  Weie  England  out  of  the  way,  there  would 
be  a  war  of  extermination  between  them.  England  prohibits 
it,  and  holds  the  balance  in  forced  equality.     England,  there- 


CHERRY  GARDEN  231 

fore,  so  long  as  the  West  Indies  are  English,  must  herself  rule, 
and  rule  impartially,  and  so  acquit  herself  of  her  self- chosen 
responsibilities.  Let  the  colonies  which  are  occupied  by  our 
own  race  rule  themselves  as  we  rule  ourselves.  The  English 
constituencies  have  no  rights  over  the  constituencies  of 
Canada  and  Australia,  for  the  Canadians  and  Australians  are 
as  well  able  to  manage  their  own  affairs  as  we  are  to  manage 
ours.  If  they  prefer  even  to  elect  governors  of  their  own,  let 
them  do  as  they  please.  The  link  between  us  is  community 
of  blood  and  interest,  and  will  not  part  over  details  of  admin- 
istration. But  in  these  other  colonies  which  are  our  own  we 
must  accept  the  facts  as  they  are.  Those  who  will  not  recog- 
nise realities  are  always  beaten  in  the  end. 

The  train  from  Porus  brought  us  back  to  Kingston  an  hour 
before  sunset.  The  evening  was  lovely,  even  for  Jamaica. 
The  sea  breeze  had  fallen.  The  land  breeze  had  not  risen, 
and  the  dust  lay  harmless  on  road  and  hedge.  Cherry  Garden, 
to  which  I  was  bound,  was  but  seven  miles  distant  by  the 
direct  road,  so  I  calculated  on  a  delightful  drive  which  would 
bring  me  to  my  destination  before  dark.  So  I  calculated  ; 
but  alas  !  for  human  expectation.  I  engaged  a  *  buggy '  at 
the  station,  with  a  decent-looking  conductor,  who  assured  me 
that  he  knew  the  way  to  Cherry  Garden  as  well  as  to  his  own 
door.  His  horse  looked  starved  and  miserable.  He  insisted 
that  there  was  not  another  in  Kingston  that  was  more  than  a 
match  for  it.  We  set  out,  and  for  the  first  two  or  three  miles 
we  went  on  well  enough,  conversing  amicably  upon  things  in 
general.  But  it  so  happened  that  it  was  again  market  day. 
The  road  was  thronged  as  before  with  women  plodding  along 
with  their  baskets  on  their  heads,  a  single  male  on  a  donkey 
to  each  detachment  of  them,  carrying  nothing,  like  an  officer 
with  a  company  of  soldiers.  Foolish  indignation  rose  in  me, 
and  I  asked  my  friend  if  he  was  not  ashamed  of  seeing  the 
poor  creatures  toiling  so  cruelly,  while  their  lords  and  masters 
amused  themselves.  I  appealed  to  his  feelings  as  a  man,  as 
if  it  was  likely  that  he  had  got  any.  The  wretch  only  laughed. 
*  Ah,  massa,'  he  said,  with  his  tongue  in  his  cheek,  *  women  do 
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women's  work,  men  do  men's  work — all  right'  *  And  what  is 
men's  work  ? '  I  asked.     Instead  of  answering  he  went  on, 

*  Look  at  they  women,  massa — how  they  laugh — how  happy 
they  be !  Nobody  more  happy  than  black  woman,  massa.' 
I  would  not  let  him  off.  I  pricked  into  him,  till  he  got  excited 
too,  and  we  argued  and  contradicted  each  other,  till  at  last  the 
horse,  finding  he  was  not  attended  to,  went  his  own  way  and 
that  was  a  wrong  one.  Between  Kingston  and  our  destination 
there  is  a  deep  sandy  flat,  overgrown  with  bush  and  penetrated 
in  all  directions  with  labyrinthine  lanes.  Into  this  we  had 
wandered  in  our  quarrels,  and  neither  of  us  knew  where  we 
were.  The  sand  was  loose ;  our  miserable  beast  was  above  his 
fetlocks  in  it,  and  was  visibly  dropping  under  his  efforts  to 
drag  us  along  even  at  a  walk.  The  sun  went  down.  The 
tropic  twilight  is  short.  The  evening  star  shone  out  in  the 
west,  and  the  crescent  moon  over  our  heads.  My  man  said  this 
and  said  that ;  every  word  was  a  lie,  for  he  had  lost  his  way  and 
would  not  allow  it.  We  saw  a  light  through  some  trees.  I 
sent  him  to  inquire.  We  were  directed  one  way  and  another 
way,  every  way  except  the  right  one.  We  emerged  at  last 
upon  a  hard  road  of  some  kind.  The  stars  told  me  the 
general  direction.  We  came  to  cottages  where  the  name  of 
Cherry  Garden  was  known,  and  we  were  told  that  it  was  two 
miles  off;  but  alas  !  again  there  were  two  roads  to  it;  a  short 
and  good  one,  and  a  long  and  bad  one,  and  they  sent  us  by 
the  last.  There  was  a  steep  hill  to  cHmb,  for  the  house  is  800 
feet  above  the  sea.     The  horse  could  hardly  crawl,  and  my 

*  nigger '  went  to  work  to  flog  him  to  let  off  his  own  ill  humour. 
I  had  to  stop  that  by  force,  and  at  last,  as  it  grew  too  dark  to 
see  the  road  under  the  trees,  I  got  out  and  walked,  leaving 
him  to  follow  at  a  foot's  pace.  The  night  was  lovely.  I  began 
to  think  that  we  should  have  to  camp  out  after  all,  and  that  it 
would  be  no  great  hardship. 

It  was  like  the  gloaming  of  a  June  night  in  England,  the 
daylight  in  the  open  spots  not  entirely  gone,  and  mixing  softly 
with  the  light  of  moon  and  planet  and  the  flashing  of  the 
fireflies.     I  plodded  on  mile  after  mile,  and  Cherry  Garden 
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still  receded  to  one  mile  farther.  We  came  to  a  gate  of  some 
consequence.  The  outline  of  a  large  mansion  was  visible  with 
gardens  round  it.  I  concluded  that  we  had  arrived,  and  was 
feeling  for  the  latch  when  the  forms  of  a  lady  and  gentleman 
appeared  against  the  sky  who  were  strolling  in  the  grounds. 
They  directed  me  still  upwards,  with  the  mile  which  never 
diminished  still  to  be  travelled.  Like  myself,  our  weary 
animal  had  gathered  hopes  from  the  sight  of  the  gate.  He 
had  again  to  drag  on  as  he  could.  His  owner  was  subdued 
and  silent,  and  obeyed  whatever  order  I  gave  him.  The  trees 
now  closed  over  us  so  thick  that  I  could  see  nothing.  Vainly 
I  repented  of  my  unnecessary  philanthropy  which  had  been 
the  cause  of  the  mischief ;  what  had  I  to  do  with  black 
women,  or  white  either  for  that  matter  ?  I  had  to  feel  the 
way  with  my  feet  and  a  stick.  I  came  to  a  place  where  the 
lane  again  divided.  I  tried  the  nearest  turn.  I  found  a 
trench  across  it  three  feet  deep,  which  had  been  cut  by  a 
torrent.  This  was  altogether  beyond  the  capacity  of  our 
unfortunate  animal,  so  I  took  the  other  boldly,  prepared  if  it 
proved  wrong  to  bivouac  till  morning  with  my  '  nigger,'  and 
go  on  with  my  argument.  Happily  there  was  no  need  j  we 
came  again  on  a  gate  which  led  into  a  field.  There  was  a 
drive  across  it  and  wire  fences.  Finally  lights  began  to 
glimmer  and  dogs  to  bark :  we  were  at  the  real  Cherry  Garden 
at  last,  and  found  the  whole  household  alarmed  for  what  had 
become  of  us.  I  could  not  punish  my  misleader  by  stinting 
his  fare,  for  I  knew  that  I  had  only  myself  to  blame.  He  was 
an  honest  fellow  after  all.  In  the  disturbance  of  my  mind 
I  left  a  rather  valuable  umbrella  in  his  buggy.  He  discovered 
it  after  he  had  gone,  and  had  grace  enough  to  see  that  it  was 
returned  to  me. 

My  entertainers  were  much  amused  at  the  cause  of  the  mis- 
adventure, perhaps  unique  of  its  kind  ;  to  address  homilies  to 
the  black  people  on  the  treatment  of  their  wives  not  being  the 
fashion  in  these  parts. 

If  there  are  no  more  Aaron  Bangs  in  Jamaica,  there  are  very 
charming  people ;  as  I  found  when  I  turned  thk  npvvjt^pf  in 
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my  West  Indian  experience.     Mr.    M could   not  have 

taken  more  pains  with  me  if  I  had  been  his  earliest  friend. 
The  chief  luxury  which  he  allowed  him.self  in  his  simple  life 
was  a  good  supply  of  excellent  horses.  His  business  took  him 
every  day  to  Kingston,  but  he  left  me  in  charge  of  his  family, 
and  I  had  'a  good  time,'  as  the  Americans  say.  The  house 
was  large,  with  fine  airy  rooms,  a  draught  so  constantly  blowing 
through  it  that  the  candles  had  to  be  covered  with  bell  glasses  ; 
but  the  draughts  in  these  countries  are  the  very  breath  of  life. 
It  had  been  too  dark  when  I  arrived  to  see  anything  of  the 
surroundings,  and  the  next  morning  I  strolled  out  to  see  what 
the  place  was  like.  It  lies  just  at  the  foot  of  the  Blue  Moun- 
tains, where  the  gradual  slope  from  the  sea  begins  to  become 
steep.  The  plain  of  Kingston  lay  stretched  before  me,  with 
its  woods  and  cornfields  and  villas,  the  long  straggling  town, 
the  ships  at  anchor  in  the  harbour,  the  steamers  passing  in  and 
out  with  their  long  trails  of  smoke,  the  sand-spit  like  a  thin  grey 
line  lying  upon  the  water,  as  the  natural  breakwater  by  which 
the  harbour  is  formed,  and  beyond  it  the  broad  blue  expanse 
of  the  Caribbean  Sea.  The  foreground  was  like  an  English 
park,  studded  over  with  handsome  forest  trees  and  broken  by 
the  rains  into  picturesque  ravines.  Some  acres  were  planted 
with  oranges  of  the  choicer  sorts,  as  an  experiment  to  show 
what  Jamaica  could  do,  but  they  were  as  yet  young  and  had 
not  come  into  bearing.  Round  the  house  were  gardens  where 
the  treasures  of  our  hot-houses  were  carelessly  and  lavishly 
scattered.  Stephanotis  trailed  along  the  railing  or  climbed 
over  the  trellis.  Oleanders  white  and  pink  waved  over  marble 
basins,  and  were  sprinkled  by  the  spray  from  spouting  fountains. 
Crotons  stood  about  in  tubs,  not  small  plants  as  we  know 
them,  but  large  shrubs ;  great  purple  or  parti-coloured  bushes. 
They  have  a  fancy  for  crotons  in  the  West  Indies ;  I  suppose 
as  a  change  from  the  monotony  of  green.  I  cannot  share  it. 
A  red  leaf,  except  in  antumn  before  it  falls,  is  a  kind  of 
monster,  and  I  am  glad  that  Nature  has  made  so  few  of  them. 
In  the  shade  of  the  trees  behind  the  house  was  a  collection  of 
orchids,  the  most  perfect,  I  believe,  in  the  island. 
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And  here  Gordon  had  lived.  Here  he  had  been  arrested 
and  carried  away  to  his  death ;  his  crime  being  that  he  had 
dreamt  of  regenerating  the  negro  race  by  baptising  them  in 
the  Jordan  of  English  Radicalism.  He  would  have  brought 
about  nothing  but  confusion,  and  have  precipitated  Jamaica 
prematurely  into  the  black  anarchy  into  which  perhaps  it 
is  still  destined  to  fall.  But  to  hang  him  was  an  extreme 
measure,  and,  in  the  present  state  of  public  opinion,  a 
dangerous  one. 

One  does  not  associate  the  sons  of  darkness  with  keen 
perceptions  of  the  beautiful.  Yet  no  mortal  ever  selected  a 
lovelier  spot  for  a  residence  than  did  Gordon  in  choosing 
Cherry  Garden.  How  often  had  his  ^etffld'  dark  eyes  wan- 
dered over  the  scenes  at  which  I  was  gazing,  watched  the 
early  rays  of  the  sun  slanting  upwards  to  the  high  peaks  of 
the  Blue  Mountains,  or  the  last  as  he  sank  in  gold  and 
crimson  behind  the  hills  at  Mandeville;  watched  the  great 
steamers  entering  or  leaving  Port  Royal,  and  at  night  the 
gleam  of  the  lighthouse  from  among  the  palm  trees  on  the 
spit.  Poor  fellow !  one  felt  very  sorry  for  him,  and  sorry 
for  Mr.  Eyre,  too.  The  only  good  that  came  of  it  all  was 
the  surrender  of  the  constitution  and  the  return  to  Crown 
government,  and  this  our  wonderful  statesmen  are  beginning 
to  undo. 

No  one  understood  better  than  Mr.  M the  troubles 

and  dangers  of  the  colony,  but  he  was  inclined,  perhaps  by 
temperament,  perhaps  by  knowledge,  to  take  a  cheerful  view 
of  things.  For  the  present  at  least  he  did  not  think  that 
there  was  anything  serious  to  be  feared.  The  finances,  of 
which  he  had  the  best  means  of  judging,  were  in  tolerable 
condition.  The  debt  was  considerable,  but  more  than  half 
of  it  was  represented  by  a  railway.  If  sugar  was  languishing, 
the  fruit  trade  with  the  United  States  was  growing  with  the 
liveliest  rapidity.  Planters  and  merchants  were  not  making 
fortunes,  but  business  went  on.  The  shares  in  the  Colonial 
Bank  were  not  at  a  high  quotation,  but  the  securities  were 
sound,  the  shareholders  got  good  dividends,  and  eight  and 
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ten  per  cent,  was  the  interest  charged  on  loans.  High 
interest  might  be  a  good  sign  or  a  bad  one.     Anyway  Mr. 

M could  not  see  that  there  was  much  to  be  afraid  of 

in  Jamaica.  There  had  been  bad  times  before,  and  they 
had  survived  notwithstanding.  He  was  a  man  of  business, 
and  talked  himself  little  about  politics.  As  it  had  been,  so  it 
would  be  again. 

In  his  absence  at  his  work  I  found  friends  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood who  were  all  attention  and  politeness.  One  took 
me  to  see  my  acquaintances  at  the  camp  again.  Another 
drove  me  about,  showed  me  the  house  where  Scott  had 
lived,  the  author  of  *Tom  Cringle.'  One  round  in  particular 
left  a  distinct  impression.  It  was  through  a  forest  which 
had  once  been  a  flourishing  sugar  estate.  Deep  among  the 
trees  were  the  ruins  of  an  aqueduct  which  had  brought  water 
to  the  mill,  now  overgrown  and  crumbling.  The  time  had 
not  been  long  as  we  count  time  in  the  history  of  nations,  but 
there  had  been  enough  for  the  arches  to  fall  in,  the  stream  to 
return  to  its  native  bed,  the  tropical  vegetation  to  spring  up  in 
its  wild  luxuriance  and  bury  in  shade  the  ruins  of  a  past 
civilisation. 

I  fell  in  with  interesting  persons  who  talked  metaphysics 
and  theology  with  me,  though  one  would  not  have  expected 
it  in  Jamaica.  In  this  strange  age  of  ours  the  spiritual 
atmosphere  is  more  confused  than  at  any  period  during  the 
last  eighteen  hundred  years.  Men's  hearts  are  failing  them 
for  fear,  not  knowing  any  longer  where  to  rest.  We  look  this 
way  and  that  way,  and  catch  at  one  another  like  drowning 
men.  Go  where  you  will,  you  find  the  same  phenomena. 
Science  grows,  and  observers  are  adding  daily  to  our  know- 
ledge of  the  nature  and  structure  of  the  material  universe, 
but  they  tell  us  nothing,  and  can  tell  us  nothing,  of  what  we 
most  want  to  know.  They  cannot  tell  us  what  our  own, 
nature  is.  They  cannot  tell  us  what  God  is,  or  what  duty  is. 
We  had  a  belief  once,  in  which,  as  in  a  boat,  we  floated  safely 
on  the  unknown  ocean ;  but  the  philosophers  and  critics 
have  been  boring  holes  in  the  timbers  to  examine  the  texture 
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of  the  wood,  and  now  it  leaks  at  every  one  of  them.  We 
have  to  help  ourselves  in  the  best  way  that  we  can.  Some 
strike  out  new  ideas  for  themselves,  others  go  back  to  the 
seven  sages,  and  lay  again  for  themselves  the  old  eggs,  which, 
after  laborious  incubation,  will  be  addled  as  they  were  addled 
before.  To  my  metaphysical  friends  in  Jamaica  the  *  Light 
of  Asia'  had  been  shining  amidst  German  dreams,  and  the 
moonlight  of  the  Vedas  had  been  illuminating  the  pessimism 

of  Schopenhauer.     So  it  is   all   round.     Mr.  goes  to 

Mount  Carmel  to  listen  for  communications  from  Elijah ; 
fashionable  countesses  to  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  at  Lourdes. 
*  Are  you  a  Buddhist  ? '  lisps  the  young  lady  in  Mayfair  to 
the  partner  with  whom  she  is  sitting  out  at  a  ball.  *  It  is  so 
nice,'  said  a  gentleman  to  me  who  has  been  since  promoted 
to  high  office  in  an  unfortunate  colony,  *  it  is  so  nice  to  talk 
of  such  things  to  pretty  girls,  and  it  always  ends  in  one  way, 
you  know.'  Conversations  on  theology,  at  least  between 
persons  of  opposite  sex,  ought  to  be  interdicted  by  law  for 
everyone  under  forty.  But  there  are  questions  on  which  old 
people  may  be  permitted  to  ask  one  another  what  they  think, 
if  it  only  be  for  mutual  comfort  in  the  general  vacancy.  We 
are  born  alone,  we  pass  alone  into  the  great  darkness.  When 
the  curtain  falls  is  the  play  over?  or  is  a  new  act  to  com- 
mence? Are  we  to  start  again  in  a  new  sphere,  carrying 
with  us  what  we  have  gained  in  the  discipline  of  our  earthly 
trials  ?  Are  we  to  become  again  as  we  were  before  we  came 
into  this  world,  when  eternity  had  not  yet  spUntered  into 
time,  or  the  universal  being  dissolved  into  individual  exist- 
ences ?  For  myself,  I  have  long  ceased  to  speculate  on  these 
subjects,  being  convinced  that  they  have  no  bottom  which 
can  be  reasoned  out  by  the  intellect.  We  are  in  a  world 
where  much  can  be  learnt  which  affects  our  own  and  others' 
earthly  welfare,  and  we  had  better  leave  the  rest  alone.  Yet 
one  listens  and  cannot  choose  but  sympathise  when  anxious 
souls  open  out  to  you  what  is  going  on  within  them.  A 
Spanish  legend,  showing  with  whom  these  inquiries  began  and 
with  what  result,  is  not  without  its  value. 
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Jupiter,  having  made  the  world,  proceeded  to  make  animals 
to  live  in  it.  The  ass  was  the  earliest  created.  He  looked 
about  him.  He  looked  at  himself;  and,  as  the  habit  of  asses 
is,  he  asked  himself  what  it  all  meant  j  what  it  was  to  be  an 
ass,  where  did  he  come  from,  and  what  he  was  for?  Not 
being  able  to  discover,  he  applied  to  his  maker.  Jupiter  told 
him  that  he  was  made  to  be  the  slave  of  another  animal  to  be 
called  Man.  He  was  to  carry  men  on  his  back,  drag  loads 
for  them,  and  be  their  drudge.  He  was  to  live  on  thistles 
and  straw,  and  to  be  beaten  continually  with  sticks  and  ropes'-- 
ends.  The  ass  complained.  He  said  that  he  had  done 
nothing  to  deserve  so  hard  a  fate.  He  had  not  asked  to  be 
born,  and  he  would  rather  not  have  been  born.  He  inquired 
how  long  this  life,  or  whatever  it  was,  had  to  continue. 
Jupiter  said  it  had  to  last  thirty  years.  The  poor  ass  was  in 
consternation.  If  Jupiter  would  reduce  the  thirty  to  ten  he 
undertook  to  be  patient,  to  be  a  good  servant,  and  to  do  his 
work  patiently.  Jupiter  reflected  and  consented,  and  the  ass 
retired  grateful  and  happy. 

The  dog,  who  had  been  born  meanwhile,  heard  what  had 
passed.  He,  too,  went  to  Jupiter  with  the  same  question. 
He  learnt  that  he  also  was  a  slave  to  men.  In  the  day  he  was 
to  catch  their  game  for  them,  but  was  not  to  eat  it  himself. 
At  night  he  was  to  be  chained  by  a  ring  and  to  lie  awake  to 
guard  their  houses.  His  food  was  to  be  bones  and  refuse. 
Like  the  ass  he  was  to  have  had  thirty  years  of  it,  but  on  petition 
they  were  similarly  exchanged  for  ten. 

The  monkey  came  next.  His  function,  he  was  told,  was 
to  mimic  humanity,  to  be  led  about  by  a  string,  and 
grimace  and  dance  for  men's  amusement.  He  also 
remonstrated  at  the  length  of  time,  and  obtained  the  same 
favour. 

Last  came  the  man  himself.  Conscious  of  boundless  desires 
and,  as  he  imagined,  of  boundless  capabilities,  he  did  not 
inquire  what  he  was,  or  what  he  was  to  do.  Those  questions 
had  been  already  answered  by  his  vanity.  He  did  not  come 
to  ask  for  anything,  but  to  thank  Jupiter  for  having  created  sp 
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glorious  a  being  and  to  ascertain  for  how  many  ages  he  might 
expect  to  endure.  The  god  repHed  that  thirty  years  was  the 
term  allotted  to  all  personal  existences. 

'  Only  thirty  years  ! '  he  exclaimed.  *  Only  thirty  years  for 
such  capacities  as  mine.  Thirty  years  will  be  gone  like  a  dream. 
Extend  them  !  oh,  extend  them,  gracious  Jupiter,  that  I  may 
have  leisure  to  use  the  intellect  which  thou  hast  given  me, 
search  into  the  secrets  of  nature,  do  great  and  glorious  actions, 
and  serve  and  praise  thee,  O  my  creator !  longer  and  more 
worthily.' 

The  lip  of  the  god  curled  lightly,  and  again  he  acquiesced. 
*I  have  some  spare  years  to  dispose  of,'  he  said,  'of  which 
others  of  my  creatures  have  begged  to  be  relieved.  You  shall 
have  thirty  years  of  your  own.  From  thirty  to  fifty  you  shall 
have  the  ass's  years,  and  labour  and  sweat  for  your  support. 
From  fifty  to  seventy  you  shall  have  the  dog's  years,  and  take 
care  of  the  stuff,  and  snarl  and  growl  at  what  younger  men  are 
doing.  From  seventy  to  ninety  you  shall  have  the  monkey's 
years,  and  smirk  and  grin  and  make  yourself  ridiculous.  After 
that  you  may  depart.' 

I  was  going  on  to  Cuba.  The  commodore  had  insisted  on 
my  spending  my  last  days  with  him  at  Port  Royal.  He  under- 
took to  see  me  on  board  the  steamer  as  it  passed  out  of  the 
harbour.  I  have  already  described  his  quarters.  The  naval 
station  has  no  colonial  character  except  the  climate,  and  is 
English  entirely.  The  officers  are  the  servants  of  the 
Admiralty,  not  of  the  colonial  government.  Their  interests 
are  in  their  profession.  They  look  to  promotion  in  other 
parts  of  the  world,  and  their  functions  are  on  the  ocean  and 
not  on  the  land.  The  commodore  is  captain  of  the  guardship ; 
but  he  has  a  commander  under  him  and  he  resides  on  shore. 
Everyone  employed  in  the  dockyard,  even  down  to  his  own 
household,  is  rated  on  the  ship's  books,  consequently  they  are  all 
men.  There  is  not  a  woman  servant  about  the  place,  save  his 
lady's  ladies'-maid.  His  daughters  learn  to  take  care  of  them- 
selves, and  are  not  brought  up  to  find  everything  done  for 
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them.     His  boys  are  about  the  world  in  active  service  growing 
into  useful  and  honourable  manhood. 

Thus  the  whole  life  tastes  of  the  element  to  which  it  belongs, 
and  is  salt  and  healthy  as  the  ocean  itself.  It  was  not  without 
its  entertainments.  The  officers  of  the  garrison  were  to  give 
a  ball.  The  young  ladies  of  Kingston  are  not  afraid  of  the 
water,  cross  the  harbour  in  the  steam  launches,  dance  till  the 
small  hours,  return  in  the  dark,  drive  their  eight  or  ten  miles 
home,  and  think  nothing  of  it.  In  that  climate,  night  is 
pleasanter  to  be  abroad  in  than  day.  I  could  not  stay  to  be 
present,  but  I  was  in  the  midst  of  the  preparations,  and  one 
afternoon  there  was  a  prospect  of  a  brilliant  addition  to  the 
party.  A  yacht  steamed  inside  the  Point — long,  narrow, 
and  swift  as  a  torpedo  boat.  She  carried  American  colours, 
and  we  heard  that  she  was  the  famous  vessel  of  the  yet  more 
famous  Mr.  Vanderbilt,  who  was  on  board  with  his  family. 
Here  was  an  excitement  !  The  commodore  was  ordered  to 
call  the  instant  that  she  was  anchored.  Invitations  were  pre- 
pared— all  was  eagerness.  Alas !  she  did  not  anchor  at  all. 
She  learnt  from  the  pilot  that,  the  smallpox  being  in  Jamaica, 
if  any  of  her  people  landed  there  she  would  be  quarantined  in 
the  other  islands,  and  to  the  disappointment  of  everyone,  even 
of  myself,  who  would  gladly  have  seen  the  great  millionaire, 
she  turned  about  and  went  off  again  to  sea. 

I  was  very  happy  at  the  commodore's — low  spirits  not  being 
allowed  in  that  wholesome  element.  Decks  were  washed  every 
morning  as  if  at  sea,  i.e.  every  floor  was  scrubbed  and  scoured. 
It  was  an  eternal  washing  day,  lines  of  linen  flying  in  the  brisk  * 
sea  breeze.  The  commodore  was  always  busy  making  work  if 
none  had  been  found  for  him.  He  took  me  one  day  to  see 
the  rock  spring  where  Rodney  watered  his  fleet,  as  the  great 
admiral  describes  in  one  of  his  letters,  and  from  which  Port 
Royal  now  draws  its  supply.  The  spring  itself  bursts  full  and 
clear  out  of  the  limestone  rock  close  to  the  shore,  four  or  five 
miles  from  Kingston.  There  is  a  natural  basin,  slightly 
improved  by  art,  from  which  the  old  conduit  pipes  carry  the 
stream  to  the  sea.     The  tug  comes  daily,  fills  its  tanks,  and 
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returns.  The  commodore  has  tidied  up  the  place,  planted 
shrubs,  and  cleared  away  the  bush ;  but  half  the  water  at  least, 
is  still  allowed  to  leak  away,  and  turns  the  hollow  below  into  an 
unwholesome  swamp.  It  may  be  a  necessity,  but  it  is  also  a 
misfortune,  that  the  officers  at  distant  stations  hold  their 
appointments  for  so  short  a  term.  By  the  time  that  they  have 
learnt  what  can  or  ought  to  be  done,  they  are  sent  elsewhere, 
and  their  successor  has  to  begin  over  again.  The  water  in  this 
spring,  part  of  which  is  now  worse  than  wasted  and  the  rest 
carried  laboriously  in  a  vessel  to  Port  Royal  to  be  sold  by 
measure  to  the  people  there,  might  be  all  conducted  thither  by 
pipes  at  small  cost  and  trouble,  were  the  commodore  to  remain 
a  few  years  longer  at  the  Jamaica  Station. 

He  is  his  own  boatman,  and  we  had  some  fine  sails 
about  the  lagoon — the  breeze  always  fresh  and  the  surface 
always  smooth.  The  shallow  bays  swarm  with  small  fish,  and 
it  was  a  pretty  thing  to  watch  the  pelicans  devouring  them. 
They  gather  in  flocks,  sweep  and  wheel  in  the  air,  and  when 
they  plunge  they  strike  the  water  with  a  violence  which  one 
would  expect  would  break  their  wings.  They  do  not  dive, 
but  seize  their  prey  with  their  long,  broad  bills,  and  seem 
never  to  miss. 

Between  the  ships  and  the  barracks,  there  are  many  single 
men  in  Port  Royal,  for  whom  amusement  has  to  be  found  if 
they  are  to  be  kept  from  drink.  A  canteen  is  provided  for 
them,  with  bowHng  alley,  tennis  court,  beer  in  moderation,  and 
a  reading  room,  for  such  as  like  it,  with  reviews  and  magazines 
and  newspapers  They  can  fish  if  they  want  sport,  and  there 
are  sharks  in  plenty  a  cable's  length  from  shore;  but  the 
schoolmaster  has  been  abroad,  and  tastes  run  in  more  refined 
directions.     The  blacks  of  Tobago  acted  *  The  Merchant  of 

Venice '  before  Governor  S .    The  ships'  companies  of  the 

gunboats  at  Port  Royal  gave  a  concert  while  I  was  there.  The 
officers  took  no  part,  and  left  the  men  to  manage  it  as  they 
pleased.  The  commodore  brought  his  party;  the  garrison, 
the  crews  of  the  other  ships,  and  stray  visitors  came,  and  the 
large  room  at  the  canteen  was  completely  full.     The  taste  of 
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the  audience  was  curious.  Dibdin  was  off  the  boards  altogether, 
and  favour  was  divided  between  the  London  popular  comic  song 
and  the  sentimental — no  longer  with  any  flavour  of  salt  about  it, 
but  the  sentimental  spoony  and  sickly.  '  She  wore  a  wreath  of 
roses '  called  out  the  highest  enthusiasm.  One  of  the  per- 
formers recited  a  long  poem  of  his  own  about  Mary  Stuart, 
*  the  lovely  and  unfortunate.'  Then  followed  the  buffoonery ; 
and  this  was  at  least  genuine  rough  and  tumble  if  there  was 
little  wit  in  it.  A  lad  capered  about  on  a  tournament  horse 
which  flung  him  every  other  moment.  Various  persons  pre- 
tended to  be  drunk,  and  talked  and  staggered  as  drunken  men 
do.  Then  there  was  a  farce,  how  conceived  and  by  what  kind 
of  author  I  was  puzzled  to  make  out.  A  connoisseur  of  art 
is  looking  for  Greek  antiques.  He  has  heard  that  a  statue 
has  recently  been  discovered  of  *Ajax  quarrelling  with  his 
mother-in-law.'  What  Ajax  was  quarrelling  about  or  who  his 
mother-in-law  might  be  does  not  appear.  A  couple  of  rogues, 
each  unknown  to  the  other,  practise  on  the  connoisseur's 
credulity.  Each  promises  him  the  statue  ;  each  dresses  up  a 
confederate  on  a  pedestal  with  a  modern  soldier's  helmet  and 
a  blanket  to  represent  a  Greek  hero.  The  two  figures  are 
shown  to  him.  One  of  them,  I  forget  how,  contrived  to  pass 
as  Ajax  ;  the  other  had  turned  into  Hercules  doing  something 
to  the  Stymphalides.  At  last  they  get  tired  of  standing  to  be 
looked  at,  jump  down,  and  together  knock  over  the  connoisseur. 
Ajax  then  turns  on  Hercules,  who,  of  course,  is  ready  for  a 
row.  They  fight  till  they  are  tired,  and  then  make  it  up  over 
a  whisky  bottle. 

So  entirely  new  an  aspect  of  the  British  tar  took  rae  by 
surprise,  and  I  speculated  whether  the  inventors  and  per- 
formers of  this  astonishing  drama  were  an  advance  on  the 
Ben  Bunting  type.  I  was,  of  course,  inclined  to  say  no,  but 
my  tendency  is  to  dislike  changes,  and  I  allow  for  it.  The 
commodore  said  that  in  certain  respects  there  really  was  an 
advance.  The  seamen  fell  into  few  scrapes,  and  they  did  not 
get  drunk  so  often.  This  was  a  hardy  assertion  of  the  com- 
modore, as  a  good  many  of  them  were  drunk  at  that  moment. 
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I  could  see  myself  that  they  were  better  educated.  If  Ben 
Bunting  had  been  asked  who  Ajax  and  Hercules  were,  he 
would  have  taken  them  to  be  three-deckers  which  were  so 
named,  and  his  knowledge  would  have  gone  no  farther. 
Whether  these  tars  of  the  new  era  are  better  sailors  and  braver 
and  truer  men  is  another  question.  They  understand  their 
rights  much  better,  if  that  does  any  good  to  them.  The 
officers  used  to  be  treated  with  respect  at  all  times  and 
seasons.  This  is  now  qualified.  When  they  are  on  duty,  the 
men  are  as  respectful  as  they  used  to  be ;  when  they  are  off 

duty,  the  commodore  himself  is  only  old  H . 

We  returned  to  the  dockyard  in  a  boat  under  a  full  moon, 
the  guardship  gleaming  white  in  the  blue  midnight  and  the 
phosphorescent  water  flashing  under  the  oars.  The  *  Dee,' 
which  was  to  take  me  to  Havana,  was  off  Port  Royal  on 
the  following  miorning.  The  commodore  put  me  on  board 
in  his  gig,  with  the  white  ensign  floating  over  the  stern.  I 
took  leave  of  him  with  warm  thanks  for  his  own  and  his  family's 
hospitable  entertainment  of  me.  The  screw  went  round — we 
steamed  away  out  of  the  harbour,  and  Jamaica  and  the  kind 
friends  whom  I  had  found  there  faded  out  of  sight.  Jamaica 
was  the  last  of  the  English  West  India  Islands  which  I  visited. 
I  was  to  see  it  again,  but  I  will  here  set  down  the  impressions 
which  had  been  left  upon  me  by  what  I  had  seen  there  and 
seen  in  the  Antilles. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Present  state  of  Jamaica — Test  of  progress — Resources  of  the  island  — 
Political  alternatives — Black  supremacy  and  probable  consequences — 
The  West  Indian  problem. 

As  I  was  stepping  into  the  boat  at  Port  Royal,  a  pamphlet 
was  thrust  into  my  hand,  which  I  was  entreated  to  read  at  my 
leisure.  It  was  by  some  discontented  white  of  the  island — 
no  rare  phenomenon,  and  the  subject  of  it  was  the  precipitate 
decline  in  the  value  of  property  there.    The  writer,  unlike  the 
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planters,  insisted  that  the  people  were  taxed  in  proportion 
to  their  industry.  There  were  taxes  on  mules,  on  carts,  on 
donkeys,  all  bearing  on  the  small  black  proprietors,  whose 
ability  to  cultivate  was  thus  checked,  and  who  were  thus 
deliberately  encouraged  in  idleness.  He  might  have  added, 
although  he  did  not,  that  while  both  in  Jamaica  and  Trinidad 
everyone  is  clamouring  against  the  beetroot  bounty  which 
artificially  lowers  the  price  of  sugar,  the  local  councils  in  these 
two  islands  try  to  counteract  the  effect  and  artificially  raise 
the  price  of  sugar  by  an  export  duty  on  their  own  produce — a 
singular  method  of  doing  it  which,  I  presume,  admits  of 
explanation.  My  pamphleteer  was  persuaded  that  all  the 
world  were  fools,  and  that  he  and  his  friends  were  the  only 
wise  ones  :  again  a  not  uncommon  occurrence  in  pamphleteers. 
He  demanded  the  suppression  of  absenteeism  ]  he  demanded 
free  trade.  In  exchange  for  the  customs  duties,  which  were 
to  be  abolished,  he  demanded  a  land  tax — the  very  mention 
of  which,  I  had  been  told  by  others,  drove  the  black  proprietors 
whom  he  wished  to  benefit  into  madness.  He  wanted  Home 
Rule.  He  wanted  fifty  things  besides  which  I  have  forgotten, 
but  his  grand  want  of  all  was  a  new  currency.  Mankind,  he 
thought,  had  been  very  mad  at  all  periods  of  their  history. 
The  most  significant  illustration  of  their  madness  had  been 
the  selection  of  gold  and  silver  as  the  medium  of  exchange. 
The  true  base  of  the  currency  was  the  land.  The  Govern- 
ment of  Jamaica  was  to  lend  to  every  freeholder  up  to  the 
mortgage  value  of  his  land  in  paper  notes,  at  5  per  cent, 
interest,  the  current  rate  being  at  present  8  per  cent.  The 
notes  so  issued,  having  the  land  as  their  security,  would  be  in 
no  danger  of  depreciation,  and  they  would  flow  over  the  sugar 
estates  like  an  irrigating  stream.  On  the  produce  of  sugar  the 
fate  of  the  island  depended. 

On  the  produce  of  sugar  ?  And  why  not  on  the  produce  of 
a  fine  race  of  men  ?  The  prospects  of  Jamaica,  the  prospects 
of  all  countries,  depend  not  on  sugar  or  on  any  form  or  degree 
of  material  wealth,  but  on  the  characters  of  the  men  and 
women  whom  they  are  breeding  and  rearing.     Where  ther^ 
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are  men  and  women  of  a  noble  nature,  the  rest  will  go  well  of 
itself;  where  these  are  not,  there  will  be  no  true  prosperity 
though  the  sugar  hogsheads  be  raised  from  thousands  into 
milHons.  The  colonies  are  interesting  only  as  offering  homes 
where  English  people  can  increase  and  multiply ;  EngUsh  of 
the  old  type  with  simple  habits,  who  do  not  need  imported 
luxuries.  There  is  room  even  in  the  West  Indies  for  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  them  if  they  can  be  contented  to  lead 
human  lives,  and  do  not  go  there  to  make  fortunes  which  they 
are  to  carry  home  with  them.  The  time  may  not  be  far  off 
when  men  will  be  sick  of  making  fortunes,  sick  of  being  ground 
to  pattern  in  the  commonplace  mill-wheel  of  modern  society ; 
sick  of  a  state  of  things  which  bHghts  and  kills  simple  and 
original  feeling,  which  makes  us  think  and  speak  and  act 
under  the  tyranny  of  general  opinion,  which  masquerades  as 
liberty  and  means  only  submission  to  the  newspapers.  I  can 
conceive  some  modern  men  may  weary  of  all  this,  and  retire 
from  it  like  the  old  ascetics,  not  as  they  did  into  the  wilder- 
ness, but  behind  their  own  walls  and  hedges,  shutting  out  the 
world  and  its  noises,  to  inquire  whether  after  all  they  have 
really  immortal  souls,  and,  if  they  have,  what  ought  to  be  done 
about  them.  The  West  India  Islands,  with  their  inimitable 
climate  and  soil  and  prickly  pears  ad  libitu?n  to  make  fences 
with,  would  be  fine  places  for  such  recluses.  Failing  these 
ideal  personages,  there  is  work  enough  of  the  common  sort  to 
create  wholesome  prosperity.  There  are  oranges  to  be  grown, 
and  pines  and  plantains,  and  coffee  and  cocoa,  and  rice  and 
indigo  and  tobacco,  not  to  speak  of  the  dollars  which  my 
American  friend  found  in  the  bamboos,  and  of  the  further 
dollars  which  other  Americans  will  find  in  the  untested  qualities 
of  thousands  of  other  productions.  Here  are  opportunities  for 
innocent  industrious  famiHes,  where  children  can  be  brought 
up  to  be  manly  and  simple  and  true  and  brave  as  their  fathers 
were  brought  up,  or  as  their  fathers  expressed  it  *  in  the  nurture 
and  admonition  of  the  Lord ; '  while  such  neighbours  as  their 
dark  brothers-in-law  might  have  a  chance  of  a  rise  in  life,  in 
the  only  sense  in  which  a  *  rise  '  can  be  of  real  benefit  to  them. 


246  THE  ENGLISH  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES 

These  are  the  objects  which  statesmen  who  have  the  care  and 
conduct  of  a  nation's  welfare  ought  to  set  before  themselves, 
and  unfortunately  they  are  the  last  which  are  remembered  in 
countries  which  are  popularly  governed.  There  is  a  clamour 
for  education  in  such  countries,  but  education  means  to  them 
only  the  sharpening  of  the  faculties  for  the  competitive  race 
which  is  called  progress.  In  democracies  no  one  man  is  his 
brother's  keeper.  Each  lives  and  struggles  to  make  his  own 
way  and  his  own  position.  All  that  is  insisted  on  is  that  there 
shall  be  a  fair  stage  and  that  every  lad  shall  learn  the  use  of 
the  weapons  which  will  enable  him  to  fight  his  own  way. 
'AptTth  *  manliness/  the  most  essential  of  all  acquisitions  and 
the  hardest  to  cultivate,  as  Aristotle  observed  long  ago,  is 
assumed  in  democracies  as  a  matter  of  course.  Of  aptH)  a 
moderate  quantity  {biroaovoiiv)  would  do,  and  in  Aristotle's 
opinion  this  was  the  rock  on  which  the  Greek  republics 
foundered.  Their  apirri  did  not  come  as  a  matter  of  course,  * 
and  they  lost  it,  and  the  Macedonians  and  the  Romans  ate 
them  up. 

From  this  point  of  view  political  problems,  and  the  West 
Indian  among  them,  present  unusual  aspects.  Looking  to  the 
West  Indies  only,  we  took  possession  of  those  islands  when 
they  were  of  supreme  importance  in  our  great  wrestle  with 
Spain  and  France.  We  were  fighting  then  for  the  liberties  of 
the  human  race.  The  Spaniards  had  destroyed  the  original  Carib 
and  Indian  inhabitants.  We  induced  thousands  of  our  own 
fellow-countrymen  to  venture  life  and  fortune  in  the  occupa- 
tion of  our  then  vital  conquests.  For  two  centuries  we  furnished 
them  with  black  servants  whom  we  purchased  on  the  African 
coast  and  carried  over  and  sold  there,  making  our  own  profits 
out  of  the  trade,  and  the  colonists  prospered  themselves  and 
poured  wealth  and  strength  into  the  empire  of  which  they 
were  then  an  integral  part.  A  change  passed  over  the  spirit 
of  the  age.  Liberty  assumed  a  new  dress.  We  found  slavery 
to  be  a  crime ;  we  released  our  bondmen ;  we  broke  their 
chains  as  we  proudly  described  it  to  ourselves ;  we  compensated 
the  owners,  so  far  as  money  could  compensate,  for  the  entire 
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dislocation  of  a  state  of  society  which  we  had  ourselves 
created ;  and  we  trusted  to  the  enchantment  of  liberty  to 
create  a  better  in  its  place.  We  had  delivered  our  own  souls ; 
we  had  other  colonies  to  take  our  emigrants.  Other  lands 
under  our  open  trade  would  supply  us  with  the  commodities 
for  which  we  had  hitherto  been  dependent  on  the  West  Indies. 
They  ceased  to  be  of  commercial,  they  ceased  to  be  of  political,"^ 
moment  to  us,  and  we  left  them  to  their  own  resources.  The 
modern  English  idea  is  that  everyone  must  take  care  of  him- 
self. Individuals  or  aggregates  of  individuals  have  the  world 
before  them,  to  open  the  oyster  or  fail  to  open  it  according  to 
their  capabilities.  The  State  is  not  to  help  them ;  the  State 
is  not  to  interfere  with  them  unless  for  political  or  party 
reasons  it  happens  to  be  convenient.  As  we  treat  ourselves 
we  treat  our  colonies.  Those  who  have  gone  thither  have 
gone  of  their  own  free  will,  and  must  take  the  consequences  of 
their  own  actions.  We  allow  them  no  expectional  privileges 
which  we  do  not  claim  for  ourselves.  They  must  stand,  if 
they  are  to  stand,  by  their  own  strength.  If  they  cannot  stand 
they  must  fall.  This  is  our  notion  of  education  in  *  manliness,' 
and  for  immediate  purposes  answers  well  enough.  Individual 
enterprise,  unendowed  but  unfettered,  built  the  main  buttresses 
of  the  British  colonial  empire.  Australians  and  New  Zealanders 
are  English  and  Scotchmen  who  have  settled  at  the  antipodes 
where  there  is  more  room  for  them  than  at  home.  They  are 
the  same  people  as  we  are,  and  they  have  the  same  privileges 
as  we  have.  They  are  parts  of  one  and  the  same  organic  body 
as  branches  from  the  original  trunk.  The  branch  does  not 
part  from  the  trunk,  but  it  discharges  its  own  vital  functions 
by  its  own  energy,  and  we  no  more  desire  to  interfere  than 
London  desires  to  interfere  with  Manchester. 

So  it  stands  with  us  where  the  colonists  are  of  our  race,  with 
the  same  character  and  the  same  objects ;  and,  as  I  said,  the 
system  answers.  Under  no  other  relations  could  we  continue 
a  united  people.  But  it  does  not  answer — it  has  failed  wherever 
we  have  tried  it — when  the  majority  of  the  inhabitants  of 
countries  of  which  for  one  or  other  reason  we  have  possessed 
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ourselves,  and  of  which  we  keep  possession,  are  not  united  to 
us  by  any  of  these  natural  bonds,  where  they  have  been 
annexed  by  violence  or  otherwise  been  forced  under  our  flag. 
It  has  failed  conspicuously  in  Ireland.  We  know  that  it  would 
fail  in  the  East  Indies  if  we  were  rash  enough  to  venture  the 
experiment.  Self-government  in  connection  with  the  British 
Empire  implies  a  desire  or  a  willingness  in  those  who  are  so 
left  to  themselves  that  the  connection  shall  continue.  We 
have  been  so  sanguine  as  to  believe  that  the  privilege  of  being 
British  subjects  is  itself  sufficient  to  secure  their  allegiance ; 
that  the  liberties  which  we  concede  will  not  be  used  for  pur- 
poses which  we  are  unable  to  tolerate;  that,  being  left  to 
govern  themselves,  they  will  govern  in  harmony  with  English 
interests  and  according  to  English  principles.  The  privilege  is  not 
estimated  so  highly.  They  go  their  own  way  and  not  our  way, 
and  therefore  we  must  look  facts  in  the  face  as  they  are,  and 
not  as  we  wish  them  to  be.  If  we  extend  to  Ireland  the 
independence  which  only  links  us  closer  to  Australia,  Ireland 
will  use  it  to  break  away  from  us.  If  we  extend  it  to  Bengal 
and  Madras  and  Bombay,  we  shall  fling  them  into  anarchy 
and  bring  our  empire  to  an  end.  We  cannot  for  our 
safety's  sake  part  with  Ireland.  We  do  not  mean  to  part  with 
our  Asiatic  dominions.  The  reality  of  the  relation  in  both 
cases  is  the  superior  force  of  England,  and  we  must  rely  upon 
it  and  need  not  try  to  conceal  that  we  do,  till  by  the  excellence 
of  our  administration  we  have  converted  submission  into 
respect  and  respect  into  willingness  for  union.  This  may  be  a 
long  process  and  a  difficult  one.  If  we  choose  to  maintain  our 
empire,  however,  we  must  pay  the  price  for  empire,  and  it  is 
wiser,  better,  safer,  in  all  cases  to  admit  the  truth  and  act  upon 
it.  Yet  Englishmen  so  love  liberty  that  they  struggle  against 
confessing  what  is  disagreeable  to  them.  Many  of  us  would 
give  Ireland,  would  give  India  Home  Rule,  and  run  the  risk 
of  what  would  happen,  and  only  a  probability,  which  reaches 
certainty,  of  the  consequences  to  be  expected  to  follow  prevents 
us  from  unanimously  agreeing.  About  the  West  Indies  we 
do  not  care  very  earnestly.     Nothing  seriously  alarming  can- 
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happen  there.  So  much,  therefore,  for  the  general  policy  of 
leaving  them  to  help  themselves  out  of  their  difficulties  we 
I  have  adopted  completely.  The  corollary  that  they  must  govern 
themselves  also  on  their  own  responsibilities  we  hesitate  as  yet 
to  admit  completely;  but  we  do  not  recognise  that  any 
responsibility  for  their  failing  condition  rests  on  us ;  and  the 
incUnation  certainly,  and  perhaps  the  purpose,  is  to  throw 
them  entirely  upon  themselves  at  the  earliest  moment.  Cuba 
sends  representatives  to  the  Cortes  at  Madrid,  Martinique  and 
Guadaloupe  to  the  Assembly  at  Paris.  In  the  English  islands, 
being  unwilling  to  govern  without  some  semblance  of  a  consti- 
tution, we  try  tentatively  varieties  of  local  boards  and  local 
councils,  admitting  the  elective  principle  but  not  daring  to 
trust  it  fully;  creating  hybrid  constitutions,  so  contrived  as 
to  provoke  ill  feeling  where  none  would  exist  without  them, 
and  to  make  impossible  any  tolerable  government  which  could 
actively  benefit  the  people.  We  cannot  intend  that  arrange- 
ments the  effects  of  which  are  visible  so  plainly  in  the  sinking 
fortunes  of  our  own  kindred  there,  are  to  continue  for  ever. 
We  suppose  that  we  cannot  go  back  in  these  cases.  It  is  to 
be  presumed,  therefore,  that  we  mean  to  go  forward,  and  in 
doing  so  I  venture  to  think  myself  that  we  shall  be  doing  equal 
injustice  both  to  our  own  race  and  to  the  blacks,  and  we  shall 
bring  the  islands  into  a  condition  which  will  be  a  reproach  and 
scandal  to  the  empire  of  which  they  will  remain  a  dishonoured 
part.  The  slave  trade  was  an  imperial  monopoly,  extorted  by 
force,  guaranteed  by  treaties,  and  our  white  West  Indian 
interest  was  built  up  in  connection  with  and  in  reliance  upon 
it.  We  had  a  right  to  set  the  slaves  free ;  but  the  payment  of 
the  indemnity  was  no  full  acquittance  of  our  obligations  for 
the  condition  of  a  society  which  we  had  ourselves  created. 
We  have  no  more  right  to  make  the  emancipated  slave  his 
master's  master  in  virtue  of  his  numbers  than  we  have  a  right 
to  lay  under  the  heel  of  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  the  Protestant 
minority  whom  we  planted  there  to  assist  us  in  controlling 
them. 

It  may  be  said  that  we  have  no  intention  of  doing  anything 
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of  the  kind,  that  no  one  at  present  dreams  of  giving  a  full 
colonial  constitution  to  the  West  Indian  Islands.  They  are 
allowed  such  freedom  as  they  are  capable  of  using ;  they  can 
be  allowed  more  as  they  are  better  educated  and  more  fit  for 
it,  &c.  &c. 

One  knows  all  that,  and  one  knows  what  it  is  worth  in  the 
half-elected,  half-nominated  councils.  Either  the  nominated 
members  are  introduced  merely  as  a  drag  upon  the  wheel,  and 
are  instructed  to  yield  in  the  end  to  the  demands  of  the 
representative  members,  or  they  are  themselves  the  representa- 
tives of  the  white  minority.  If  the  first,  the  majority  rule 
already;  if  the  second,  such  constitutions  are  contrived  in- 
geniously to  create  the  largest  amount  of  irritation,  and  to 
make  impossible,  as  long  as  they  last,  any  form  of  effective 
and  useful  government.  Therefore  they  cannot  last,  and  are 
not  meant  to  last.  A  principle  once  conceded  develops  with 
the  same  certainty  with  which  a  seed  grows  when  it  is  sown. 
In  the  English  world,  as  it  now  stands,  there  is  no  middle 
alternative  between  self-government  and  government  by  the 
Crown,  and  the  cause  of  our  reluctance  to  undertake  direct 
charge  of  the  West  Indies  is  because  such  undertaking  carries 
responsibility  along  with  it.  If  they  are  brought  so  close  to 
us  we  shall  be  obliged  to  exert  ourselves,  and  to  rescue  them 
from  a  condition  which  would  be  a  reproach  to  us. 

The  English  of  those  islands  are  melting  away.  That  is  a 
fact  to  which  it  is  idle  to  try  to  shut  our  eyes.  Families  who 
have  been  for  generations  on  the  soil  are  selling  their  estates 
everywhere  and  are  going  off.  Lands  once  under  high  culti- 
vation are  lapsing  into  jungle.  Professional  men  of  ability 
and  ambition  carry  their  talents  to  countries  where  they  are 
more  sure  of  reward.  Every  year  the  census  renews  its 
warning.  The  rate  may  vary ;  sometimes  for  a  year  or  two 
there  may  seem  to  be  a  pause  in  the  movement,  but  it  begins 
again  and  is  always  in  the  same  direction.  The  white  is 
relatively  disappearing,  the  black  is  growing ;  that  is  the  fact 
with  which  we  have  to  deal. 

We  may  say  if  we  please,   '  Be  it  so  then ;  we  do  not  want 
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those  islands ;  let  the  blacks  have  them,  poor  devils.  They 
have  had  wrongs  enough  in  this  world;  let  them  take  their 
turn  and  have  a  good  time  now.'  This  I  imagine  is  the 
answer  which  will  rise  to  the  lips  of  most  of  us,  yet  it  will  be 
an  answer  which  will  not  be  for  our  honour,  nor  in  the  long 
run  for  our  interest.  Our  stronger  colonies  will  scarcely 
attach  more  value  to  their  connection  with  us  if  they  hear  us 
declare  impatiently  that  because  part  of  our  possessions  have 
ceased  to  be  of  money  value  to  us,  we  will  not  or  we  cannot 
take  the  trouble  to  provide  them  with  a  decent  government, 
and  therefore  cast  them  off.  Nor  in  the  long  run  will  it 
benefit  the  blacks  either.  The  islands  will  not  be  allowed  to 
run  wild  again,  and  if  we  leave  them  some  one  else  will  take 
them  who  will  be  less  tender  of  his  coloured  brother's  sensi- 
bilities. We  may  think  that  it  would  not  come  to  that.  The 
islands  will  still  be  ours  ;  the  English  flag  will  still  float  over 
the  forts  ;  the  government,  whatever  it  be,  will  be  administered 
in  the  Queen's  name.  Were  it  worth  while,  one  might  draw  a 
picture  of  the  position  of  an  English  governor,  with  a  black 
parliament  and  a  black  ministry,  recommending  by  advice  of 
his  constitutional  ministers  some  measure  like  the  Haytian 
Land  Law. 

No  Englishman,  not  even  a  bankrupt  peer,  would  consent 
to  occupy  such  a  position ;  the  blacks  themselves  would 
despise  him  if  he  did ;  and  if  the  governor  is  to  be  one  of 
their  own  race  and  colour,  how  long  could  such  a  connection 
endure  ? 

No  one  I  presume  would  advise  that  the  whites  of  the 
inland  should  govern.  The  relations  between  the  two  popu- 
lations are  too  embittered,  and  equality  once  established  by 
law,  the  exclusive  privilege  of  colour  over  colour  cannot  be 
restored.  While  slavery  continued  the  whites  ruled  effectively 
and  economically ;  the  blacks  are  now  free  as  they ;  there  are 
two  classes  in  the  community ;  their  interests  are  opposite  as 
they  are  now  understood,  and  one  cannot  be  trusted  with 
control  over  the  other.  As  little  can  the  present  order  of 
things  continue.      The  West  India  Islands,  once  the  pride  of 
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our  empire,  the  scene  of  our  most  brilliant  achievements,  are 
passing  away  out  of  our  hands ;  the  remnant  of  our  own  country- 
men, weary  of  an  unavailing  struggle,  are  more  and  more  eager 
to  withdraw  from  the  scene,  because  they  find  no  sympathy  and 
no  encouragement  from  home,  and  are  forbidden  to  accept 
help  from  America  when  help  is  offered  them,  while  under 
their  eyes  their  quondam  slaves  are  multiplying,  thriving, 
occupying,  growing  strong,  and  every  day  more  conscious  of 
the  changed  order  of  things.  One  does  not  grudge  the  black 
man  his  prosperity,  his  freedom,  his  opportunities  of  advanc- 
ing himself;  one  would  wish  to  see  him  as  free  and  prosperous 
as  the  fates  and  his  own  exertions  can  make  him,  with  more 
and  more  means  of  raising  himself  to  the  white  man's  level. 
But  left  to  himself,  and  without  the  white  man  to  lead  him,  he 
can  never  reach  it,  and  if  we  are  not  to  lose  the  islands 
altogether,  or  if  they  are  not  to  remain  with  us  to  discredit 
our  capacity  to  rule  them,  it  is  left  to  us  only  to  take  the  same 
course  which  we  have  taken  in  the  East  Indies  with  such 
magnificent  success,  and  to  govern  whites  and  blacks  alike  on 
the  Indian  system.  The  circumstances  are  precisely  analogous. 
We  have  a  population  to  deal  with,  the  enormous  majority  of 
whom  are  of  an  inferior  race.  Inferior,  I  am  obliged  to  call 
them,  because  as  yet,  and  as  a  body,  they  have  shown  no 
capacity  to  rise  above  the  condition  of  their  ancestors  except 
under  European  laws,  European  education,  and  European 
authority,  to  keep  them  from  making  war  on  one  another. 
They  are  docile,  good-tempered,  excellent  and  faithful  servants 
when  they  are  kindly  treated  ;  but  their  notions  of  right  and 
wrong  are  scarcely  even  elementary  ;  their  education,  such  as 
it  may  be,  is  but  skin  deep,  and  the  old  African  superstitions 
lie  undisturbed  at  the  bottom  of  their  souls.  Give  them 
independence,  and  in  a  few  generations  they  will  peel  off  such 
civiUsation  as  they  have  learnt  as  easily  and  as  willingly  as 
their  coats  and  trousers. 

Govern  them  as  we  govern  India,  with  the  same  conscien- 
tious care,  with  the  same  sense  of  responsibility,  with  the  same 
impartiality,  the  same  disinterested  attention  to  the  well-being 
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of  our  subjects  in  its  highest  and  most  honourable  sense,  and 
we  shall  give  the  world  one  more  evidence  that  while  English- 
men can  cover  the  waste  places  of  it  with  free  communities  of 
their  own  blood,  they  can  exert  an  influence  no  less  beneficent 
as  the  guides  and  rulers  of  those  who  need  their  assistance, 
and  whom  fate  and  circumstances  have  assigned  to  their  care. 
Our  kindred  far  away  will  be  more  than  ever  proud  to  form 
part  of  a  nation  which  has  done  more  for  freedom  than  any 
other  nation  ever  did,  yet  is  not  a  slave  to  formulas,  and  can 
adapt  its  actions  to  the  demands  of  each  community  which 
belongs  to  it.  The  most  timid  among  us  may  take  courage, 
for  it  would  cost  us  nothing  save  the  sacrifice  of  a  few  official 
traditions,  and  an  abstinence  for  the  future  from  doubtful  uses 
of  colonial  patronage.  The  blacks  will  be  perfectly  happy 
when  they  are  satisfied  that  they  have  nothing  to  fear  for  their 
persons  or  their  properties.  To  the  whites  it  would  be  the 
opening  of  a  new  era  of  hope.  Should  they  be  rash  enough  to 
murmur,  they  might  then  be  justly  left  to  the  consequences  of 
their  own  folly. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Passage  to  Cuba — A  Canadian  commissioner — Havana — The  Moro — The 
city  and  harbour — Cuban  money — American  visitors — The  cathedral — 
Tomb  of  Columbus — New  friends — The  late  rebellion — Slave  emancipa- 
tion— Spain  and  progress — A  bull  fight. 

I  HAD  gone  to  the  West  Indies  to  see  our  own  colonies,  but  I 
could  not  leave  those  famous  seas  which  were  the  scene  of  our 
ocean  duels  with  the  Spaniards  without  a  visit  to  the  last  of 
the  great  possessions  of  Philip  II.  which  remained  to  his  suc- 
cessors. 1  ought  not  to  say  the  last,  for  Puerto  Rico  is  Spanish 
also,  but  this  small  island  is  insignificant  and  has  no  important 
memories  connected  with  it.  Puerto  Rico  I  had  no  leisure  to 
look  at  and  did  not  care  about,  and  to  see  Cuba  as  it  ought  to 
be  seen  required  more  time  than  I  could  afford ;  but  Havana 
was  so  interesting,  both  from  its  associations  and  its  present 
condition,  that  I  could  not  be  within  reach  of  it  and  pass  it  by. 
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The  body  of  Columbus  lies  there  for  one  thing,  unless  a  trick 
was  played  when  the  remains  which  were  said  to  be  his  were 
removed  from  St.  Domingo,  and  I  wished  to  pay  my  orisons 
at  his  tomb.  I  wished  also  to  see  the  race  of  men  who  have 
shared  the  New  World  with  the  Anglo-Saxons,  and  have  given 
a  language  and  a  religion  to  half  the  American  continent,  in 
the  oldest  and  most  celebrated  of  their  Transatlantic  cities. 

Cuba  also  had  an  immediate  and  present  interest.  Before 
the  American  civil  war  it  was  on  the  point  of  being  absorbed 
into  the  United  States.  The  Spanish  Cubans  had  afterwards 
a  civil  war  of  their  own,  of  which  only  confused  accounts  had 
reached  us  at  home.  We  knew  that  it  had  lasted  ten  years, 
but  who  had  been  the  parties  and  what  their  objects  had  been 
was  very  much  a  mystery.  No  sooner  was  it  over  than,  with- 
out reservation  or  compensation,  the  slaves  had  been  emanci- 
pated. How  a  country  was  prospering  which  had  undergone 
such  a  succession  of  shocks,  and  how  the  Spaniards  were 
dealing  with  the  trials  which  were  bearing  so  hard  on  our  own 
islands,  were  inquiries  worth  making.  But  beyond  these  it  was 
the  land  of  romance.  Columbus  and  Las  Casas,  Cortez  and 
Pizarro,  are  the  demigods  and  heroes  of  the  New  World. 
Their  names  will  be  familiar  to  the  end  of  time  as  the  founders 
of  a  new  era,  and  although  the  modern  Spaniards  sink  to  the 
level  of  the  modern  Greeks,  their  illustrious  men  will  hold  their 
place  for  ever  in  imagination  and  memory. 

Our  own  Antilles  had,  as  I  have  said,  in  their  terror  of  small- 
pox, placed  Jamaica  under  an  interdict.  The  Spaniards  at 
Cuba  were  more  generous  or  more  careless.  Havana  is  on  the 
north  side  of  the  island,  facing  towards  Florida ;  thus,  in  going 
to  it  from  Port  Royal,  we  had  to  round  the  westernmost  cape, 
and  had  four  days  of  sea  before  us.  We  slid  along  the  coast 
of  Jamaica  in  smooth  water,  the  air,  while  day  lasted,  intensely 
hot,  but  the  breeze  after  nightfall  blowing  cool  from  off  the 
mountains.  We  had  a  polite  captain,  polite  officers,  and  agree- 
able fellow-passengers,  two  or  three  Cubans  among  them, 
swarthy,  dark-eyed,  thick-set  men — Americanos ;  Spaniards 
with  a  difference — with  whom  I  cultivated  a  kind  of  intimacy. 
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In  a  cabin  it  was  reported  that  there  were  again  Spanish  ladies 
on  their  way  to  the  demonic  gaieties  at  Darien,  but  they  did 
not  show. 

Among  the  rest  of  the  party  was  a  Canadian  gentleman,  a 

Mr. ,  exceptionally  well-informed  and  intelligent.      Their 

American  treaty  having  been  disallowed,  the  West  Indies  had 
proposed  to  negotiate  a  similar  one  with  the  Canadian  Do- 
minion.    The  authorities  at  Ottawa  had  sent  Mr.  M to 

see  if  anything  could  be  done,  and  Mr.  M was  now  on  his 

way  home,  not  in  the  best  of  humours  with  our  poor  relations. 

*  The  Jamaicans  did  not  know  what  they  wanted,*  he   said. 

*  They  were  without  spirit  to  help  themselves ;  they  cried  out 
to  others  to  help  them,  and  if  all  they  asked  could  not  be 
granted  they  clamoured  as  if  the  whole  world  was  combining  to 
hurt  them.  There  was  not  the  least  occasion  for  these  pas- 
sionate appeals  to  the  universe ;  they  could  not  at  this  moment 
perhaps  *'  go  ahead  "  as  fast  as  some  countries,  but  there  was  no 
necessity  to  be  always  going  ahead.  They  had  a  fine  country, 
soil  and  climate  all  that  could  be  desired,  they  had  all  that  was 
required  for  a  quiet  and  easy  life,  why  could  they  not  be  con- 
tented and  make  the  best  of  things  ?  '  Unfortunate  Jamaicans  ! 
The  old  mother  at  home  acts  like  an  unnatural  parent,  and 
will  neither  help  them  nor  let  their  Cousin  Jonathan  help 
them.  They  turn  for  comfort  to  their  big  brother  in  the  north, 
and  the  big  brother  being  himself  robust  and  healthy,  gives 
them  wholesome  advice. 

Adventures  do  occasionally  happen  at  sea  even  in  this  age  of 
steam  engines.  Ships  catch  fire  or  run  into  each  other,  or  go 
on  rocks  in  fogs,  or  are  caught  in  hurricanes,  and  Nature  can 
still  assume  her  old  terrors  if  she  pleases.  Shelley  describes  a 
wreck  on  the  coast  of  Cornwall,  and  the  treacherous  waters  of  the 
ocean  in  the  English  Channel,  now  wild  in  fury,  now  smiling 

As  on  the  morn 
When  the  exulting  elements  in  scorn 
Satiated  with  destroyed  destruction  lay 
Sleeping  in  beauty  on  their  mangled  prey, 
As  panthers  sleep. 
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The  wildest  gale  which  ever  blew  on  British  shores  was  a  mere 
summer  breeze  compared  to  a  West  Indian  tornado.  Behind 
all  that  beauty  there  lies  the  temper  and  caprice,  not  of  a 
panther,  but  of  a  woman.  But  no  tornadoes  fell  in  our  way, 
nor  anything  else  worth  mentioning,  not  even  a  buccaneer  or 
a  pirate.  We  saw  the  islands  which  these  gentry  haunted,  and 
the  headlands  made  memorable  by  their  desperate  deeds,  but 
they  are  gone,  even  to  the  remembrance  of  them.  What  they 
were  and  what  they  did  lies  buried  away  in  book  mausoleums 
like  Egyptian  mummies,  all  as  clean  forgotten  as  if  they  had 
been  honest  men,  they  and  all  the  wild  scenes  which  these 
green  estuaries  have  witnessed. 

Havana  figures  much  in  English  naval  history.  Drake  tried 
to  take  it  and  failed  ;  Penn  and  Venables  failed.  We  stormed 
the  forts  in  1760,  and  held  them  and  held  the  city  till  the 
Seven  Years'  War  was  over.  I  had  read  descriptions  of  the 
place,  but  they  had  given  me  no  clear  conception  of  what  it 
would  be  like,  certainly  none  at  all  of  what  it  was  like.  King- 
ston is  the  best  of  our  West  Indian  towns,  and  Kingston  has 
not  one  fine  building  in  it.  Havana  is  a  city  of  palaces,  a  city 
of  streets  and  plazas,  of  colonnades,  and  towers,  and  churches 
and  monasteries.  We  English  have  built  in  those  islands  as  if 
we  were  but  passing  visitors,  wanting  only  tenements  to  be 
occupied  for  a  time.  The  Spaniards  built  as  they  built  in  Cas- 
tile ;  built  with  the  same  material,  the  white  limestone  which 
they  found  in  the  New  World  as  in  the  Old.  The  palaces  of 
the  nobles  in  Havana,  the  residence  of  the  governor,  the  con- 
vents, the  cathedral,  are  a  reproduction  of  Burgos  or  Valla- 
dolid,  as  if  by  some  Aladdin's  lamp  a  Castilian  city  had  been 
taken  up  and  set  down  again  unaltered  on  the  shore  of  the 
Caribbean  Sea.  And  they  carried  with  them  their  laws,  their 
habits,  their  institutions  and  their  creed,  their  religious  orders, 
their  bishops,  and  their  Inquisition.  Even  now  in  her  day  of 
eclipse,  when  her  genius  is  clouded  by  the  modern  spirit 
against  which  she  fought  so  long  and  so  desperately,  the  sons 
of  Spain  still  build  as  they  used  to  build,  and  the  modern 
squares  and  market  places,  the  castles  and  fortresses,  which 
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have  risen  in  and  round  the  ancient  Havana,  are  constructed 
on  the  old  massive  model,  and  on  the  same  lines.  However 
it  may  be  with  us,  and  whatever  the  eventual  fate  of  Cuba, 
the  Spanish  race  has  taken  root  there,  and  is  visibly  destined 
to  remain.  They  have  poured  their  own  people  into  it.  In 
Cuba  alone  there  are  ten  times  as  many  Spaniards  as  there 
are  English  and  Scotch  in  all  our  West  Indies  together, 
and  Havana  is  ten  times  the  size  of  the  largest  of  our  West 
Indian  cities.  *  Refugees  have  flocked  thither  from  the  revolu- 
tions in  the  Peninsula.  The  Canary  Islands  overflow  into  it. 
You  know  the  people  from  Teneriffe  by  their  stature ;  they  are 
the  finest  surviving  specimens  of  the  old  conquering  breed. 
The  political  future  is  dark ;  the  government  is  unimaginably 
corrupt — so  corrupt  that  change  is  inevitable,  though  what 
change  it  would  be  idle  to  prophesy.  The  Americans  looked 
at  the  island  which  lay  so  temptingly  near  them,  but  they  were 
wise  in  their  generation.  They  reflected  that  to  introduce  into 
an  Anglo-Saxon  republic  so  insoluble  an  element  as  a  milUon 
Spanish  Roman  Catholics  alien  in  blood  and  creed,  with  half 
a  million  blacks  to  swell  the  dusky  flood  which  runs  too  full 
among  them  already,  would  be  to  invite  an  indigestion  of 
serious  consequence.  A  few  years  since  the  Cubans  born 
were  on  the  eve  of  achieving  their  independence  like  their 
brothers  in  Mexico  and  South  America.  Perhaps  they  will  yet 
succeed.  Spanish,  at  any  rate,  they  are  to  the  bone  and  mar- 
row, and  Spanish  they  will  continue.  The  magnitude  of 
Havana,  and  the  fullness  of  life  which  was  going  on  there, 
entirely  surprised  me.  I  had  thought  of  Cuba  as  a  decrepit 
state,  bankrupt  or  finance-exhausted  by  civil  wars,  and  on  the 
edge  of  social  dissolution,  and  I  found  Havana  at  least  a  grand 
imposing  city — a  city  which  might  compare  for  beauty  with 
any  in  the  world.  The  sanitary  condition  is  as  bad  as  negli- 
gence can  make  it — so  bad  that  a  Spanish  gentleman  told  me 
that  if  it  were  not  for  the  natural  purity  of  the  air  they  would 
hive  been  all  dead  Hke  flies  long  ago.  The  tideless  harbour  is 
foul  with  the  accumulations  of  three  hundred  years.  The  ad- 
ministration is  more  good-for-nothing  than  in  Spain  itself.     If, 
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in  spite  of  this,  Havana  still  sits  like  a  queen  upon  the  waters, 
there  are  some  qualities  to  be  found  among  her  people  which 
belonged  to  the  countrymen  and  subjects  of  Ferdinand  the 
Catholic. 

The  coast  line  from  Cape  Tubiron  has  none  of  the  grand 
aspects  of  the  Antilles  or  Jamaica.  Instead  of  mountains  and 
forests  you  see  a  series  of  undulating  hills,  cultivated  with 
tolerable  care,  and  sprinkled  with  farmhouses.  All  the  more 
imposing,  therefore,  from  the  absence  of  marked^atural  forms, 
are  the  walls  and  towers  of  the  great  Moro,  the  fortress 
which  defends  the  entrance  of  the  harbour.  Ten  miles  off  it 
was  already  a  striking  object.  As  we  ran  nearer  it  rose  above 
us  stern,  proud,  and  defiant,  upon  a  rock  right  above  the 
water,  with  high  frowning  bastions,  the  lighthouse  at  an  angle 
of  it,  and  the  Spanish  banner  floating  proudly  from  a  turret 
which  overlooked  the  whole.  The  Moro  as  a  fortification  is, 
I  am  told,  indefensible  against  modern  artillery,  presenting  too 
much  surface  as  a  target ;  but  it  is  all  the  grander  to  look  at. 
It  is  a  fine  specimen  of  the  Vauban  period,  and  is  probably 
equal  to  any  demands  which  will  be  made  upon  it.  The  har- 
bour is  something  like  Port  Royal,  a  deep  lagoon  with  a  narrow 
entrance  and  a  long  natural  breakwater  between  the  lagoon 
and  the  ocean ;  but  what  at  Port  Royal  is  a  sand-spit  eight 
miles  long,  is  at  Havana  a  rocky  peninsula  on  which  the  city 
itself  is  built.  The  opening  from  the  sea  is  half  a  mile  wide. 
On  the  city  side  there  are  low  semicircular  batteries  which 
sweep  completely  the  approaches  and  the  passage  itself.  The 
Moro  irises  opposite  at  the  extreme  point  of  the  entrance,  and 
next  to  it,  farther  in  towards  the  harbour  on  the  same  side,  on 
the  crest  and  slopes  of  a  range  of  hills,  stands  the  old  Moro, 
the  original  castle  which  beat  off  Drake  and  Oliver's  sea- 
generals,  and  which  was  captured  by  the  English  in  the  last 
century.  The  lines  were  probably  weaker  than  they  are  at 
present,  and  less  adequately  manned.  A  monument  is  erected 
there  to  the  officers  and  men  who  fell  in  the  defence. 

The  city  as  we  steamed  by  looked  singularly  beautiful,  with 
its  domes  and  steeples  and  marble  palaces,  and  glimpses  of 
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long  boulevards  and  trees  and  handsome  mansions  and  cool 
arcades.  Inside  we  found  ourselves  in  a  basin,  perhaps  of 
three  miles  diameter,  full  of  shipping  of  all  sorts  and  nationali- 
ties. The  water,  which  outside  is  pure  as  sapphire,  has 
become  filthy  with  the  pollutions  of  a  dozen  generations.  The 
tide,  which  even  at  the  springs  has  but  a  rise  and  fall  of  a 
couple  of  feet,  is  totally  ineffective  to  clear  it,  and  as  long  as 
they  have  the  Virgin  Mary  to  pray  to,  the  pious  Spaniards  will 
not  drive  their  sewage  into  the  ocean.  The  hot  sun  rays 
stream  down  into  the  thick  black  liquid.  Horrible  smells  are 
let  loose  from  it  when  it  is  set  in  motion  by  screw  or  paddle, 
and  ships  bring  up  at  mooring  buoys  lest  their  anchors  should 
disturb  the  compost  which  lies  at  the  bottom.  Yet  one  forgot 
the  disagreeables  in  the  novelty  and  striking  character  of  the 
scene.  A  hundred  boats  were  plying  to  and  fro  among  the 
various  vessels,  with  their  white  sails  and  white  awnings. 
Flags  of  all  countries  were  blowing  out  at  stern  or  from  mast- 
head ;  among  them,  of  course,  the  stars  and  stripes  flying 
jauntily  on  some  splendid  schooner  which  stood  there  like  a 
cock  upon  a  dunghill  that  might  be  his  own  if  he  chose  to  crow 
for  it. 

As  soon  as  we  had  brought  up  we  were  boarded  by  the  in- 
evitable hotel  touters,  custom-house  officers,  porters,  and  boat- 
men. Interpreters  offered  their  services  in  the  confusion  of 
languages.  Gradually  there  emerged  out  of  the  general  noise 
two  facts  of  importance.  First,  that  I  ought  to  have  had  a 
passport,  and  if  I  had  not  brought  one  that  I  was  likely 
to  be  fined  at  the  discretion  of  Spanish  officials.  Secondly, 
that  if  I  trusted  to  my  own  powers  of  self-defence,  I  should  be 
the  victim  of  indefinite  other  extortions.  Passport  I  had 
none — such  things  are  not  required  any  longer  in  Spain,  and  it 
had  not  occurred  to  me  that  they  might  still  be  in  demand 
in  a  Spanish  colony.  As  to  being  cheated,  no  one  could 
or  would  tell  me  what  I  was  to  pay  for  anything,  for  there 
were  American  dollars,  Spanish  dollars,  Mexican  dollars, 
and  Cuban  dollars,  all  different.  And  there  were  multiples 
of  dollars  in  gold,  and  single  dollars  in  silver,  and  last  and 
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most  important  of  all  there  was  the  Cuban  paper  dollar,  which 
was  230  per  cent,  below  the  Cuban  gold  dollar.  And  in  this 
last  the  smaller  transactions  of  common  life  were  carried  on, 
the  practical  part  of  it  to  a  stranger  being  that  when  you  had 
to  receive  you  received  in  paper,  and  when  you  had  to  pay 
you  paid  in  specie. 

I  escaped  for  the  time  the  penalty  which  would  have  been 
inflicted  on  me  about  the  passport.  I  had  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction to  the  Captain-General  of  the  island,  and  the  Captain- 
General — so  the  viceroy  is  called — was  so  formidable  a  person' 
that  the  officials  did  not  venture  to  meddle  with  me.  For  the 
rest  I  was  told  that  as  soon  as  I  had  chosen  my  hotel,  the 
agent,  who  was  on  board,  would  see  me  through  all  obstruc- 
tions, and  would  not  allow  me  to  be  plundered  by  anyone  but 
himself.  To  this  I  had  to  submit.  I  named  an  hotel  at 
random ;  a  polite  gentleman  in  a  few  moments  had  a  boat 
alongside  for  me ;  I  had  stept  into  it  when  the  fair  damsels 
bound  for  Darien,  who  had  been  concealed  all  this  time  in 
their  cabin,  slipped  down  the  ladder  and  took  their  places  at 
my  side,  to  the  no  small  entertainment  of  the  friends  whom  I 
had  left  on  board  and  who  were  watching  us  from  the  deck. 

At  the  wharf  I  was  able  to  shake  off  my  companions,  and  I 
soon  forgot  the  misadventure,  for  I  found  myself  in  Old 
Castile  once  more,  amidst  Spanish  faces,  Spanish  voices, 
Spanish  smells,  and  Spanish  scenes.  On  the  very  wharf  itself 
was  a  church  grim  and  stern,  and  so  massive  that  it  would 
stand,  barring  earthquakes,  for  a  thousand  years.  Church, 
indeed,  it  was  no  longer ;  it  had  been  turned  into  a  custom- 
house. But  this  was  because  it  had  been  desecrated  when  we 
were  in  Havana  by  having  an  English  service  performed  in  it. 
They  had  churches  enough  without  it,  and  they  preferred  to 
leave  this  one  with  a  mark  upon  it  of  the  anger  of  the 
Almighty.  Of  churches,  indeed,  there  was  no  lack ;  churches 
thick  as  public-houses  in  a  Welsh  town.  Church  beyond 
church,  palace  beyond  palace,  the  narrow  streets  where  neigh- 
bours on  either  side  might  shake  hands  out  of  the  upper 
Stories,  the  deep  colonnades,  the  private  houses  with  the  win- 
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dows  grated  towards  the  street,  with  glimpses  through  the 
street  door  into  the  court  and  garden  within,  with  its  cloisters, 
its  palm  trees,  and  its  fountains  ;  the  massiveness  of  the  stone- 
work, the  curious  old-fashioned  bookstalls,  the  dirt,  the  smell, 
the  carriages,  the  swearing  drivers,  the  black-robed  priest 
gliding  along  the  footway — it  was  Toledo  or  Valladolid  again 
with  the  sign  manual  on  it  of  Spain  herself  in  friendly  and 
familiar  form.  Every  face  that  I  saw  was  Spanish.  In 
Kingston  or  Port  of  Spain  you  meet  fifty  blacks  for  one 
European  ;  all  the  manual  work  is  done  by  them.  In  Havana 
the  proportion  is  reversed,  you  hardly  see  a  coloured  man  at 
all.  Boatmen,  porters,  cab-drivers  or  cart-drivers,  every  one 
of  whom  are  negroes  in  our  islands,  are  there  Spaniards,  either 
Cuban  born  or  emigrants  from  home.  A  few  black  beggars 
there  were — permitted,  as  objects  of  charity  to  pious  Catholics 
and  as  a  sign  of  their  inferiority  of  race.  Of  poverty  among 
the  whites,  real  poverty  that  could  be  felt,  I  saw  no  sign  at  all. 

After  driving  for  about  a  mile  we  emerged  out  of  the  old 
town  into  a  large  square  and  thence  into  a  wide  Alameda  or 
boulevard  with  double  avenues  of  trees,  statues,  fountains, 
theatres,  clubhouses,  and  all  the  various  equipments  of  modern 
luxuriousness  and  so-called  civilised  life.  Beyond  the  Alameda 
was  another  still  larger  square,  one  side  of  which  was  a  railway 
station  and  terminus.  In  a  colonnade  at  right  angles  was  the 
hotel  to  which  I  had  been  recommended ;  spacious,  handsome, 
in  style  half  Parisian  half  Spanish,  like  the  Fondas  in  the 
Puerto  del  Sol  at  Madrid. 

Spanish  was  the  language  generally  spoken ;  but  there  were 
interpreters  and  waiters  more  or  less  accomplished  in  other 
tongues,  especially  in  English,  of  which  they  heard  enough, 
for  I  found  Havana  to  be  the  winter  resort  of  our  American 
cousins,  who  go,  generally,  to  Cuba,  as  we  go  to  the  Riviera, 
to  escape  the  ice  and  winds  of  the  eastern  and  middle  States. 
This  particular  hotel  was  a  favourite  resort,  and  was  full  to 
overflowing  with  them.  It  was  large,  with  an  interior  quad- 
rangular garden,  into  which  looked  tiers  of  windows ;  and 
wings  had   been  thrgwn   out  with  terraced  roofs,  suites  of 


262  THE  ENGLISH  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES 

rooms  opening  out  upon  them  ;  each  floor  being  provided 
'with  airy  sitting  rooms  and  music  rooms.  Here  were  to  be 
heard  at  least  a  hundred  American  voices  discussing  the 
experiences  and  plans  of  their  owners.  The  men  lounged  in 
the  hall  or  at  the  bar,  or  sat  smoking  on  the  rows  of  leather 
chairs  under  the  colonnade,  or  were  under  the  hands  of  barbers 
or  haircutters  in  an  airy  open  saloon  devoted  to  these  uses. 
When  I  retreated  upstairs  to  collect  myself,  a  lady  was  making 
the  corridors  ring  close  by  as  she  screamed  at  a  piano  in  the 
middle  of  an  admiring  and  criticising  crowd.  Dear  as  the 
Americans  are  to  me,  and  welcome  in  most  places  as  is  the 
sound  of  those  same  sweet  voices,  one  had  not  come  to 
Havana  for  this.  It  was  necessary  to  escape  somewhere,  and 
promptly,  from  the  discord  of  noises  which  I  hoped  might  be 
due  to  some  momentary  accident.    The  mail  company's  agent, 

Mr.  R ,  lived  in  the  hotel.     He   kindly  found  me  out, 

initiated  me  in  the  mysteries  of  Cuban  paper  money,  and 
giving  me  a  tariff  of  the  fares,  found  me  a  cab,  and  sent  me 
out  to  look  about  me. 

My  first  object  was  the  cathedral  and  the  tomb  of  Columbus. 
In  Catholic  cities  in  Europe  churches  stand  always  open ;  the 
passer-by  can  enter  when  he  pleases,  fall  on  his  knees  and  say 
his  silent  prayers  to  his  Master  whom  he  sees  on  the  altar.  In 
Havana  I  discovered  afterward  that,  except  at  special  hours, 
and  those  as  few  as  might  be,  the  doors  were  kept  locked  and 
could  only  be  opened  by  a  golden  key.  It  was  carnival  time, 
however  ;  there  were  functions  going  on  of  various  kinds,  and 
I  found  the  cathedral  happily  accessible.  It  was  a  vast  build- 
ing, little  ornamented,  but  the  general  forms  severe  and  im- 
pressive, in  the  style  of  the  time  of  Philip  IL,  when  Gothic 
art  had  gone  out  in  Spain  and  there  had  come  in  the  place  of 
it  the  implacable  sternness  which  expresses  the  very  genius  of 
the  Inquisition.  A  broad  flight  of  stone  steps  led  up  to  the 
great  door.  The  afternoon  was  extremely  hot ;  the  curtains 
were  thrown  back  to  admit  as  much  air  as  possible.  There 
was  some  function  proceeding  of  a  peculiar  kind.  I  know 
not  what  it  was ;  something  certainly  in  which  the  public  had 
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no  interest,  for  there  was  not  a  stranger  present  but  myself. 
But  the  great  cathedral  officials  were  busy  at  work,  and  liked 
to  be  at  their  ease.  On  the  wall  as  you  entered  a  box  invited 
contributions,  as  limosna  por  el  Santo  Padre.  The  service  was 
I  know  not  what.  In  the  middle  of  the  nave  stood  twelve 
large  chairs  arranged  in  a  semicircle ;  on  these  chairs  sat 
twelve  canons,  like  a  row  of  mandarins,  each  with  his  little 
white  patch  like  a  silver  dollar  on  the  crown  of  his  black  head. 
Five  or  six  minor  dignitaries,  deacons,  precentors,  or  some- 
thing of  that  sort,  were  droning  out  monotonous  recitations 
like  the  buzzing  of  so  many  humble-bees  in  the  warm  summer 
air.  The  dean  or  provost  sat  in  the  central  biggest  chair  of 
all.  His  face  was  rosy,  and  he  wiped  it  from  time  to  time 
with  a  red  handkerchief;  his  chin  was  double  or  perhaps 
treble ;  he  had  evidently  dined,  and  would  or  might  have 
slept  but  for  a  pile  of  snuff  on  his  chair  arm,  with  continual 
refreshments  from  which  he  kept  his  faculties  alive.  I  sat 
patiently  till  it  was  over,  and  the  twelve  holy  men  rose  and 
went  their  way.  I  could  then  stroll  about  at  leisure.  The 
pictures  were  of  the  usual  paltry  kind.  On  the  chancel  arch 
stood  the  royal  arms  of  Spain,  as  the  lion  and  the  unicorn 
used  to  stand  in  our  parish  churches  till  the  High  Church 
clergy  mistook  them  for  Erastian  wild  beasts.  At  the  right 
side  of  the  altar  was  the  monument  which  I  had  come  in 
search  of ;  a  marble  tablet  fixed  against  the  wall,  and  on  it  a 
poorly  executed  figure  in  high  relief,  with  a  ruff  about  its  neck 
and  features  which  might  be  meant  for  anyone  and  for  no  one 
in  particular.  Somewhere  near  me  there  were  lying  I  believed 
and  could  hope  the  mortal  remains  of  the  discoverer  of  the 
New  World.     An  inscription  said  so.     There  was  written  : 

O  Restos  y  Imagen  del  grande  Colon 
Mil  siglos  durad  guardados  en  la  Urna 
Y  en  remembranza  de  nuestra  Nacion. 

The  court  poet,  or  whoever  wrote  the  lines,  was  as  poor  an 
artist  in  verse  as  the  sculptor  in  stone.  The  image  of  the 
grande  Colon  is  certainly  not  *  guarded  in  the  urn,'  since  you 
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see  it  on  the  wall  before  your  eyes.  The  urn,  if  urn  there  be, 
with  the  '  relics '  in  it,  must  be  under  the  floor.  Columbus 
and  his  brother  Diego  were  originally  buried  to  the  right  and 
left  of  the  altar  in  the  cathedral  of  St.  Domingo.  When 
St.  Domingo  was  abandoned,  a  commission  was  appointed  to 
remove  the  body  of  Christophe  to  Havana.  They  did  remove 
a  body,  but  St.  Domingo  insists  that  it  was  Diego  that  was 
taken  away,  that  Christophe  remains  where  he  was,  and  that 
if  Spain  wants  him  Spain  must  pay  for  him.  I  followed  the 
canons  into  the  sacristy  where  they  were  unrobing.  I  did  not 
venture  to  address  either  of  themselves,  but  I  asked  an  acolyte 
if  he  could  throw  any  light  upon  the  matter.  He  assured  me 
that  there  neither  was  nor  could  have  been  any  mistake.  They 
had  the  right  body  and  were  in  no  doubt  about  it.  In  more 
pious  ages  disputes  of  this  sort  were  settled  by  an  appeal  to 
miracles.  Rival  pretenders  for  the  possession  of  the  same 
bones  came,  however,  at  last  to  be  able  to  produce  authentic 
proofs  of  miracles  which  had  been  worked  at  more  than  one 
of  the  pretended  shrines ;  so  that  it  was  concluded  that  saints' 
relics  were  like  the  loaves  and  fishes,  capable  of  multiplication 
without  losing  their  identity,  and  of  having  the  property  of 
being  in  several  places  at  the  same  moment.  The  same  thing 
has  been  alleged  of  the  Holy  Coat  of  Treves  and  of  the  wood 
of  the  true  cross.  Havana  and  St.  Domingo  may  perhaps 
eventually  find  a  similar  solution  of  their  disagreement  ovei 
the  resting  place  of  Columbus. 

I  walked  back  to  my  hotel  up  a  narrow  shady  street  like  a 
long  arcade.  Here  were  the  principal  shops  ;  several  libraries 
among  them,  into  which  I  strayed  to  gossip  and  to  look  over 
the  shelves.  That  so  many  persons  could  get  a  living  by 
bookselling  implied  a  reading  population,  but  the  books  them- 
selves did  not  indicate  any  present  literary  productiveness. 
They  were  chiefly  old,  and  from  the  Old  World,  and  belonged 
probably  to  persons  who  had  been  concerned  in  the  late 
rebellion  and  whose  property  had  been  confiscated.  They 
were  absurdly  cheap  ;  I  bought  a  copy  of  Guzman  de  AI7 
farache  for  a  few  pence. 
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I  had  brought  letters  of  introduction  to  several  distinguished 

people  in  Havana ;  to  one  especially,  Don  G ,  a  member 

of  a  noble  Peninsular  family,  once  an  officer  in  the  Spanish 
navy,  now  chairman  of  a  railway  company  and  head  of  an 
important  commercial  house.     His  elder  brother,  the  Marques 

de  ,  called  on  me  on  the  evening  of  the  day  of  my 

arrival ;  a  distinguished-looking  man  of  forty  or  thereabouts, 
with  courteous  high-bred  manners,  rapid,  prompt,  and  incisive, 
with  the  air  of  a  soldier,  which  in  early  life  he  had  been.  He 
had  travelled,  spoke  various  languages,  and  spoke  to  me  in 

admirable  English.     Don  G ,  who  might  be  a  year  or  two 

younger,  came  later  and  stayed  an  hour  and  a  half  with  me. 
Let  me  acknowledge  here,  and  in  as  warm  language  as  I  can 
express  it,  the  obligations  under  which  I  stand  to  him,  not  for 
the  personal  attentions  only  which  he  showed  me  during  my 
stay  in  Havana,  but  for  giving  me  an  opportunity  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  a  real  specimen  of  Plato's  superior  men,  who 
were  now  and  then,  so  Plato  said,  to  be  met  with  in  foreign 
travel.  It  is  to  him  that  I  owe  any  knowledge  which  I 
brought  away  with  me  of  the  present  state  of  Cuba.  He  had 
seen  much,  thought  much,  read  much.  He  was  on  a  level 
with  the  latest  phases  of  philosophical  and  spiritual  specula- 
tion, could  talk  of  Darwin  and  Spencer,  of  Schopenhauer,  of 
Strauss,  and  of  Renan,  aware  of  what  they  had  done,  aware  of 
the  inconvenient  truths  which  they  had  forced  into  light,  but 
aware  also  that  they  had  left  the  most  important  questions 
pretty  much  where  they  found  them.  He  had  taken  no  part 
in  the  political  troubles  of  the  late  years  in  Cuba,  but  he  had 
observed  everything.  No  one  knew  better  the  defects  of  the 
present  system  of  government ;  no  one  was  less  ready  to  rush 
into  hasty  schemes  for  violently  mending  it. 

The  ten  years'  rebellion,  of  which  I  had  heard  so  much 
and  knew  so  little,  he  first  made  intelligible  to  me.  Cuba  had 
been  governed  as  a  province  of  Spain,  and  Spain,  like  other 
mother  countries,  had  thought  more  of  drawing  a  revenue  out 
of  it  for  herself  than  of  the  interests  of  the  colony.  Spanish 
officials  had  been  avaricious,  and  Spanish  fiscal  policy  oppres- 
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sive  and  ruinous.  The  resources  of  the  island  in  metals,  in 
minerals,  in  agriculture  were  as  yet  hardly  scratched,  yet  every 
attempt  to  develop  them  was  paralysed  by  fresh  taxation. 
The  rebellion  had  been  an  effort  of  the  Cuban  Spaniards, 
precisely  analogous  to  the  revolt  of  our  own  North  American 
colonies,  to  shake  off  the  authority  of  the  court  of  Madrid  and 
to  make  themselves  independent.  They  had  fought  des- 
perately and  had  for  several  years  been  masters  of  half  the 
island.  They  had  counted  on  help  from  the  United  States, 
and  at  one  time  they  seemed  likely  to  get  it.  But  the 
Americans  could  not  see  their  way  to  admitting  Cuba  into 
the  Union,  and  without  such  a  prospect  did  not  care  to  quarrel 
with  Spain  on  their  account.  Finding  that  they  were  to  be 
left  to  themselves,  the  insurgents  came  to  terms  and  Spanish 
authority  was  re-established.  Families  had  been  divided,  sons 
taking  one  side  and  fathers  the  other,  as  in  our  English  Wars 
of  the  Roses,  perhaps  for  the  same  reason,  to  save  the  family 
estates  whichever  side  came  out  victorious.  The  blacks  had 
been  indifferent,  the  rebellion  having  no  interest  for  them  at 
all.  They  had  remained  by  their  masters,  and  they  had  been 
rewarded  after  the  peace  by  complete  emancipation.  There 
was  not  a  slave  now  in  Cuba.  No  indemnity  had  been  granted 
to  their  owners,  nor  had  any  been  asked  for,  and  the  business 
on  the  plantations  had  gone  on  without  interruption.  Those 
who  had  been  slaves  continued  to  work  at  the  same  locations, 
receiving  wages  instead  of  food  and  maintenance ;  all  were 
satisfied  at  the  change,  and  this  remarkable  revolution  had 
been  carried  out  with  an  ease  and  completeness  which  found 
no  parallel  in  any  other  slave-owning  country. 

In  spite  of  rebellion,  in  spite  of  the  breaking  up  and  recon- 
struction of  the  social  system,  in  spite  of  the  indifferent 
administration  of  justice,  in  spite  of  taxation,  and  the  inex- 
plicable appropriation  of  the  revenue,  Cuba  was  still  moderately 
prosperous,  and  that  it  could  flourish  at  all  after  trials  so  severe 
was  the  best  evidence  of  the  greatness  of  its  natural  wealth. 
The  party  of  insurrection  was  dissolved,  and  would  revive 
again  only  under  the  unlikely  contingency  of  encouragement 
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from  the  United  States.  There  was  a  party,  however,  which 
desired  for  Cuba  a  constitution  like  the  Canadian — Home 
Rule  and  the  management  of  its  own  affairs — and  as  the  black 
element  was  far  outnumbered  and  under  control,  such  a  con- 
stitution would  not  be  politically  dangerous. 

If  the  Spanish  Government  does  not  mend  its  ways, 
concessions  of  this  kind  may  eventually  have  to  be  made, 
though  the  improvement  to  be  expected  from  it  is  doubtful. 
Official  corruption  is  engrained  in  the  character  and  habits 
of  the  Spanish  people.  Judges  allowed  their  decisions  to 
be  *  influenced'  under  Philip  III.  as  much  as  to-day  in  the 
colonies  of  Queen  Christina ;  and  when  a  fault  is  the  habit  of 
a  people,  it  survives  political  reforms  and  any  number  of 
turnings  of  the  kaleidoscope. 

The  encouraging  feature  is  the  success  of  emancipation. 
There  is  no  jealousy,  no  race  animosity,  no  supercilious 
contempt  of  whites  for  *  niggers.'  The  Spaniards  have  in- 
herited a  tinge  of  colour  themselves  from  their  African 
ancestors,  and  thus  they  are  all  friends  together.  The 
liberated  slave  can  acquire  and  own  land  if  he  wishes  for  it, 
but  as  a  rule  he  prefers  to  work  for  wages.  These  happy 
conditions  arise  in  part  from  the  Spanish  temperament,  but 
chiefly  from  the  numerical  preponderance  of  the  white 
element,  which,  as  in  the  United  States,  is  too  secure  to  be 
uneasy.  The  black  is  not  encouraged  in  insubordination  by 
a  sense  that  he  could  win  in  a  contest  of  strength,  and  the 
aspect  of  things  is  far  more  promising  for  the  future  than  in 
our  own  islands.  The  Spaniards,  however  inferior  we  may 
think  them  to  ourselves,  have  filled  their  colonies  with  their 
own  people  and  are  reaping  the  reward  of  it.  We  have  so 
contrived  that  such  English  as  had  settled  in  the  West  Indies 
on  their  own  account  are  leaving  them. 

Spain,  four  centuries  ago,  was  the  greatest  of  European 
nations,  the  first  in  art,  or  second  only  to  Italy,  the  first  in 
arms,  the  first  in  the  men  whom  she  produced.  She  has 
been  swept  along  in  the  current  of  time.  She  fought  against 
the  stream  of  tendency,  and  the  stream  proved  too  strong  for 
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her,  great  as  she  was.  The  modern  spirit,  which  she  would 
not  have  when  it  came  in  the  shape  of  the  Reformation,  has 
flowed  over  her  borders  as  revolution,  not  to  her  benefit,  for 
she  is  unable  to  assimilate  the  new  ideas.  The  old  Spain  of 
the  Inquisition  is  gone ;  the  Spain  of  to-day  is  divided 
between  Liberalism  and  Catholic  belief.  She  is  sick  in  the 
process  of  the  change,  and  neither  she  nor  her  colonies  stand 
any  longer  in  the  front  lines  in  the  race  of  civilisation ;  yet 
the  print  of  her  foot  is  stamped  on  the  New  World  in. 
characters  which  will  not  be  effaced,  and  may  be  found  to 
be  as  enduring  as  our  own. 

The  colony  is  perhaps  in  advance  of  the  mother  country. 

The  Catholic  Church,  Don  G said,  has  little  influence 

in  Cuba ;  *  she  has  had  no  rival,'  he  explained,  '  and  so  has 
grown  lazy.'  I  judged  the  same  from  my  own  observations. 
The  churches  on  Sundays  were  thinly  attended,  and  men 
smiled  when  I  asked  them  about  'confession.'  I  inquired 
about  famous  preachers.  I  was  told  that  there  was  no 
preaching  in  Havana,  famous  or  otherwise.  I  might  if  I 
was  lucky  and  chose  to  go  there  in  the  early  morning,  hear 
a  sermon  in  the  church  of  the  Jesuits ;  that  was  all.  I  went ; 
I  heard  my  Jesuit,  who  was  fluent,  eloquent,  and  gesticulating, 
but  he  was  pouring  out  his  passionate  rhetoric  to  about  fifty 
women  with  scarcely  a  man  amongst  them.  It  was  piteous 
to  look  at  him.  The  Catholic  Church,  whether  it  be  for  want 
of  rivals,  or  merely  from  force  of  time,  has  fallen  from  its 
high  estate.  It  can  burn  no  more  heretics,  for  it  has  lost  the 
art  to  raise  conviction  to  sufficient  intensity.  The  power  to 
burn  was  the  measure  of  the  real  belief,  which  people  had  in 
the  Church  and  its  doctrines.  The  power  has  departed  with 
the  waning  of  faith ;  and  religion  in  Havana,  as  in  Madrid,  is 
but  'use  and  wont;'  not  'belief  but  opinion,  and  opinion 
which  is  half  insincere.  Nothing  else  can  take  its  place. 
The  day  is  too  late  for  Protestantism,  which  has  developed 
into  wider  forms,  and  in  the  matter  of  satisfied  and  complete 
religious  conviction  Protestants  are  hardly  better  off  than 
Catholics. 
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Don  G had  been  much  in  Spain ;  he  was  acquainted 

with  many  of  the  descendants  of  the  old  aristocracy,  who 
lingered  there  in  faded  grandeur.  H^  had  studied  the  history 
of  his  own  country.  He  compared  the  Spain  and  England 
of  the  sixteenth  century  with  the  Spain  and  England  of 
the  present ;  and,  like  most  of  us,  he  knew  where  the  yoke 
galled  his  own  neck.  But  economical  and  political  pros- 
perity is  no  exhaustive  measure  of  human  progress.  The 
Rome  of  Trajan  was  immeasurably  more  splendid  than  the 
Rome  of  the  Scipios  ;  yet  the  progress  had  been  downwards 
nevertheless.  If  the  object  of  our  existence  on  this  planet 
is  the  development  of  character,  if  the  culminating  point  in 
any  nation's  history  be  that  at  which  it  produces  its  noblest 
and  bravest  men,  facts  do  not  tend  to  assure  us  that  the 
triumphant  march  of  the  last  hundred  years  is  accomplishing 
much  in  that  direction.     I  found  myself  arguing  with  Don 

G that  if  Charles  V.  and  Philip  II.  were  to  come  back  to 

this  world,  and  to  see  whither  the  movement  had  brought  us 
of  which  they  had  worked  so  hard  to  suppress  the  beginning, 
they  would  still  say  that  they  had  done  right  in  trying  to 
strangle  it.  The  Reformation  called  itself  a  protest  against 
lies,  and  the  advocates  of  it  imagined  that  when  the  lies,  or 
what  they  called  such,  were  cleared  away,  the  pure  metal  of 
Christianity  would  remain  unsullied.  The  great  men  who 
fought  against  the  movement,  Charles  V.  in  his  cabinet  and 
Erasmus  in  his  closet,  had  seen  that  it  could  not  rest  there ; 
that  it  was  the  cradle  of  a  revolution  in  which  the  whole 
spiritual  and  political  organisation  of  Europe  would  be  flung 
into  the  crucible.  Under  that  organisation  human  nature 
had  ascended  to  altitudes  of  chivalry,  of  self-sacrifice,  which 
it  had  never  before  reached.  The  sixteenth  century  was  the 
blossoming  time  of  the  Old  World,  and  no  such  men  had 
appeared  since  as  then  came  to  the  front,  either  in  Spain  or 
Italy,  or  Germany  or  France  or  England.  The  actual  leaders 
of  the  Reformation  had  been  bred  in  the  system  which  they 
destroyed.  Puritanism  and  Calvinism  produced  men  of 
powerful  character,  but  they  were  limited  and  incapable  of 
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continuance;  and  now  the  liberty  which  was  demanded  had 
become  what  the  instinct  of  the  great  Emperor  had  told  him 
from  the  first  must  be,  the  final  shape  of  it,  a  revolution 
which  would  tolerate  no  inequalities  of  culture  or  position, 
which  insisted  that  no  man  was  better  than  another,  which 
was  to  exalt  the  low  and  bring  down  the  high  till  all  mankind 
should  stand  upon  a  common  level — a  level,  not  of  baseness 
or  badness,  but  a  level  of  good-humoured,  smart,  vulgar  and 
vulgarising  mediocrity,  with  melodrama  for  tragedy,  farce  for 
comedy,  sounding  speech  for  statesmanlike  wisdom  ;  and  for 
a  creed,  when  our  fathers  thought  that  we  had  been  made  a 
little  lower  than  the  angels,  the  more  modest  knowledge  that 
we  were  only  a  little  higher  than  the  apes.  This  was  the 
aspect  in  which  the  world  of  the  nineteenth  century  would 
appear  to  Sir  Thomas  More  or  the  Duke  of  Alva.  From  the 
Grand  Captain  to  Senor  Castelar,  from  Lord  Burghley  to 
Mr.  Gladstone,  from  Leonardo  da  Vinci  or  Velasquez  to 
Gustave  Dord,  from  Cervantes  and  Shakespeare  to  *  Pickwick ' 
and  the  '  Innocents  at  Home ; '  from  the  faith  which  built 
the  cathedrals  to  evolution  and  the  survival  of  the  fittest ; 
from  the  carving  and  architecture  of  the  Middle  Ages  to  the 
workmanship  of  the  modern  contractor ;  the  change  in  the 
spiritual  department  of  things  had  been  the  same  along  the 
whole  line.  Charles  V.  after  seeing  all  that  has  been 
achieved,  the  railways,  the  steam  engines,  the  telegraphs, 
the  Yankee  and  his  United  States,  which  are  the  embodi- 
ment of  the  highest  aspirations  of  the  modern  era,  after 
attending  a  session  of  the  British  Association  itself,  and 
seeing  the  bishops  holding  out  their  hands  to  science  which 
had  done  such  great  things  for  them,  might  fairly  claim  that 
it  was  a  doubtful  point  whether  the  change  had  been  really 
for  the  better. 

It  may  be  answered,  and  answered  truly,  that  the  old  thing 
was  dead.  The  Catholic  faith,  where  it  was  left  standing  and 
where  it  still  stands,  produces  now  nothing  higher,  nothing 
better  than  the  Protestant.  Human  systems  grow  as  trees 
grow.      The  seed  shoots  up,  the  trunk  forms,  the  branches 
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spread ;  leaves  and  flowers  and  fruit  come  out  year  after  year 
as  if  they  were  able  to  renew  themselves  for  ever.  But  that 
which  has  a  beginning  has  an  end,  that  which  has 
life  must  die  when  the  vital  force  is  exhausted.  The 
faith  of  More,  as  well  as  the  faith  of  Ken  or  Wilson,  were 
elevating  and  ennobling  as  long  as  they  were  sincerely  believed, 
but  the  time  came  when  they  became  clouded  with  uncertainty ; 
and  confused,  perplexed,  and  honestly  anxious,  humanity 
struggles  on  as  well  as  it  can,  all  things  considered,  respectably 
enough,  in  its  chrysalis  condition,  the  old  wings  gone,  the  new 
wings  that  are  to  be  (if  we  are  ever  to  have  another  set)  as  yet 
imprisoned  in  their  sheath. 

The  same  Sunday  morning  when  I  went  in  search  of 
my  sermon,  the  hotel  was  alive  as  bees  at  swarming  time. 
There  was  to  be  a  bull  fight  in  honour  of  the  carnival,  and  such 
a  bull  fight  as  had  never  been  seen  in  Havana.  Placards  on 
the  wall  announced  that  a  lady  from  Spain,  Gloriana  they 
called  her,  was  to  meet  and  slay  a  bull  in  single  combat,  and 
everyone  must  go  and  see  the  wonderful  sight.  I  myself, 
having  seen  the  real  thing  in  Madrid  many  years  ago,  felt  no 
more  curiosity,  and  that  a  woman  should  be  an  actress  in  such 
a  scene  did  not  revive  it.  To  those  who  went  the  performance 
was  a  disappointment.  The  bull  provided  turned  out  to  be  a 
calf  of  tender  years.  The  spectators  insisted  that  they  would 
have  a  mature  beast  of  strength  and  ferocity,  and  Gloriana 
when  brought  to  the  point  declined  the  adventure. 

There  was  a  prettier  scene  in  the  evening.  In  the  cool 
after  nightfall  the  beauty  and  fashion  of  Havana  turns  out 
to  stroll  in  the  illuminated  Alameda.  As  it  was  now  a  high 
festival  the  band  was  to  play,  and  the  crowd  was  as  dense 
as  on  Exhibition  nights  at  South  Kensington.  The  music 
was  equally  good,  and  the  women  as  graceful  and  well  dressed. 
I  sat  for  an  hour  or  two  listening  under  the  statue  of  poor 
Queen  Isabella.  The  image  of  her  still  stands  where  it  was 
placed,  though  revolution  has  long  shaken  her  from  her  thronei 
All  is  forgotten  now  except  that  she  was  once  a  Spanish  sove- 
reign, and  time  and  distance  have  deodorised  her  memory. 
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CHAPTER   XIX. 

Hotels  in  Havana — Sights  in  the  city — Cigar  manufactories — West  Indian 
industries — The  Captain-General — The  Jesuit  college — Father  Vinez — 
Clubs  in  Havana — Spanish  aristocracy — Sea  lodging  house. 

There  was  much  to  be  seen  in  Havana,  and  much  to  think 
about.  I  regretted  only  that  I  had  not  been  better  advised  in 
my  choice  of  an  hotel  The  dining  saloon  rang  with  American 
voices  in  their  shrillest  tones.  Every  table  was  occupied  by 
groups  of  them,  nor  was  there  a  sound  in  the  room  of  any 
language  but  theirs.  In  the  whole  company  I  had  not  a  single 
acquaintance.  I  have  liked  well  almost  every  individual 
American  that  I  have  fallen  in  with  and  come  to  know.  They 
are  frank,  friendly,  open,  and  absolutely  unaffected,  and,  like 
my  friend  at  Miss  Roy's  in  Jamaica,  they  take  cheerful  views 
of  life,  which  is  the  highest  of  all  recommendations.  The 
distinctness  and  sharpness  of  utterance  is  tolerable  and  even 
agreeable  in  conversation  with  a  single  person.  When  a  large 
number  of  them  are  together,  all  talking  in  a  high  tone,  it  tries 
the  nerves  and  sets  the  teeth  on  edge.  Nor  could  I  escape 
from  them  in  any  part  of  the  building.  The  gentlemen  were 
talking  poUtics  in  the  hall,  or  lounging  under  the  colonnade. 
One  of  them,  an  absolute  stranger,  who  perhaps  knew  who  I 
was,  asked  me  abruptly  for  my  opinion  of  Cardinal  Newman. 
The  ladies  filled  the  sitting  rooms ;  their  pianos  and  their  duets 
pierced  the  walls  of  my  bedroom,  and  only  ceased  an  hour  after 
midnight.  At  five  in  the  morning  the  engines  began  to  scream 
at  the  adjoining  railway  station.  The  church  bells  woke  at  the 
same  hour  with  their  superfluous  summons  to  matin 3  which  no 
one  attended.  Sleep  was  next  to  an  impossibiUty  under  these 
hard  conditions,  and  I  wanted  more  and  not  less  of  it  when  I 
had  the  duties  upon  me  of  sightseeing.  Sleep  or  no  sleep, 
however,  I  determined  that  I  would  see  what  I  could  as  long 
as  I  could  keep  going. 

A  few  hundred  yards  off  was  one  of  the  most  famous  of  the 
Havana  cigar  manufactories.     A  courteous  message  from  the 
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manager,  Sefior  Bances,  had  informed  me  that  he  would  be 
happy  to  show  me  over  it  on  any  morning  before  the  sun  was 
above  the  roofs  of  the  houses.  I  found  the  senor  a  handsome 
elderly  gentleman,  tall  and  lean,  with  Castilian  dignity  of 
manner,  free  and  frank  in  all  his  communications,  with  no 
reserve,  concealments,  or  insincerities.  I  told  him  that  in  my 
experience  cigars  were  not  what  they  had  been,  that  the  last  good 
one  which  I  had  smoked  I  had  bought  twenty  years  ago  from  a 
contrabandista  at  Madrid.  I  had  come  to  Havana  to  see 
whether  I  could  find  another  equally  good  at  the  fountain  head. 
He  said  that  he  was  not  at  all  surprised.  It  was  the  same  story 
as  at  Jamaica ;  the  consumption  of  cigars  had  increased  with 
extreme  rapidity ;  the  area  on  which  the  finest  tobacco  had  been 
grown  was  limited,  and  the  expense  of  growing  it  was  very 
great.  Only  a  small  quantity  of  the  best  cigars  was  now  made 
for  the  market.  In  general  the  plants  were  heavily  manured, 
and  the  flavour  suffered.  Leaf  of  coarse  fibre  was  used  for  the 
core  of  the  cigars,  with  only  a  fold  or  two  wrapped  round  it  of 
more  delicate  quality.  He  took  me  into  the  different  rooms 
where  the  manufacture  was  going  on.  In  the  first  were  perhaps 
a  hundred  or  a  hundred  and  fifty  sallow-faced  young  men 
engaged  in  rolling.  They  were  all  Cubans  or  Spaniards  with 
the  exception  of  a  single  negro  \  and  all,  I  should  think,  under 
thirty.  On  each  of  the  tables  was  one  of  the  names  with  which 
we  have  grown  familiar  in  modern  cigar  shops,  Reynas, 
Regalias,  Principes,  and  I  know  not  how  many  else.  The 
difference  of  material  could  not  be  great,  but  there  was  a  real 
difference  in  the  fineness  of  the  make,  and  in  the  quality  of  the 
exterior  leaf.  The  workmen  were  of  unequal  capacity  and  were 
unequally  paid.  The  sefior  employed  in  all  about  1,400;  at 
least  so  I  understood  him. 

The  black  field  hands  had  eighteenpence  a  day.  The 
rollers  were  paid  by  quality  and  quantity ;  a  good  workman 
doing  his  best  could  earn  sixty  dollars  a  week,  an  idle  and 
indifferent  one  about  twelve.  They  smoked  as  they  rolled, 
and  there  was  no  check  upon  the  consumption,  the  loss  in 
this  way  being  estimated  at  40,000  dollars  a  year.      The  pay 
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was  high ;  but  there  was  another  side  to  it — the  occupation 
was  dangerous.  If  there  were  no  boys  in  the  room,  there  were 
no  old  men.  Those  who  undertook  it  died  often  in  two  or 
three  years.  Doubtless  with  precaution  the  mortahty  might 
be  diminished ;  but,  Hke  the  needle  and  the  scissor  grinders 
in  England,  the  men  themselves  do  not  wish  it  to  be  dim- 
inished. The  risk  enters  into  the  wages,  and  they  prefer  a 
short  life  and  a  merry  one. 

The  cigarettes,  of  which  the  varieties  are  as  many  as  there 
are  of  cigars,  were  made  exclusively  by  Chinese.  The  second 
room  which  we  entered  was  full  of  them,  their  curious  yellow 
faces  mildly  bending  over  their  tobacco  heaps.  Of  these  there 
may  have  been  a  hundred.  Of  the  general  expenses  of  the 
establishment  I  do  not  venture  to  say  anything,  bewildered  as 
I  was  in  the  labyrinthine  complication  of  the  currency,  but  it 
must  certainly  be  enormous,  and  this  house,  the  Partagas,  was 
but  one  of  many  equally  extensive  in  Havana  alone. 

The  senor  was  most  liberal.  He  filled  my  pockets  with 
packets  of  excellent  cigarettes ;  he  gave  me  a  bundle  of  cigars. 
I  cannot  say  whether  they  were  equal  to  what  I  bought  from 
my  contrabandista^  for  these  may  have  been  idealised  by  a 
grateful  memory,  but  they  were  so  incomparably  better  than 
any  which  I  have  been  able  to  get  in  London  that  I  was 
tempted  to  deal  with  him,  and  so  far  I  have  had  no  reason  to 
repent.  The  boxes  with  which  he  provided  me  bettered  the 
sample,  and  the  price,  duty  at  home  included,  was  a  third 
below  what  I  should  have  paid  in  London  for  an  article  which 
I  would  rather  leave  unconsumed.  A  broker  whom  I  fell  in 
with  insisted  to  me  that  the  best  cigars  all  went  to  London, 
that  my  preference  for  what  I  got  from  my  senor  was  mere 
fancy  and  vanity,  and  that  I  could  buy  better  in  any  shop  in 
Regent  Street.  I  said  that  he  might  but  I  couldn't,  and  so 
we  left  it. 

I  tell  all  this,  not  with  the  affectation  of  supposing  that 
tobacco  or  my  own  taste  about  it  can  have  any  interest,  but 
as  an  illustration  of  what  can  be  done  in  the  West  Indies,  and 
to  show  how  immense  a  form  of  industry  waits  to  be  de- 
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veloped  in  our  own  islands,  if  people  with  capital  and 
knowledge  choose  to  set  about  it.  Tobacco  as  good  as  the 
best  in  Cuba  has  been  grown  and  can  be  grown  in  Jamaica,  in 
St.  Domingo,  and  probably  in  every  one  of  the  Antilles. 
*  There  are  dollars  in  those  islands,'  as  my  Yankee  said,  and 
many  a  buried  treasure  will  be  brought  to  light  there  when 
capitalists  can  feel  assured  that  they  will  not  be  at  the  mercy 
of  black  constitutional  governments. 

My  letter  of  introduction  to  the  Captain-General  was  still 
undelivered,  and  as  I  had  made  use  of  it  on  landing  I  thought 
it  right  at  least  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  great  man.      The 

Marques  M kindly  consented  to  go  with  me  and  help  me 

through  the  interview,  being  of  course  acquainted  with  him. 
He  was  at  his  country  house,  a  mile  out  of  the  town.  The 
buildings  are  all  good  in  Havana.  It  was  what  it  called  itself, 
not  a  palace  but  a  handsome  country  residence  in  the  middle 
of  a  large  well-kept  garden.  The  viceroyalty  has  a  fair  but 
not  extravagant  income  attached  to  it.  The  Captain-General 
receives  about  8,000/.  a  year  besides  allowances.  Were  the 
balls  and  dinners  expected  of  him  which  our  poor  governors 
are  obliged  to  entertain  their  subjects  with,  he  would  not  be 
able  to  make  much  out  of  it.  The  large  fortunes  which  used 
to  be  brought  back  by  the  fortunate  Captains-General  who 
could  connive  at  the  slave  trade  were  no  longer  attainable ; 
those  good  days  are  gone.  Public  opinion  therefore  permits 
them  to  save  their  incomes.  The  Spaniards  are  not  a  hospit- 
able people,  or  rather  their  notion  of  hospitality  differs  in  form 
from  ours.  They  are  ready  to  dine  with  you  themselves  as 
often  as  you  will  ask  them.  Nothing  in  the  shape  of  dinners  is 
looked  for  from  the  Captain-General,  and  when  I  as  a  stranger 
suggested  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing  as  an  invitation  happen- 
ing to  me,  my  companion  assured  me  that  I  need  not  be  in  the 
least  alarmed.  We  were  introduced  into  a  well-proportioned 
hall,  with  a  few  marble  busts  in  it  and  casts  of  Greek  and 
Roman  statues.  Aides-de-camp  and  general  officers  were 
lounging  about,  with  whom  we  exchanged  distant  civilities. 
After  waiting  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  we  were  summoned  by 
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an  official  into  an  adjoining  room  and  found  ourselves  in  his 
Excellency's  presence.  He  was  a  small  gentlemanlike-looking 
man,  out  of  uniform,  in  plain  morning  dress  with  a  silk  sash. 
He  received  us  with  natural  politeness ;  cordiality  was  uncalled 
for,  but  he  was  perfectly  gracious.  He  expressed  his  pleasure 
at  seeing  me  in  the  island  ;  he  hoped  that  I  should  enjoy 
myself,  and  on  his  part  would  do  everything  in  his  power  to 
make  my  stay  agreeable.  He  spoke  of  the  emancipation  of 
the  slaves  and  of  the  social  state  of  the  island  with  pardonable 
satisfaction,  enquired  about  our  own  West  Indies,  &c.,  and 
finally  asked  me  to  tell  him  in  what  way  he  could  be  of 
service  to  me.  I  told  him  that  I  had  found  such  kind  friends 
in  Havana  already,  that  I  could  think  of  little.  One  thing 
only  he  could  do  if  he  pleased.  I  had  omitted  to  bring  a 
passport  with  me,  not  knowing  that  it  would  be  required.  My 
position  was  irregular  and  might  be  inconvenient.  I  was 
indebted  to  my  letter  of  introduction  to  his  Excellency  for 
admission  into  his  dominions.  Perhaps  he  would  write  a  few 
words  which  would  enable  me  to  remain  in  them  and  go  out 
of  them  when  my  visit  was  over.  His  Excellency  said  that  he 
would  instruct  the  Gobierno  Civil  to  see  to  it,  an  instruction 
the  meaning  of  which  I  too  sadly  understood.  I  was  not  to 
be  allowed  to  escape  the  fine.  A  fresh  shower  followed  of 
polite  words,  and  with  these  we  took  ourselves  away. 

The  afternoon  was  spent  more  instructively,  perhaps  more 

agreeably,  in  a  different  scene.      The  Marques  M had 

been  a  pupil  of  the  Jesuits.  He  had  personal  friends  in  the 
Jesuit  college  at  Havana,  especially  one.  Father  Viiiez,  whose 
name  is  familiar  to  students  of  meteorological  science,  and 
who  has  supplemented  and  corrected  the  accepted  law  of 
storms  by  careful  observation  of  West  Indian  hurricanes. 
The  Jesuits  were  as  well  spoken  of  in  Havana  as  the  Moravians 
in  Jamaica.  Everyone  had  a  good  word  for  them.  They 
alone,  as  I  have  said,  took  the  trouble  to  provide  the  good 
people  there  with  a  sermon  on  Sundays.  They  alone  among 
the  Catholic  clergy,  though  they  live  poorly  and  have  no 
endowment,  exert  themselves  to  provide  a  tolerable  education 
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for  the  middle  and  upper  classes.  The  Marques  undertook 
that  if  we  called  we  should  be  graciously  received,  and  I  was 
curious  and  interested.  Their  college  had  been  an  enormous 
monastery.  Wherever  the  Spaniards  went  they  took  an  army 
of  monks  with  them  of  all  the  orders.  The  monks  contrived 
always  to  house  themselves  handsomely.  While  soldiers 
fought  and  settlers  planted,  the  monks'  duty  was  to  pray.  In 
process  of  time  it  came  to  be  doubted  whether  the  monks' 
prayers  were  worth  what  they  cost,  or  whether,  in  fact,  they 
had  ever  had  much  effect  of  any  kind.  They  have  been  sup- 
pressed in  Spain ;  they  have  been  clipped  short  in  all  the 
Spanish  dominions,  and  in  Havana  there  are  now  left  only  a 
handful  of  Dominicans,  a  few  nuns,  and  these  Jesuits,  who 
have  taken  possession  of  the  largest  of  the  convents,  much  as 
a  soldier-crab  becomes  the  vigorous  tenant  of  the  shell  of 
some  lazy  sea-snail.  They  have  a  college  there  where  there  are 
four  hundred  lads  and  young  men  who  pay  for  their 
education  ;  some  hundreds  more  are  taken  out  of  charity. 
The  Jesuits  conduct  the  whole,  and  do  it  all  unaided,  on  their 
own  resources.  And  this  is  far  from  all  that  they  do.  They 
keep  on  a  level  with  the  age  ;  they  are  men  of  learning ;  they 
are  men  of  science;  they  are  the  Royal  Society  of  Cuba. 
They  have  an  observatory  in  the  college,  and  the  Father  Vifiez 
of  whom  I  have  spoken  is  in  charge  of  it.  Father  Vinez  was 
our  particular  object.  The  porter's  lodge  opened  into  a 
courtyard  like  the  quadrangle  of  a  college  at  Oxford.  From 
the  courtyard  we  turned  into  a  narrow  staircase,  up  which  we 
climbed  till  we  reached  the  roof,  on  and  under  which  the 
Father  had  his  lodgings  and  his  observing  machinery.  We 
entered  a  small  room,  plainly  furnished  with  a  table  and  a  few 
uncushioned  chairs ;  tables  and  chairs,  all  save  the  Father's, 
Uttered  with  books  and  papers.  Cases  stood  round  the  wall, 
containing  self-registering  instruments  of  the  most  advanced 
modern  type,  each  with  its  paper  barrel  unrolling  slowly  under 
clockwork,  while  a  pencil  noted  upon  it  the  temperature  of 
the  air,  the  atmospheric  pressure,  the  degree  of  moisture,  the 
ozone,  the  electricity.     In  the  middle,  surrounded  by  his  tools 
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and  his  ticking  clocks,  sat  the  Father,  middle-aged,  lean  and 
dry,  with  shrivelled  skin  and  brown  threadbare  frock.  He 
received  my  companion  with  a  warm  affectionate  smile.  The 
Marques  told  him  that  I  was  an  Englishman  who  was  curious 
about  the  work  in  which  he  was  engaged,  and  he  spoke  to  me 
at  once  with  the  politeness  of  a  man  of  sense.  After  a  few 
questions  asked  and  answered,  he  took  us  out  to  a  shed  among 
the  roof-tiles,  where  he  kept  his  large  telescope,  his  equatorial, 
and  his  transit  instruments — not  on  the  great  scale  of  State- 
supported  observatories,  but  with  everything  which  was  really 
essential.  He  had  a  laboratory,  too,  and  a  workshop,  with  all 
the  recent  appliances.  He  was  a  practical  optician  and 
mechanic.  He  managed  and  repaired  his  own  machinery, 
observed,  made  his  notes,  and  wrote  his  reports  to  the 
societies  with  which  he  was  in  correspondence,  all  by  himself. 
The  outfit  of  such  an  establishment,  even  on  a  moderate  scale, 
is  expensive.  I  said  I  supposed  that  the  Government  gave 
him  a  grant.  '  So  far  from  it,'  he  said,  *  that  we  have  to  pay 
a  duty  on  every  instrument  which  we  import.'  *  Who,  then,  pays 
for  it  all  ?  '  I  asked.  '  The  order,'  he  answered,  quite  simply. 
The  house,  I  believe,  was  a  gift,  though  it  cost  the  State 
nothing,  having  been  simply  seized  when  the  monks  were 
expelled.  The  order  now  maintains  it,  and  more  than  repays 
the  Government  for  their  single  act  of  generosity.  At  my 
companion's  suggestion  Father  Vinez  gave  me  a  copy  of  his 
book  on  hurricanes.  It  contains  a  record  of  laborious  jour- 
neys which  he  made  to  the  scene  of  the  devastations  of 
the  last  ten  years.  The  scientific  value  of  the  Father's  work 
is  recognised  by  the  highest  authorities,  though  I  cannot  ven- 
ture even  to  attempt  to  explain  what  he  has  done.  He 
then  conducted  us  over  the  building,  and  showed  us  the 
libraries,  dormitories,  playgrounds,  and  the  other  arrangements 
which  were  made  for  the  students.  Of  these  we  saw  none, 
they  were  all  out,  but  the  loiig  tables  in  the  refectory 
were  laid  for  afternoon  tea.  There  was  a  cup  of  milk  for 
each  lad,  with  a  plate  of  honey  and  a  roll  of  bread  j  and 
supper  would  follow  in  the  evening.      The  sleeping  gallery 
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was  divided  into  cells,  open  at  the  top  for  ventilation,  with 
bed,  table,  chest  of  drawers,  and  washing  apparatus — all 
scrupulously  clean.  So  far  as  I  could  judge,  the  Fathers 
cared  more  for  the  boys'  comfort  than  for  their  own.  Through 
an  open  door  our  conductor  faintly  indicated  the  apartment 
which  belonged  to  himself.  Four  bare  walls,  a  bare  tiled 
floor,  a  plain  pallet,  with  a  crucifix  above  the  pillow,  was  all 
that  it  contained.  There  was  no  parade  of  ecclesiasticism. 
The  libraries  were  well  furnished,  but  the  books  were  chiefly 
secular  and  scientific.  The  chapel  was  unornamented  ;  there 
were  a  few  pictures,  but  they  were  simple  and  inoffensive. 
Everything  was  good  of  its  kind,  down  to  the  gymnastic 
courts  and  swimming  bath.  The  holiness  was  kept  in  the 
back  ground.  It  was  in  the  spirit  and  not  in  the  body.  The 
cost  of  the  whole  establishment  was  defrayed  out  of  the  pay- 
ments of  the  richer  students  managed  economically  for  the 
benefit  of  the  rest,  with  complete  indifference  on  the  part 
of  the  Fathers  to  indulgence  and  pleasures  of  their  own.  As 
we  took  leave  the  Marques  kissed  his  old  master's  brown 
hand.     I  rather  envied  him  the  privilege. 

Something  I  saw  of  Havana  society  in  the  received  sense  of 
the  word.  There  are  many  clubs  there,  and  high  play  in  most 
of  them,  for  the  Cubans  are  given  to  the  roulette  tables.  The 
Union  club  which  is  the  most  distinguished  among  them,  invites 
occasional  strangers  staying  in  the  city  to  temporary  member- 
ship as  we  do  at  the  Athenaeum.  Here  you  meet  Spanish 
grandeSy  who  have  come  to  Cuba  to  be  out  of  reach  of  revo- 
lution, proud  as  ever  and  not  as  poor  as  you  might  expect ; 
and  when  you  ask  who  they  are  you  hear  the  great  familiar 
names  of  Spanish  history.  I  was  introduced  to  the  president 
— young,  handsome,  and  accomplished.  I  was  startled  to 
learn  that  he  was  the  head  of  the  old  house  of  Sandoval. 
The  house  of  Columbus  ought  to  be  there  also,  for  there  is 
still  a  Christophe  Colon,  the  direct  linear  representative  of  the 
discoverer,  disguised  under  the  title  of  the  Duque  de  Veragua. 
A  perpetual  pension  of  20,000  dollars  a  year  was  granted  to 
the  great  Christophe  and  his  heirs  for  ever  as  a  charge  on 
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the  Cuban  revenue.  It  has  been  paid  to  the  family  through 
all  changes  of  dynasty  and  forms  of  government,  and  is  paid 
to  them  still.  But  the  Duque  resides  in  Spain,  and  the 
present  occupation  of  him,  I  was  informed,  is  the  breeding  and 
raising  bulls  for  the  Plaza  de  Toros  at  Seville. 

Thus,    every  way,   my  stay   was   made   agreeable   to   me. 
There  were  breakfasts  and  dinners  and  introductions.     Don 

G and  his  brother  were  not  fine   gentlemen    only,  but 

were  men  of  business  and  deeply  engaged  in  the  active  life  of 
the  place.  The  American  consul  was  a  conspicuous  figure 
at  these  entertainments.  America  may  not  find  it  her 
interest  to  annex  these  islands,  but  since  she  ordered  the 
French  out  of  Mexico,  and  the  French  obeyed,  she  is  univer- 
sally felt  on  that  side  of  the  Atlantic  to  be  the  supreme 
arbiter  of  all  their  fates.  Her  consuls  are  thus  persons  of 
consequence.  The  Cubans  like  the  Americans  well.  The 
commercial  treaty  which  was  offered  to  our  islands  by  the 
United  States  would  have  been  accepted  eagerly  by  the 
Spaniards.  To  them,  the  Americans  have,  as  yet,  not  been 
equally  liberal,  but  an  arrangement  will  soon  be  completed. 
They  say  that  they  have  hills  of  solid  iron  in  the  island  and 
mountains  of  copper  with  fifty  per  cent,  of  virgin  ore  in 
them  waiting  for  the  Americans  to  develop.  The  present  ad- 
ministration would  swallow  up  in  taxation  the  profits  of  the 
most  promising  enterprise  that  ever  was  undertaken,  but  the 
metals  are  there,  and  will  come  one  day  into  working.  The 
consul  was  a  swift  peremptory  man  who  knew  his  own  mind  at 
any  rate.  Between  his  *  Yes,  sir,'  and  his  *  No,  sir,'  you  were 
at  no  loss  for  his  meaning.  He  told  me  a  story  of  a  *  nigger ' 
oflficer  with  whom  he  had  once  got  into  conversation  at  Hayti. 
He  had  inquired  why  they  let  so  fine  an  island  run  to  waste  ? 
Why  did  they  not  cultivate  it  ?  The  dusky  soldier  laid  his 
hand  upon  his  breast  and  waved  his  hand.  *  Ah,'  he  said, 
*  that  might  do  for  English  or  Germans  or  Americans  ;  we  of 
the  Latin  race  have  higher  things  to  occupy  us.' 

I  liked  the  consul  well.     I  could  not  say  as  much  for  his 
countrymen   and   countrywomen   at   my  hotel.     Individually 
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I  dare  say  they  would  have  been  charming ;  collectively  they 
drove  me  to  distraction.  Space  and  time  had  no  existence 
for  them ;  they  and  their  voices  were  heard  in  all  places  and 
at  all  hours.     The  midnight  bravuras  at  the  pianos  mixed 

wildly  in  my  broken  dreams.     The  Marques  M wished  to 

take  me  with  him  to  his  country  seat  and  show  me  his  sugar 
plantations.  Nothing  could  have  been  more  delightful,  but  with 
want  of  sleep  and  the  constant  racket  I  found  myself  becom- 
ing unwell.  In  youth  and  strength  one  can  defy  the  foul 
fiend  and  bid  him  do  his  worst ;  in  age  one  finds  it  wiser  to 
get  out  of  the  way. 

On  the  sea,  seven  miles  from  Havana,  and  connected  with 
it  by  a  convenient  railway,  at  a  place  called  Vedado,  I  found 
a  lodging  house  kept  by  a  Frenchman  (the  best  cook  in  Cuba) 
with  a  German  wife.  The  situation  was  so  attractive,  and  the 
owners  of  it  so  attentive,  that  quiet  people  went  often  into 
'  retreat '  there.  There  v/ere  delicious  rooms,  airy  and  solitary 
as  I  could  wish.  The  sea  washed  the  coral  rock  under  the 
windows.  There  were  walks  wild  as  if  there  was  no  city  within 
a  thousand  miles — up  the  banks  of  lonely  rivers,  over  open 
moors,  or  among  inclosures  where  there  were  large  farming 
establishments  with  cattle  and  horses  and  extensive  stables 
and  sheds.  There  was  a  village  and  a  harbour  where  fishing 
people  kept  their  boats  and  went  out  daily  with  their  nets  and 
lines — blacks  and  whites  living  and  working  side  by  side.  I 
could  go  where  I  pleased  without  fear  of  interference  or 
question.  Only  I  was  warned  to  be  careful  of  the  dogs,  large 
and  dangerous,  descendants  of  the  famous  Cuban  bloodhounds, 
which  are  kept  everywhere  to  guard  the  yards  and  houses. 
These  beasts  were  really  dangerous,  and  had  to  be  avoided. 
The  shore  was  of  inexhaustible  interest.  It  was  a  level  shelf  of 
coral  rock  extending  for  many  miles  and  littered  over  with 
shells  and  coral  branches  which  had  been  flung  up  by  the  surf. 
I  had  hoped  for  bathing.  In  the  open  water  it  is  not  to  be 
thought  of  on  account  of  the  sharks,  but  baths  have  been  cut 
in  the  rock  all  along  that  part  of  the  coast  at  intervals  of  half 
a  mile  ;  deep  square  basins  with  tunnels  connecting  them  with 
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the  sea,  up  which  the  waves  run  clear  and  foaming.  They  are 
within  inclosures,  roofed  over  to  keep  out  the  sun,  and  with 
attendants  regularly  present.  Art  and  nature  combined  never 
made  more  charming  pools ;  the  water  clear  as  sapphire, 
aerated  by  the  constant  inrush  of  the  foaming  breakers,  and 
so  warm  that  you  could  lie  in  it  without  a  chill  for  hours. 
Alas  !  that  I  could  but  look  at  them  and  execrate  the  precious 
Government  which  forbade  me  their  use.  So  severe  a  tax  is 
laid  on  these  bathing  establishments  that  the  owners  can  only 
afford  to  keep  them  open  during  the  three  hottest  months  in 
the  year,  when  the  demand  is  greatest. 

In  the  evenings  people  from  Havana  would  occasionally 
come  down  to  dine  as  we  go  to  Greenwich,  being  attracted 
partly  by  the  air  and  partly  by  my  host's  reputation.  There 
was  a  long  verandah  under  which  tables  were  laid  out,  and 
there  were  few  nights  on  which  one  or  more  parties  were  not 
to  be  seen  there.  Thus  I  encountered  several  curious  speci- 
mens of  Cuban  humanity,  and  on  one  of  my  runs  up  to  Havana 
I  met  again  the  cigar  broker  who  had  so  roughly  challenged 
my  judgment.  He  was  an  original  and  rather  divertmg  man  ; 
I  should  think  a  Jew.  Whatever  he  was  he  fell  upon  me  again 
and  asked  me  scornfully  whether  I  supposed  that  the  cigars 
which  I  had  bought  of  Senor  Bances  were  anything  out  of  the 
way.  I  said  that  they  suited  my  taste  and  that  was  enough. 
'  Ah,'  he  replied,  *  Cada  loco  con  su  Uma.  Every  fool  had  his 
opinion.'  *  I  am  the  loco  (idiot),  then,'  said  I,  *  but  that  again 
is  matter  of  opinion.'  He  spoke  of  Cuba  and  professed  to 
know  all  about  it.  *Can  you  tell  me,  then,'  said  I,  *why  the 
Cubans  hate  the  Spaniards  ? '  *  Why  do  the  Irish  hate  the 
English  ?  '  he  answered.  I  said  it  was  not  an  analogous  case. 
Cubans  and  Spaniards  were  of  the  same  breed  and  of  the  same 
creed.  *  That  is  nothing,'  he  repUed ;  *  the  Americans  will 
have  both  Cuba  and  Ireland  before  long.'  I  said  I  thought 
the  Americans  were  too  wise  to  meddle  with  either.  If  they 
did,  however,  I  imagined  that  on  our  own  side  of  the  Atlantic 
we  should  have  something  to  say  on  the  subject  before  Ireland 
was  taken  from  us.     He  laughed  good-humoiiredly.     *Is  it 
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possible,  sir,'  he  said,  *  that  you  live  in  England  and  are  so 
absolutely  ignorant  ? '  I  laughed  too.  He  was  a  strange 
creature,  and  would  have  made  an  excellent  character  in  a 
novel. 

Don  G or  his  brother  came  down  occasionally  to  see 

how  I  was  getting  on  and  to  talk  philosophy  and  history. 
Other  gentlemen  came,  and  the  favourite  subject  of  conversa- 
tion was  Spanish  administration.  One  of  them  told  me  this 
story  as  an  illustration  of  it.  His  father  was  the  chief  partner 
in  a  bank;  a  clerk  absconded,  taking  50,000  dollars  with 
him  ;  he  had  been  himself  sent  in  pursuit  of  the  man,  over- 
took him  with  the  money  still  in  his  possession,  and  recovered 
it.  With  this  he  ought  to  have  been  contented,  but  he  tried 
to  have  the  offender  punished.  The  clerk  replied  to  the 
criminal  charge  by  a  counter-charge  against  the  house.  It 
was  absurd  in  itself,  but  he  found  that  a  suit  would  grow  out 
of  it  which  would  swallow  more  than  the  50,000  dollars,  and 
finally  he  bribed  the  judge  to  allow  him  to  drop  the  prosecu- 
tion. Cosas  de  Espana ;  it  lies  in  the  breed.  Guzman  de 
Alfarache  was  robbed  of  his  baggage  by  a  friend.  The  facts 
were  clear,  the  thief  was  caught  with  Guzman's  clothes  on  his 
back ;  but  he  had  influential  friends — he  was  acquitted.  He 
prosecuted  Guzman  for  a  false- accusation,  got  a  judgment  and 
ruined  him. 

The  question  was,  whether  if  the  Cubans  could  make  them- 
selves independent  there  would  be  much  improvement.  The 
want  in  Cuba  just  now,  as  in  a  good  many  other  places,  is  the 
want  of  some  practical  religion  which  insists  on  moral  duty. 
A  learned  English  judge  was  trying  a  case  one  day,  when  there 
seemed  some  doubt  about  the  religious  condition  of  one  of 
the  witnesses.  The  clerk  of  the  court  retired  with  him  to  as- 
certain what  it  really  was,  and  returned  radiant  almost  im- 
mediately, saying,  '  All  right,  my  lord.  Knows  he'll  be  damned 
— competent  witness — knows  he'll  be  damned.'  That  is  really 
the  whole  of  the  matter.  If  a  man  is  convinced  that  if  he 
does  wrong  he  will  infallibly  be  punished  for  it  he  has  then  *  a 
saving  faith.'     This,  unfortunately,  is  precisely  the  conviction 
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which  modern  forms  of  religion  produce  hardly  anywhere. 
The  Cubans  are  Catholics,  and  hear  mass  and  go  to  confes- 
sion ;  but  confession  and  the  mass  b3,tween  them  are  enough 
for  the  consciences  of  most  of  them,  and  those  who  think  are 
under  the  influence  of  the  modern  spirit,  to  which  all  things 
are  doubtful.  Some  find  comfort  in  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer. 
Some  regard  Christianity  as  a  myth  or  poem,  which  had  passed 
in  unconscious  good  faith  into  the  mind  of  mankind,  and  there 
might  have  remained  undisturbed  as  a  beneficent  superstition 
had  not  Protestantism  sprung  up  and  insisted  on  flinging  away 
everything  which  was  not  literal  and  historical  fact.  Historical 
fact  had  really  no  more  to  do  with  it  than  with  the  stories  of 
Prometheus  or  the  siege  of  Troy.  The  end  was  that  no 
bottom  of  fact  could  be  found,  and  we  were  all  set  drifting. 

Notably  too  I  observed  among  serious  people  there,  what 
I  have  observed  in  other  places,  the  visible  relief  with  which 
they  begin  to  look  forward  to  extinction  after  death.  When 
the  authority  is  shaken  on  which  the  belief  in  a  future  life 
rests,  the  question  inevitably  recurs.  Men  used  to  pretend 
that  the  idea  of  annihilation  was  horrible  to  them ;  now  they 
regard  the  probabihty  of  it  with  calmness,  if  not  with  actual 
satisfaction.  One  very  interesting  Cuban  gentleman  said  to  me 
that  life  would  be  very  tolerable  if  one  was  certain  that  death 
would  be  the  end  of  it.  The  theological  alternatives  were 
equally  unattractive ;  Tartarus  was  an  eternity  of  misery,  and 
the  Elysian  Fields  an  eternity  of  ennui. 

There  is  affectation  in  the  talk  of  men,  and  one  never  knows 
from  what  they  say  exactly  what  is  in  their  mind.  I  have 
often  thought  that  the  real  character  of  a  people  shows  itself 
nowhere  with  more  unconscious  completeness  than  in  their 
cemeteries.  Philosophise  as  we  may,  few  of  us  are  deliberately 
insincere  in  the  presence  of  death ;  and  in  the  arrangements 
which  we  make  for  the  reception  of  those  who  have  been  dear 
to  us,  and  in  the  lines  which  we  inscribe  upon  their  monu- 
ments, we  show  what  we  are  in  ourselves  perhaps  more  than 
what  they  were  whom  we  commemorate.  The  parish  church- 
yard is  an  emblem   and   epitome   of  English  country   life; 
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London  reflects  itself  in  Brompton  and  Kensal  Green,  and 
Paris  in  Pere  la  Chaise.  One  day  as  I  was  walking  I  found 
myself  at  the  gate  of  the  great  suburban  cemetery  of  Havana. 
It  was  enclosed  within  high  walls ;  the  gateway  was  a  vast  arch 
of  brown  marble,  beautiful  and  elaborately  carved.  Within 
there  was  a  garden  simply  and  gracefully  laid  out  with  trees 
and  shrubs  and  flowers  in  borders.  The  whole  space  inclosed 
may  have  been  ten  acres,  of  which  half  was  assigned  to  those 
who  were  contented  with  a  mere  mound  of  earth  to  mark 
where  they  lay ;  the  rest  was  divided  into  family  vaults 
covered  with  large  white  marble  slabs,  separate  headstones 
marking  individuals  for  whom  a  particular  record  was  required, 
and  each  group  bearing  the  name  of  the  family  the  members 
of  which  were  sleeping  there.  The  peculiarity  of  the  place 
was  the  absence  of  inscriptions.  There  was  a  name  and  date, 
with  E.  P.  D. — *en  paz  descansa'  ^ — or  E.  G.  E. — *en  gracia 
esta '  ^ — and  that  seemed  all  that  was  needed.  The  virtues  of 
the  departed  and  the  grief  of  the  survivors  were  taken  for 
granted  in  all  but  two  instances.  There  may  have  been  more, 
but  I  could  find  only  these. 
One  was  in  Latin  : 

AD   CCELITES  EVOCATiC    UXORI   EXIMIiE  IGNATIUS. 
Ignatius  to  his  admirable  wife  who  has  been  called  up  to  heaven^ 

The  other  was  in  Spanish  verse,  and  struck  me  as  a  graceful 
imitation  of  the  old  manner  of  Cervantes  and  Lope  de  Vega. 
The  design  on  the  monument  was  of  a  girl  hanging  an 
immortelle  upon  a  cross.  The  tomb  was  of  a  Caridad  del 
Monte,  and  the  lines  were  : 

Bendita  Caridad,  las  que  piadosa 
Su  mano  vierte  en  la  fun6rea  losa 
Son  flores  recogidas  en  el  suelo, 
Mas  con  su  olor  perfumardn  el  cielo. 

It  is  dangerous  for  anyone  to  whom  a  language  is  only 
moderately  familiar  to  attempt  an  appreciation  of  elegiac  poetry, 

»  He  rests  in  peace.  *  He  is  now  in  grace. 
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the  effect  of  which,  like  the  fragrance  of  a  violet,  must  rather 
be  perceived  than  accounted  for.  He  may  imagine  what  is 
not  there,  for  a  single  word  ill  placed  or  ill  chosen  may  spoil 
the  charm,  and  of  this  a  foreigner  can  never  entirely  judge. 
He  may  know  what  each  word  means,  but  he  cannot  know  the 
associations  of  it.  Here,  however,  is  a  translation  in  which 
the  sense  is  preserved,  though  the  aroma  is  gone. 

The  flowers  which  thou,  oh  Blessed  Charity, 
With  pious  hand  hast  twined  in  funeral  wreath, 
Although  on  earthly  soil  they  gathered  be, 
Will  sweeten  heaven  with  their  perfumed  breath. 

The  flowers,  I  suppose,  were  the  actions  of  Caridad's  own 
innocent  life,  which  she  was  offering  on  the  cross  of  Christ ; 
but  one  never  can  be  sure  that  one  has  caught  the  exact  senti- 
ment of  emotional  verse  in  a  foreign  language.  The  beauty  lies 
in  an  undefinable  sweetness  which  rises  from  the  melody  of 
the  words,  and  in  a  translation  disappears  altogether.  Who  or 
what  Caridad  del  Monte  was,  whether  a  young  girl  whom  some- 
l.ody  had  loved,  or  an  allegoric  and  emblematic  figure,  I  had 
no  one  to  tell  me. 

I  must  not  omit  one  acquaintance  which  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  make  while  staying  at  my  seaside  lodging.  There 
appeared  there  one  day,  driven  out  of  Havana  Hke  myself  by 
the  noise,  an  American  ecclesiastic  with  a  friend  who  addressed 
him  as  '  My  lord.'  By  the  ring  and  purple,  as  well  as  by  the 
title,  I  perceived  that  he  was  a  bishop.  His  friend  was  his 
chaplain,  and  from  their  voices  I  gathered  that  they  were  both 
by  extraction  Irish.  The  bishop  had  what  is  called  a  *  clergy- 
man's throat,'  and  had  come  from  the  States  in  search  of  a 
warmer  climate.  They  kept  entirely  to  themselves,  but  from 
the  laughter  and  good-humour  they  were  evidently  excellent 
company  for  one  another,  and  wanted  no  other.  I  rather 
wished  than  hoped  that  accident  might  introduce  me  to  them. 
Even  in  Cuba  the  weather  is  uncertain.  One  day  there  came 
a  high  wind  from  the  sea ;  the  waves  roared  superbly  upon  the 
rocks,  flying  over  them  in  rolling  cataracts.     I  never  saw  foam 
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so  purely  white  or  waves  so  transparent.  As  a  spectacle  it  was 
beautiful,  and  the  shore  became  a  museum  of  coralline  curi- 
osities. Indoors  the  effect  was  less  agreeable.  Windows  rattled 
and  shutters  broke  from  their  fastenings  and  flew  to  and  fro. 
The  weathercock  on  the  house-top  creaked  as  he  was  whirled 
about,  and  the  verandahs  had  to  be  closed,  and  the  noise  was 
like  a  prolonged  thunder  peal.  The  second  day  the  wind 
became  a  cyclone,  and  chilly  as  if  it  came  from  the  pole. 
None  of  us  could  stir  out.  The  bishop  suffered  even  more 
than  I  did ;  he  walked  up  and  down  on  the  sheltered  side  of 
the  house  wrapped  in  a  huge  episcopalian  cloak.  I  think  he 
saw  that  I  was  sorry  for  him,  as  I  really  was.  He  spoke  to  me ; 
he  said  he  had  felt  the  cold  less  in  America  when  the  ther- 
mometer marked  25°  below  zero.  It  was  not  much,  but  the 
silence  w^as  broken.  Common  suffering  made  a  kind  of  link 
between  us.  After  this  he  dropped  an  occasional  gracious 
word  as  he  passed,  and  one  morning  he  came  and  sat  by  me 
and  began  to  talk  on  subjects  of  extreme  interest.  Chiefly  he 
insisted  on  the  rights  of  conscience  and  the  tenderness  for 
liberty- of  thought  which  had  always  been  shown  by  the  Church 
of  Rome.  He  had  been  led  to  speak  of  it  by  the  education 
question  which  has  now  become  a  burning  one  in  the  American 
Union.  The  Church,  he  said,  never  had  interfered,  and  never 
could  or  would  interfere,  with  any  man's  conscientious  scruples. 
Its  own  scruples,  therefore,  ought  to  be  respected.  The 
American  State  schools  were  irreligious,  and  Catholic  parents 
were  unwilling  to  allow  their  children  to  attend  them.  They 
had  established  schools  of  their  own,  and  they  supported  them 
by  subscriptions  among  themselves.  In  these  schools  the  boys 
and  girls  learnt  everything  which  they  could  learn  in  the  State 
schools,  and  they  learnt  to  be  virtuous  besides.  They  were 
thus  discharging  to  the  full  every  duty  which  the  State  could 
claim  of  them,  and  the  State  had  no  right  to  tax  them  in 
addition  for  the  maintenance  of  institutions  of  which  they 
made  no  use,  and  of  the  principles  of  which  they  disapproved. 
There  were  now  eight  millions  of  Catholics  in  the  Union.  In 
more  than  one  state  they  had  an  actual  majority ;  and  thev 
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intended  to  insist  that  as  long  as  their  children  came  up  to 
the  present  educational  standard,  they  should  no  longer  be 
compelled  to  pay  a  second  education  tax  to  the  Government. 
The  struggle,  he  admitted,  would  be  a  severe  one,  but  the 
Catholics  had  justice  on  their  side,  and  would  fight  on  till  they 
won. 

In  democracies  the  majority  is  to  prevail,  and  if  the  control 
of  education  falls  within  the  province  of  each  separate  state 
government,  it  is  not  easy  to  see  on  what  ground  the  Americans 
will  be  able  to  resist,  or  how  there  can  be  a  struggle  at  all  where 
the  Catholic  vote  is  really  the  largest.  The  presence  of  the 
Catholic  Church  in  a  democracy  is  the  real  anomaly.  The 
principle  of  the  Church  is  authority  resting  on  a  divine  com- 
mission ;  the  principle  of  democracy  is  the  will  of  the  people ; 
and  the  Church  in  the  long  run  will  have  as  hard  a  battle  to 
fight  with  the  divine  right  of  the  majority  of  numbers  as  she 
had  with  the  divine  right  of  the  Hohenstauffens  and  the  Plan- 
tagenets.  She  is  adroit  in  adapting  herself  to  circumstances, 
and,  like  her  emblem  the  fish,  she  changes  her  colour  with 
that  of  the  element  in  which  she  swims.  No  doubt  she  has  a 
strong  position  in  this  demand  and  will  know  how  to  use  it. 

But  I  was  surprised  to  hear  even  a  Catholic  bishop  insist 
that  his  Church  had  always  paid  so  much  respect  to  the  rights 
of  conscience.  I  had  been  taught  to  believe  that  in  the  days 
of  its  power  the  Church  had  not  been  particularly  tender 
towards  differences  of  opinion.  Fire  and  sword  had  been 
used  freely  enough  as  long  as  fire  and  sword  were  available. 
I  hinted  my  astonishment.  The  bishop  said  the  Church  had 
been  slandered;  the  Church  had  never  in  a  single  instance 
punished  any  man  merely  for  conscientious  error.  Protestants 
had  falsified  history.  Protestants  read  their  histories,  Catholics 
read  theirs,  and  the  Catholic  version  was  the  true  one.  The 
separate  governments  of  Europe  had  no  doubt  been  cruel.  In 
France,  Spain,  the  Low  Countries,  even  in  England,  heretics 
had  been  harshly  dealt  with,  but  it  was  the  governments  that 
had  burnt  and  massacred  all  those  people,  not  the  Church. 
The  governments  were  afraid  of  heresy  because  it  led  to  revo- 
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lution.  The  Church  had  never  shed  any  blood  at  all  j  the 
Church  could  not,  for  she  was  forbidden  to  do  so  by  her  own 
canons.  If  she  found  a  man  obstinate  in  unbelief,  she  cut  him 
off  from  the  communion  and  handed  him  over  to  the  secular 
arm.  If  the  secular  arm  thought  fit  to  kill  him,  the  Church's 
hands  were  clear  of  it 

So  Pilate  washed  his  hands ;  so  the  judge  might  say  he 
never  hanged  a  murderer ;  the  execution  was  the  work  of  the 
hangman.  The  bishop  defied  me  to  produce  an  instance  in 
which  in  Rome,  when  the  temporal  power  was  with  the  pope 
and  the  civil  magistrates  were  churchmen,  there  had  ever 
been  an  execution  for  heresy.  I  mentioned  Giordano  Bruno, 
whom  the  bishop  had  forgotten ;  but  we  agreed  not  to  quarrel, 
and  I  could  not  admire  sufficiently  the  hardihood  and  the 
ingenuity  of  his  argument.  The  English  bishops  and  abbots 
passed  through  parliament  the  Act  de  hceretico  comburendOy 
but  they  were  acting  as  politicians,  not  as  churchmen.  The 
Spanish  Inquisition  burnt  freely  and  successfully.  The  inquisi- 
tors were  archbishops  and  bishops,  but  the  Holy  Office  was  a 
function  of  the  State.  When  Gregory  XIII.  struck  his  medal 
in  commemoration  of  the  massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew  he  was 
then  only  the  secular  ruler  of  Rome,  and  therefore  fallible  and 
subject  to  sin  like  other  mortals.  The  Church  has  many  parts 
to  play ;  her  stage  wardrobe  is  well  furnished,  and  her  actors 
so  well  instructed  in  their  parts  that  they  believe  themselves 
in  all  that  they  say.  The  bishop  was  speaking  no  more  than 
his  exact  conviction.  He  told  me  that  in  the  Middle  Ages 
secular  princes  were  bound  by  their  coronation  oath  to  accept 
the  pope  as  the  arbiter  of  all  quarrels  between  them.  I  asked 
where  this  oath  was,  or  what  were  the  terms  of  it?  The 
words,  he  said,  were  unimportant.  The  fact  was  certain,  and 
down  to  the  fatal  schism  of  the  sixteenth  century  the  pope 
had  always  been  allowed  to  arbitrate,  and  quarrels  had  been 
prevented.  I  could  but  listen  and  wonder.  He  admitted 
that  he  had  read  one  set  of  books  and  I  another,  as  it  was 
clear  that  he  must  have  done. 

In   the  midst  of  our  differences  we  found  we  had  many 
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points  of  agreement.  We  agreed  that  the  breaking  down  of 
Church  authority  at  the  Reformation  had  been  a  fatal  disaster; 
that  without  a  sense  of  responsibihty  to  a  supernatural  power, 
human  beings  would  sink  into  ingenious  apes,  that  human 
society  would  become  no  more  than  a  congregation  of  apes, 
and  that  with  differences  of  opinion  and  belief,  that  sense  was 
becoming  more  and  more  obscured.  So  long  as  all  serious 
men  held  the  same  convictions,  and  those  convictions  were 
embodied  in  the  law,  religion  could  speak  with  authority. 
The  authority  being  denied  or  shaken,  the  fact  itself  became 
uncertain.  The  notion  that  everybody  had  a  right  to  think  as 
he  pleased  was  felt  to  be  absurd  in  common  things.  In  every 
practical  art  or  science  the  ignorant  submitted  to  be  guided 
by  those  who  were  better  instructed  than  themselves.  Why 
should  they  be  left  to  their  private  judgment  on  subjects 
where  to  go  wrong  was  the  more  dangerous.  All  this  was  plain 
sailing.  The  corollary  that  if  it  is  to  retain  its  influence  the 
Church  must  not  teach  doctrines  which  outrage  the  common 
sense  of  mankind  as  Luther  led  half  Europe  to  believe  that 
the  Church  was  doing  in  the  sixteenth  century,  we  agreed  that 
we  would  not  dispute  about.  But  I  was  interested  to  see  that 
the  leopard  had  not  changed  its  spots,  that  it  merely  readjusted 
its  attitudes  to  suit  the  modern  taste,  and  that  if  it  ever  re- 
covered its  power  it  would  claw  and  scratch  in  the  old  way. 
Rome,  like  Pilate,  may  protest  its  innocence  of  the  blood 
which  was  spilt  in  its  name  and  in  its  interests.  Did  that 
tender  and  merciful  court  ever  suggest  to  those  prelates  who 
passed  the  Act  in  England  for  the  burning  of  heretics  that 
they  were  transgressing  the  sacred  rights  of  conscience  ?  Did 
it  reprove  the  Inquisition  or  send  a  mild  remonstrance  to 
Philip  II.  ?  The  eyes  of  those  who  are  willing  to  be  blinded 
will  see  only  what  they  desire  to  see. 
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CHAPTER   XX. 

Return  to  Havana — The  Spaniards  in  Cuba — Prospects — American  influ- 
ence— Future  of  the  West  Indies — English  rumours — Leave  Cuba — The 
harbour  at  night — The  Bahama  Channel — Hayti — Port  au  Prince — The 
black  republic — West  Indian  history.* 

The  air  and  quiet  of  Vedado  (so  my  retreat  was  called)  soon 
set  me  up  again,  and  I  was  able  to  face  once  more  my  hotel 
and  its  Americans.  I  did  not  attempt  to  travel  in  Cuba,  nor 
was  it  necessary  for  my  purpose.  I  stayed  a  few  days  longer 
at  Havana.  I  went  to  operas  and  churches ;  I  sailed  about 
the  harbour  in  boats,  the  boatmen,  all  of  them,  not  negroes,  as 
in  the  Antilles,  but  emigrants  from  the  old  country,  chiefly 
Gallicians.  I  met  people  of  all  sorts,  among  the  rest  a  Spanish 
officer — a  major  of  engineers — who,  if  he  lives,  may  come  to 

something.     Major  D took  me  over  the  fortifications, 

showed  me  the  interior  lines  of  the  Moro,  and  their  latest 
specimens  of  modern  artillery.  The  garrison  are,  of  course, 
Spanish  regiments  made  of  home-bred  Castilians,  as  I  could 
not  fail  to  recognise  when  I  heard  any  of  them  speak.  There 
are  certain  words  of  common  use  in  Spain  powerful  as  the 
magic  formulas  of  enchanters  over  the  souls  of  men.  You  hear 
them  everywhere  in  the  Peninsula ;  at  caf^s,  at  tables  d'hote, 
and  in  private  conversation.  They  are  a  part  of  the  national 
intellectual  equipment.  Either  from  prudery  or  because  they 
are  superior  to  old-world  superstitions,  the  Cubans  have  washed 
these  expressions  out  of  their  language;  but  the  national 
characteristics  are  preserved  in  the  army,  and  the  spell  does 
not  lose  its  efficacy  because  the  islanders  disbelieve  in  it.  I 
have  known  a  closed  post  office  in  Madrid,  where  the  clerk 
was  deaf  to  polite  entreaty,  blown  open  by  an  oath  as  by  a 
bomb  shell.  A  squad  of  recruits  in  the  Moro,  who  were  lying 
in  the  shade  under  a  tree,  neglected  to  rise  as  an  officer  went 

by.     '  Saludad,  C o  ! '  he  thundered  out,  and  they  bounded 

to  their  feet  as  if  electrified. 
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On  the  whole  Havana  was  something  to  have  seen.  It  is 
the  focus  and  epitome  of  Spanish  dominion  in  those  seas,  and 
I  was  forced  to  conclude  that  it  was  well  for  Cuba  that  the 
English  attempts  to  take  possession  of  it  had  failed.  Be  the 
faults  of  their  administration  as  heavy  as  they  are  alleged  to  be, 
the  Spaniards  have  done  more  to  Europeanise  their  islands 
than  we  have  done  with  ours.  They  have  made  Cuba  Spanish 
— Trinidad,  Dominica,  St.  Lucia,  Grenada  have  never  been 
English  at  all,  and  Jamaica  and  Barbadoes  are  ceasing  to  be 
English.  Cuba  is  a  second  home  to  the  Spaniards,  a  perma- 
nent addition  to  their  soil.  We  are  as  birds  of  passage,  tem- 
porary residents  for  transient  purposes,  with  no  home  in  our 
islands  at  all.  Once  we  thought  them  worth  fighting  for,  and 
as  long  as  it  was  a  question  of  ships  and  cannon  we  made  our- 
selves supreme  rulers  of  the  Caribbean  Sea ;  yet  the  French 
and  Spaniards  will  probably  outlive  us  there.  They  will  remain 
perhaps  as  satellites  of  the  United  States,  or  in  some  other 
confederacy,  or  in  recovered  strength  of  their  own ;  we,  in  a 
generation  or  two,  if  the  causes  now  in  operation  continue  to 
work  as  they  are  now  working,  shall  have  disappeared  from 
the  scene.  In  Cuba  there  is  a  great  Spanish  population; 
Martinique  and  Guadaloupe  are  parts  of  France;  to  us  it 
seems  a  matter  of  indifference  whether  we  keep  our  islands  or 
abandon  them,  and  we  leave  the  remnants  of  our  once  precious 
settlements  to  float  or  drown  as  they  can.  Australia  and 
Canada  take  care  of  themselves ;  we  expect  our  West  Indies 
to  do  the  same,  careless  of  the  difference  of  circumstance. 
We  no  longer  talk  of  cutting  our  colonies  adrift ;  the  tone  of 
public  opinion  is  changed,  and  no  one  dares  to  advocate  openly 
the  deserdon  of  the  least  important  of  them.  But  the  neglect 
and  indifference  continue.  We  will  not  govern  them  effectively 
ourselves  :  our  policy,  so  far  as  we  have  any  policy,  is  to  ex- 
tend among  them  the  principles  of  self-government,  and 
self-government  can  only  precipitate  our  extinction  there  as 
completely  as  we  know  that  it  would  do  in  India  if  we  were 
wild  enough  to  venture  the  plunge.  There  is  no  enchantment 
in  self-government  which  will  make  people  love  each  other  when 
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they  are  indifferent  or  estranged.  It  can  only  force  them  into 
sharper  collision. 

The  opinion  in  Cuba  was,  and  is,  that  America  is  the  residu- 
ary legatee  of  all  the  islands,  Spanish  and  English  equally,  and 
that  she  will  be  forced  to  take  charge  of  them  in  the  end 
whether  she  likes  it  or  not  Spain  governs  unjustly  and 
corruptly ;  the  Cubans  will  not  rest  till  they  are  free  from  her, 
and  if  once  independent  they  will  throw  themselves  on 
American  protection. 

We  will  not  govern  our  islands  at  all,  but  leave  them  to  drift. 
Jamaica  and  the  Antilles,  given  over  to  the  negro  majorities, 
can  only  become  like  Hayti  and  St.  Domingo  ;  and  the  nature 
of  things  will  hardly  permit  so  fair  a  part  of  the  earth  which 
has  been  once  civilised  and  under  white  control  to  fall  back 
into  barbarism. 

To  England  the  loss  of  the  West  Indies  would  not  itself  be 
serious  ;  but  in  the  life  of  nations  discreditable  failures  are  not 
measured  by  their  immediate  material  consequences.  To 
allow  a  group  of  colonies  to  slide  out  of  our  hands  because  we 
could  not  or  would  not  provide  them  with  a  tolerable  govern- 
ment would  be  nothing  less  than  a  public  disgrace.  It  would 
be  an  intimation  to  all  the  world  that  we  were  unable  to  main- 
tain any  longer  the  position  which  our  fathers  had  made  for 
us;  and  when  the  unravelling  of  the  knitted  fabric  of  the 
Empire  has  once  begun  the  process  will  be  a  rapid  one. 

*  But  what  would  you  do  ?  '  I  am  asked  impatiently.  *  We 
send  out  peers  or  gentlemen  against  whose  character  no  direct 
objection  can  be  raised;  we  assist  them  with  local  councils 
partly  chosen  by  the  people  themselves.  We  send  out  bishops, 
we  send  out  missionaries,  we  open  schools.  What  can  we  do 
more  ?  We  cannot  alter  the  climate,  we  cannot  make  planters 
prosper  when  sugar  will  not  pay,  we  cannot  convert  black  men 
into  whites,  we  cannot  force  the  blacks  to  work  for  the  whites 
when  they  do  not  wish  to  work  for  them.  "  Governing,"  as 
you  call  it,  will  not  change  the  natural  conditions  of  things. 
You  can  suggest  no  remedy,  and  mere  fault-finding  is  foolish 
and  mischievous.' 
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I  might  answer  a  good  many  things.  Government  cannot 
do  everything,  but  it  can  do  something,  and  there  is  a  differ- 
ence between  governors  against  whom  there  is  nothing  to  object 
and  men  of  special  and  marked  capacity.  There  is  a  differ- 
ence between  governors  whose  hands  are  tied  by  local  councils 
and  whose  feet  are  tied  by  instructions  from  home,  and  a 
governor  with  a  free  hand  and  a  wise  head  left  to  take  his  ov/n 
measures  on  the  spot.  I  presume  that  no  one  can  seriously 
expect  that  an  orderly  organised  nation  can  be  made  out  of  the 
blacks,  when,  in  spite  of  your  schools  and  missionaries,  sixty 
per  cent,  of  the  children  now  born  among  them  are  illegitimate. 
You  can  do  for  the  West  Indies,  I  repeat  over  and  over  again, 
what  you  do  for  the  East ;  you  can  establish  a  firm  authorita- 
tive government  which  will  protect  the  blacks  in  their  civil 
rights  and  protect  the  whites  in  theirs.  You  cannot  alter  the 
climate,  it  is  true,  or  make  the  soil  more  fertile.  Already  it  is 
fertile  as  any  in  the  earth,  and  the  climate  is  admirable  for  the 
purposes  for  which  it  is  needed.  But  you  can  restore  confi- 
dence in  the  stability  of  your  tenure,  you  can  give  courage  to 
the  whites  who  are  on  the  spot  to  remain  there,  and  you  can 
tempt  capital  and  enterprise  to  venture  there  which  now  seek 
investments  elsewhere.  By  keeping  the  rule  in  your  own 
hands  you  will  restore  the  white  population  to  their  legitimate 
influence  ;  the  blacks  will  again  look  up  to  them  and  respect 
them  as  they  ought  to  do.  '  This  you  can  do,  and  it  will  cost 
you  nothing  save  a  httle  more  pains  in  the  selection  of  the 
persons  whom  you  are  to  trust  with  powers  analogous  to  those 
which  you  grant  to  your  provincial  governors  in  the  Indian 
peninsula. 

A  preliminary  condition  of  this,  as  of  all  other  real  im- 
provements, is  one,  however,  which  will  hardly  be  fulfilled. 
Before  a  beginning  can  be  made,  a  conviction  is  wanted  that 
life  has  other  objects  besides  present  interest  and  convenience ; 
and  very  few  of  us  indeed  have  at  the  bottom  of  our  hearts  any 
such  conviction  at  all.  We  can  talk  about  it  in  fine  language 
— no  age  ever  talked  more  or  better — but  we  don't  believe  in 
it ;  we  believe  only  in  professing  to  believe,  which  soothes  our 
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vanity  and  does  not  interfere  with  our  actions.  From  fine 
words  no  harvests  grow.  The  negroes  are  well  disposed  to 
follow  and  obey  any  white  who  will  be  kind  and  just  to  them, 
and  in  such  following  and  obedience  their  only  hope  of  im- 
provement lies.  The  problem  is  to  create  a  state  of  things 
under  which  Englishmen  of  vigour  and  character  will  make 
their  homes  among  them.  Annexation  to  the  United  States 
would  lead  probably  to  their  extermination  at  no  very  distant 
time.  The  Antilles  are  small,  and  the  fate  of  the  negroes  there 
might  be  no  better  than  the  fate  of  the  Caribs.  The  Ameri- 
cans are  not  a  people  who  can  be  trifled  with ;  no  one  knows 
it  better  than  the  negroes.  They  fear  them.  They  prefer  in- 
finitely the  mild  rule  of  England,  and  under  such  a  govern- 
ment as  we  might  provide  if  we  cared  to  try,  the  whole  of  our 
islands  might  become  like  the  Moravian  settlement  in  Jamaica, 
and  the  black  nature,  which  has  rather  degenerated  than  im- 
proved in  these  late  days  of  licence,  might  be  put  again  in  the 
way  of  regeneration.  The  process  would  be  slow — your  seed- 
lings in  a  plantation  hang  stationary  year  after  year,  but  they 
do  move  at  last.  We  cannot  disown  our  responsibility  for  these 
poor  adopted  brothers  of  ours.  We  send  missionaries  into 
Africa  to  convert  them  to  a  better  form  of  religion ;  why 
should  the  attempt  seem  chimerical  to  convert  them  prac- 
tically to  a  higher  purpose  in  our  own  colonies  ? 

The  reader  will  be  weary  of  a  sermon  the  points  of  which 
have  been  reiterated  so  often.  I  might  say  that  he  requires  to 
have  the  lesson  impressed  upon  him — that  it  is  for  his  good 
that  I  insist  upon  it,  and  not  for  my  own.  But  this  is  the 
common  language  of  all  preachers,  and  it  is  not  found  to  make 
the  hearers  more  attentive.  I  will  not  promise  to  say  no  more 
upon  the  subject,  for  it  was  forced  upon  me  at  every  moment 
and  point  of  my  journey.  I  am  arriving  near  the  end,  however, 
and  if  he  has  followed  so  far,  he  will  perhaps  go  on  with  me 
to  the  conclusion.  I  had  three  weeks  to  give  to  Havana; 
they  were  fast  running  out,  and  it  was  time  for  me  to  be  going. 
Strange  stories,  too,  came  from  England,  which  made  me  un- 
easy till  I  knew  how  they  were  set  in  circulation.     One  day 
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Mr.  Gladstone  was  said  to  have  gone  mad,  and  the  Queen  the 
next.  The  Russians  were  about  to  annex  Afghanistan.  Our 
troops  had  been  cut  to  pieces  in  Burmah.  Something  was 
going  wrong  with  us  every  day  in  one  corner  of  the  world  or 
another.  I  found  at  last  that  the  telegraphic  intelligence  was 
supplied  to  the  Cuban  newspapers  from  New  York,  that  the 
telegraph  clerks  there  were  generally  Irish,  and  their  facts  were 
the  creation  of  their  wishes.  I  was  to  return  to  Jamaica  in 
the  same  vessel  which  had  brought  me  from  it.  She  had  been 
down  to  the  isthmus,  and  was  to  call  at  Havana  on  her  way 
back.  The  captain's  most  English  face  was  a  welcome  sight 
to  me  when  he  appeared  one  evening  at  dinner.  He  had  come 
to  tell  me  that  he  was  to  sail  early  on  the  following  morning, 
and  I  arranged  to  go  on  board  with  him  the  same  night.  The 
Captain-General  had  not  forgotten  to  instruct  the  Gobierno 
Civil  to  grant  me  an  exeat  regno.  I  do  not  know  that  I 
gained  much  by  his  intercession,  for  without  it  I  should  hardly 
have  been  detained  indefinitely,  and  as  it  was  I  had  to  pay 
more  dollars  than  I  liked  to  part  with.  The  necessary  docu- 
ments, however,  had  been  sent  through  the  British  consul,  and 
I  was  free  to  leave  when  I  pleased.  I  paid  my  bill  at  the 
hotel,  which  was  not  after  all  an  extravagant  one,  cleared  my 
pocket-book  of  the  remainder  of  the  soiled  and  tattered  paper 
which  is  called  money,  and  does  duty  for  it  down  to  a  half- 
penny, and  with  my  distinguished  friend  Don  G ,  the  real 

acquisition  which  I  had  made  in  coming  to  his  country,  and 
who  would  not  leave  me  till  I  was  in  the  boat,  I  drove  away  to 
the  wharf. 

It  was  a  still,  lovely,  starlight  night.  The  moon  had  risen 
over  the  hills,  and  was  shining  brightly  on  the  roofs  and  towers 
of  the  city,  and  on  the  masts  and  spars  of  the  vessels  which 
were  riding  in  the  harbour.  There  was  not  a  ripple  on  the 
water,  and  stars  and  city,  towers  and  ships,  stood  inverted  on 
the  surface  pointing  downward  as  into  a  second  infinity.  The 
charm  was  unfortunately  interfered  with  by  odours  worse  than 
Coleridge  found  at  Cologne  and  cursed  in  rhyme.  The  drains 
of  Havana,  like  orange  blossom,  give  off  their  most  fragrant 
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vapours  in  the  dark  hours.     I  could  well  believe  Don  G 's 

saying,  that  but  for  the  natural  healthiness  of  the  place,  they 
would  all  die  of  it  like  poisoned  flies.  We  had  to  cut  our 
adieus  short,  for  the  mouth  of  some  horrid  sewer  was  close  to 
us.  In  the  boat  I  did  not  escape  ;  the  water  smelt  horribly  as 
it  was  stirred  by  the  oars,  charged  as  it  was  with  three  centuries 
of  pollution,  and  the  phosphorescent  light  shone  with  a  sickly, 
sulphur-like  brilliance.  One  could  have  fancied  that  one  was 
in  Charon's  boat  and  was  crossing  Acheron.  When  I  reached 
the  steamer  I  watched  from  the  deck  the  same  ghost-like  phe- 
nomenon which  is  described  by  Tom  Cringle.  A  fathom  deep, 
in  the  ship's  shadow,  some  shark  or  other  monster  sailed  slowly 
by  in  an  envelope  of  spectral  lustre.  When  he  stopped  his 
figure  disappeared,  when  he  moved  on  again  it  was  like  the 
movement  of  a  streak  of  blue  flame.  Such  a  creature  did  not 
seem  as  if  it  could  belong  to  our  famiHar  sunlit  ocean. 

The  state  of  the  harbour  is  not  creditable  to  the  Spanish 
Government,  and  I  suppose  will  not  be  improved  till  there  is 
some  change  of  dynasty.  All  that  can  be  said  for  it  is  that  it 
is  not  the  worst  in  these  seas.  Our  ship  had  just  come  from 
the  Canal,   and  had  brought  the  latest  news  from   thence. 

But  the  miscalculations  of  the  work  to  be  done  and  of  the  ex- 
pense of  doing  it  are  now  notorious  to  all  the  world.  The 
alternatives  are  to  abandon  an  'enterprise  so  splendid  in 
conception,  so  disastrous  in  the  execution,  or  to  raise  and 
spend  fresh  tens  of  millions  to  follow  those  that  are  gone  with 
no  certain  prospect  of  success  after  all.  The  saddest  part  of 
the  story  will  be  soonest  forgotten — the  frightful  consumption 
of  human  life  in  those  damp  and  pestilential  jungles.  M. 
Lesseps  having  made  his  name  immortal  at  Suez,  aspired  at 
eclipsing  his  first  achievement,  by  a  second  yet  more  splendidly 
ambitious,  at  a  time  of  Hfe  when  common  men  are  content  to 
retire  upon  their  laurels.  He  deserves  and  will  receive  an  un- 
stinted admiration  for  his  energy  and  his  enthusiasm.  But  his 
countrymen  who  have  so  zealously  supported  him  will  be 
rewarded  with   no   dividend  upon  their  shares,  even  if  the 
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two  oceans  are  eventually  united,  and  no  final  success  can  be 
looked  for  in  the  bold  projector's  life  time. 

At  dawn  we  swept  out  under  the  Moro,  and  away  once  more 
into  the  free  fresh  open  sea.  We  had  come  down  on  the  south 
side  of  the  island,  we  returned  by  the  north  up  the  old  Bahama 
Channel  where  Drake  died  on  his  way  home  from  his  last  un- 
successful expedition — Lope  de  Vega  singing  a  pasan  over  the 
end  of  the  great  *  dragon.'  Fresh  passengers  brought  fresh 
talk.  There  was  a  clever  young  Jamaican  on  board  returning 
from  a  holiday ;  he  had  the  spirits  of  youth  about  him,  and 
would  have  pleased  my  American  who  never  knew  good  come 
of  despondency.  He  had  hopes  for  his  country,  but  they 
rested,  like  those  of  every  sensible  man  that  I  met,  on  an 
inability  to  believe  that  there  would  be  further  advances  in  the 
direction  of  political  liberty.  A  revised  constitution,  he  said, 
could  issue  only  in  fresh  Gordon  riots  and  fresh  calamities. 
He  had  been  travelling  in  the  Southern  States.  He  had  seen 
the  state  of  Mississippi  deserted  by  the  whites,  and  falling  back 
into  a  black  wilderness.  He  had  seen  South  CaroHna,  which 
had  narrowly  escaped  ruin  under  a  black  and  carpet-bagger 
legislature,  and  had  recovered  itself  under  the  steady  determi- 
nation of  the  Americans  that  the  civil  war  was  not  to  mean  the 
domination  of  negro  over  white.  The  danger  was  greater  in 
the  English  islands  than  in  either  of  these  states,  from  the 
enormous  disproportion  of  numbers.  The  experiment  could  be 
ventured  only  under  a  high  census  and  a  restricted  franchise. 
But  the  experience  of  all  countries  showed  that  these  limited 
franchises  were  invidious  and  could  not  be  maintained,  the 
end  was  involved  in  the  beginning,  and  he  trusted  that  prudent 
counsels  would  prevail.     We  had  gone  too  far  already. 

On  board  also  there  was  a  traveller  from  a  Manchester  house 
of  business,  who  gave  me  a  more  flourishing  account  than  I 
expected  of  the  state  of  our  trade,  not  so  much  with  the 
English  islands  as  with  the  Spaniards  in  Cuba  and  on  the 
mainland.  His  own  house,  he  said,  had  a  large  business  with 
Havana;  twenty  firms  in  the  north  of  England  were  com- 
peting there,  and  all  were  doing  well.    The  Spanish  Americans 
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on  the  west  side  of  the  continent  were  good  customers,  with 
the  exception  of  the  Mexicans,  who  were  energetic  and  indus- 
trious, and  manufactured  for  their  own  consumption.  These 
modern  Aztecs  were  skilful  workmen,  nimble-fingered  and  in- 
ventive. Wages  were  low,  but  they  were  contented  with  them. 
Mexico,  I  was  surprised  to  hear  from  him,  was  rising  fast  into 
prosperity.  Whether  human  life  was  any  safer  then  than  it 
was  a  few  years  ago,  he  did  not  tell  me. 

Amidst  talk  and  chess  and  occasional  whist  after  nightfall 
when  reading  became  difficult,  we  ran  along  with  smooth  seas, 
land  sometimes  in  sight,  with  shoals  on  either  side  of  us. 

We  were  to  have  one  more  glimpse  of  Hayti ;  we  were  to 
touch  at  Port  au  Prince,  the  seat  of  government  of  the  suc- 
cessors of  Toussaint.  If  beauty  of  situation  could  mould 
human  character,  the  inhabitants  of  Port  au  Prince  might 
claim  to  be  the  first  of  mankind.  St.  Domingo  or  Espanola, 
of  which  Hayti  is  the  largest  division,  was  the  earliest  island 
discovered  by  Columbus  and  the  finest  in  the  Caribbean  Ocean. 
It  remained  Spanish,  as  I  have  already  said,  for  200  years,  when 
Hayti  was  taken  by  the  French  buccaneers,  and  made  over  by 
them  to  Louis  XIV.  The  French  kept  it  till  the  Revolution. 
They  built  towns  ;  they  laid  out  farms  and  sugar  fields ;  they 
planted  coffee  all  over  the  island,  where  it  now  grows  wild. 
Vast  herds  of  cattle  roamed  over  the  mountains ;  splendid 
houses  rose  over  the  rich  savannahs.  The  French  Church  put 
out  its  strength ;  there  were  churches  and  priests  in  every 
parish  ;  there  were  monasteries  and  nunneries  for  the  religious 
orders.  So  firm  was  the  hold  that  they  had  gained  that  Hayti, 
like  Cuba,  seemed  to  have  been  made  a  part  of  the  old  world, 
and  as  civilised  as  France  itself.  But  French  civiHsation  be- 
came itself  electric.  The  Revolution  came,  and  the  reign  of 
Liberty.  The  blacks  took  arms ;  they  surprised  the  plantations ; 
they  made  a  clean  sweep  of  the  whole  French  population. 
Yellow  fever  swept  away  the  armies  which  were  sent  to  avenge 
the  massacre,  and  France  being  engaged  in  annexing  Europe 
had  no  leisure  to  despatch  more.  The  island  being  thus 
derelict,  Spain  and  England  both  tried  their  hand  to  recover 
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it,  but  failed  from  the  same  cause,  and  a  black  nation,  with  a 
republican  constitution  and  a  population  perhaps  of  about  a 
million  and  a  half  of  pure-blood  negroes,  has  since  been  in 
unchallenged  possession,  and  has  arrived  at  the  condition 
which  has  been  described  to  us  by  Sir  Spenser  St.  John.  Re- 
publics which  begin  with  murder  and  plunder  do  not  come  to 
much  good  in  this  world.  Hayti  has  passed  through  many 
revolutions,  and  is  no  nearer  than  at  first  to  stability.  The 
present  president,  M.  Salomon,  who  was  long  a  refugee  in 
Jamaica,  came  into  power  a  few  years  back  by  a  turn  of  the 
wheel.  He  was  described  to  me  as  a  peremptory  gentleman 
who  made  quick  work  with  his  political  opponents.  His  term 
of  office  having  nearly  expired,  he  had  re-elected  himself 
shortly  before  for  another  seven  years  and  was  prepared  to 
maintain  his  right  by  any  measures  which  he  might  think  ex- 
pedient. He  had  a  few  regiments  of  soldiers,  who,  I  was 
told,  were  devoted  to  him,  and  a  fleet  consisting  of  two  gun- 
boats commanded  by  an  American  officer,  to  whom  he  chiefly 
owed  his  security. 

We  had  steamed  along  the  Hayti  coast  all  one  afternoon, 
underneath  a  high  range  of  hills  which  used  to  be  the  hunt- 
ing ground  of  the  buccaneers.  We  had  passed  their  famous 
Tortugas^  without  seeing  them.  Towards  evening  we  entered 
the  long  channel  between  Gonaive  island  and  the  mainland, 
going  slowly  that  we  might  not  arrive  at  Port  au  Prince  before 
daylight.  It  was  six  in  the  morning  when  the  anchor  rattled 
down,  and  I  went  on  deck  to  look  about  me.  We  were  at  the 
head  of  a  fiord  rather  broader  than  those  in  Norway,  but  very 
like  them — wooded  mountains  rising  on  either  side  of  us,  an 
open  valley  in  front,  and  on  the  rich  level  soil  washed  down  by 
the  rains  and  deposited  along  the  shore,  the  old  French  and 
now  President  Salomon's  capital.  Palms  and  oranges  and 
other  trees  were  growing  everywhere  among  the  houses  giving 
the  impression  of  graceful  civilisation.  Directly  before  us  were 
three  or  four  wooded  islets  which  form  a  natural  breakwater, 

^  Tortoise  Islands ;  the  buccaneers'  head  quarters. 
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and  above  them  were  seen  the  masts  of  the  vessels  which  were 
lying  in  the  harbour  behind.  Close  to  where  we  were  brought 
up  lay  the  '  Canada,'  an  English  frigate,  and  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  her  an  American  frigate  of  about  the  same  size, 
with  the  stars  and  stripes  conspicuously  flying.  We  have  had 
some  differences  of  late  with  the  Hayti  authorities,  and  the 
satisfaction  which  we  asked  for  having  been  refused  or  delayed, 
a  man-of-war  had  been  sent  to  ask  redress  in  more  peremptory 
terms.  The  town  lay  under  her  guns ;  the  president's  ships, 
which  she  might  perhaps  have  seized  as  a  security,  had  been 
taken  out  of  sight  into  shallow  water,  where  she  could  not 
follow  them.  The  Americans  have  no  particular  rights  in 
Hayti,  and  are  as  little  liked  as  we  are,  but  they  are  feared, 
and  they  do  not  allow  any  business  of  a  serious  kind  to  go  on 
in  those  waters  without  knowing  what  it  is  about.  Perhaps 
the  president's  admiral  of  the  station  being  an  American  may 
have  had  something  to  do  with  their  presence.  Anyway,  there 
the  two  ships  were  lying  when  I  came  up  from  below,  their 
hulks  and  spars  outlined  picturesquely  against  the  steep  wooded 
shores.  The  air  was  hot  and  steamy;  fishing  vessels  with 
white  sails  were  drifting  slowly  about  the  glassy  water.  Except 
for  the  heat  and  a  black  officer  of  the  customs  in  uniform,  and 
his  boat  and  black  crew  alongside,  I  could  have  believed  my- 
self off  Molde  or  some  similar  Norwegian  town,  so  like  every- 
thing seemed,  even  to  the  colour  of  the  houses. 

We  were  to  stay  some  hours.  After  breakfast  we  landed. 
I  had  seen  Jacmel,  and  therefore  thought  myself  prepared  for 
the  worst  which  I  should  find.  Jacmel  was  an  outlying  symp- 
tom ;  Port  au  Prince  was  the  central  ulcer.  Long  before  we 
came  to  shore  there  came  off  whiffs,  not  of  drains  as  at  Havana, 
but  of  active  dirt  fermenting  in  the  sunlight.  Calling  our 
handkerchiefs  to  our  help  and  looking  to  our  feet  carefully, 
we  stepped  up  upon  the  quay  and  walked  forward  as  judiciously 
as  we  could.  With  the  help  of  stones  we  crossed  a  shallow 
ditch,  where  rotten  fish,  vegetables,  and  other  articles  were 
lying  about  promiscuously,  and  we  came  on  what  did  duty  for 
a  grand  parade. 
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We  were  in  a  Paris  of  the  gutter,  with  boulevards  and 
places^  fiacres  and  crimson  parasols.  The  boulevards  were 
littered  with  the  refuse  of  the  houses  and  were  foul  as  pig- 
sties, and  the  ladies  under  the  parasols  were  picking  their 
way  along  them  in  Parisian  boots  and  silk  dresses.  I  saw  a 
fiacre  broken  down  in  a  black  pool  out  of  which  a  blacker 
ladyship  was  scrambling.  Fever  breeds  so  prodigally  in  that 
pestilential  squalor  that  40,000  people  were  estimated  to  have 
died  of  it  in  a  single  year.  There  were  shops  and  stores  and 
streets,  men  and  women  in  tawdry  European  costume,  and 
officers  on  horseback  with  a  tatter  of  lace  and  gilding.  We 
passed  up  the  principal  avenue,  which  opened  on  the  market 
place.  Above  the  market  was  the  cathedral,  more  hideous 
than  even  the  Mormon  temple  at  Salt  Lake.  It  was  full 
of  ladies ;  the  rank,  beauty,  and  fashion  of  Port  au  Prince  were 
at  their  morning  mass,  for  they  are  Catholics  with  African 
beliefs  underneath.  They  have  a  French  clergy,  an  arch- 
bishop and  bishop,  paid  miserably  but  still  subsisting ;  subsist- 
ing not  as  objects  of  reverence  at  all,  as  they  are  at  Dominica, 
but  as  the  humble  servants  and  ministers  of  black  society. 
We  English  are  in  bad  favour  just  now ;  no  wonder,  with  the 
guns  of  the  *  Canada '  pointed  at  the  city ;  but  the  chief  com- 
plaint is  on  account  of  Sir  Spenser  St.  John's  book,  which  they 
cry  out  against  with  a  degree  of  anger  which  is  the  surest 
evidence  of  its  truth.  It  would  be  unfair  even  to  hint  at  the 
names  or  stations  of  various  persons  who  gave  me  information 
about  the  condition  of  the  place  and  people.  Enough  that 
those  who  knew  well  what  they  were  speaking  about  assured 
me  that  Hayti  was  the  most  ridiculous  caricature  of  civilisa- 
tion in  the  whole  world.  Doubtless  the  whites  there  are  not 
disinterested  witnesses  ;  for  they  are  treated  as  they  once 
treated  the  blacks.  They  can  own  no  freehold  property,  and 
exist  only  on  tolerance.  They  are  called  *  white  trash.'  Black 
dukes  and  marquises  drive  over  them  in  the  street  and  swear 
at  them,  and  they  consider  it  an  invasion  of  the  natural  order 
of  things.  If  this  was  the  worst,  or  even  if  the  dirt  and  the 
disease  was  the  worst,  it  might  be  borne  with,  for  the  whites 
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might  go  away  if  they  pleased,  and  they  pay  the  penalty  them- 
selves for  choosing  to  be  there.  But  this  is  not  the  worst. 
Immorality  is  so  universal  that  it  almost  ceases  to  be  a  fault, 
for  a  fault  implies  an  exception,  and  in  Hayti  it  is  the  rule. 
Young  people  make  experiment  of  one  another  before  they 
will  enter  into  any  closer  connection.  So  far  they  are  no 
worse  than  in  our  own  English  islands,  where  the  custom  is 
equally  general ;  but  behind  the  immorality,  behind  the  religi- 
osity, there  lies  active  and  alive  the  horrible  revival  of  the 
West  African  superstitions ;  the  serpent  worship,  and  the  child 
sacrifice,  and  the  cannibalism.  There  is  no  room  to  doubt  it. 
A  missionary  assured  me  that  an  instance  of  it  occurred  only 
a  year  ago  within  his  own  personal  knowledge.  The  facts  are 
notorious ;  a  full  account  was  pubUshed  in  one  of  the  local 
newspapers,  and  the  only  result  was  that  the  president  im- 
prisoned the  editor  for  exposing  his  country.  A  few  years  ago 
persons  guilty  of  these  infamies  were  tried  and  punished ;  now 
they  are  left  alone,  because  to  prosecute  and  convict  them 
would  be  to  acknowledge  the  truth  of  the  indictment. 

In  this,  as  in  all  other  communities,  there  is  a  better  side  as 
well  as  a  worse.  The  better  part  is  ashamed  of  the  condition 
into  which  the  country  has  fallen ;  rational  and  well-disposed 
Haytians  would  welcome  back  the  French  but  for  an  impres- 
sion, whether  well  founded  or  ill  I  know  not,  that  the 
Americans  would  not  suffer  any  European  nation  to  reacquire 
or  recover  any  new  territory  on  their  side  of  the  Atlantic. 
They  make  the  most  they  can  of  their  French  connection. 
They  send  their  children  to  Paris  to  be  educated,  and  many 
of  them  go  thither  themselves.  There  is  money  among  them, 
though  industry  there  is  none.  The  Hayti  coffee  which  bears 
so  high  a  reputation  is  simply  gathered  under  the  bushes  which 
the  French  planters  left  behind  them,  and  is  half  as  excellent 
as  it  ought  to  be  because  it  is  so  carelessly  cleaned.  Yet  so  rich 
is  the  island  in  these  and  other  natural  productions  that  they 
cannot  entirely  ruin  it.  They  have  a  revenue  from  their 
customs  of  5,000,000  dollars  to  be  the  prey  of  political 
schemers.     They  have  a  constitution,  of  course,  with  a  legis- 
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lature — two  houses  of  a  legislature — universal  suffrage,  &c., 
but  it  does  not  save  them  from  revolutions,  which  recurred 
every  two  or  three  years  till  the  time  of  the  present  president. 
He  being  of  stronger  metal  than  the  rest,  takes  care  that  the 
votes  are  given  as  he  pleases,  shoots  down  recusants,  and 
knows  how  to  make  himself  feared.  He  is  a  giant,  they  say — 
I  did  not  see  him — six  feet  some  inches  in  height  and  broad 
in  proportion.  When  in  Jamaica  he  was  a  friend  of  Gordon, 
and  the  intimacy  between  them  is  worth  noting,  as  throwing 
light  on  Gordon's  political  aspirations. 

I  stayed  no  longer  than  the  ship's  business  detained  the 
captain,  and  I  breathed  more  freely  when  I  had  left  that 
miserable  cross-birth  of  ferocity  and  philanthropic  sentiment. 
No  one  can  foretell  the  future  fate  of  the  black  republic,  but 
the  present  order  of  things  cannot  last  in  an  island  so  close 
under  the  American  shores.  If  the  Americans  forbid  any 
other  power  to  interfere,  they  will  have  to  interfere  them- 
selves. If  they  find  Mormonism  an  intolerable  blot  upon 
their  escutcheon,  they  will  have  to  put  a  stop  in  some  way  or 
other  to  cannibalism  and  devil-worship.  Meanwhile,  the 
ninety  years  of  negro  self-government  have  had  their  use  in 
showing  what  it  really  means,  and  if  English  statesmen,  either 
to  save  themselves  trouble  or  to  please  the  prevailing  unin- 
structed  sentiment,  insist  on  extending  it,  they  will  be  found 
when  the  accounts  are  made  up  to  have  been  no  better 
friends  to  the  unlucky  negro  than  their  slave-trading  fore- 
fathers. 

From  the  head  of  the  bay  on  which  Port  au  Prince  stands 
there  reaches  out  on  the  west  the  long  arm  or  peninsula  which 
is  so  peculiar  a  feature  in  the  geography  of  the  island.  The 
arm  bone  is  a  continuous  ridge  of  mountains  rising  to  a  height 
of  8,000  feet  and  stretching  for  160  miles.  At  the  back 
towards  the  ocean  is  Jacmel,  on  the  other  side  is  the  bight  of 
Leogane,  over  which  and  along  the  land  our  course  lay  after 
leaving  President  Salomon's  city.  The  day  was  unusually 
hot,  and  we  sat  under  an  awning  on  deck  watching  the 
changes  in  the  landscape  as  ravines  opened  and  closed  again, 
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and  tall  peaks  changed  their  shapes  and  angles.  Clouds  came 
down  upon  the  mountain  tops  and  passed  off  again,  whole 
galleries  of  pictures  swept  by,  and  nature  never  made  more 
lovely  ones.  The  peculiarity  of  tropical  mountain  scenery  is 
that  the  high  summits  are  clothed  with  trees.  The  outlines 
are  thus  softened  and  rounded,  save  where  the  rock  is  broken 
into  precipices.  Along  the  sea  and  for  several  miles  inland 
are  the  Basses  Terres  as  they  used  to  be  called,  level  alluvial 
plains,  cut  and  watered  at  intervals  by  rivers,  once  covered 
with  thriving  plantations  and  now  a  jungle.  There  are  no 
wild  beasts  there  save  an  occasional  man,  few  snakes,  and 
those  not  dangerous.  The  acres  of  richest  soil  which  are 
waiting  there  till  reasonable  beings  can  return  and  cultivate 
them,  must  be  hundreds  of  thousands.  In  the  valleys  and  on 
the  slopes  there  are  all  gradations  of  climate,  abundant  water, 
grass  lands  that  might  be  black  with  cattle,  or  on  the  loftier 
ranges  white  with  sheep. 

It  is  strange  to  think  how  chequered  a  history  these  islands 
have  had,  how  far  they  are  even  yet  from  any  condition  which 
promises  permanence.  Not  one  of  them  has  arrived  at  any 
stable  independence.  Spaniards,  English  and  French,  Dutch 
and  Danes  scrambled  for  them,  fought  for  them,  occupied 
them  more  or  less  with  their  own  people,  but  it  was  not  to 
found  new  nations,  but  to  get  gold  or  get  something  which 
could  be  changed  for  gold.  Only  occasionally,  and  as  it  were 
by  accident,  they  became  the  theatre  of  any  grander  game. 
The  war  of  the  Reformation  was  carried  thither,  and  heroic 
deeds  were  done  there,  but  it  was  by  adventurers  who  were  in 
search  of  plunder  for  themselves.  France  and  England  fought 
among  the  Antilles,  and  their  names  are  connected  with  many 
a  gallant  action ;  but  they  fought  for  the  sovereignty  of  the 
seas,  not  for  the  rights  and  liberties  of  the  French  or  English 
inhabitants  of  the  islands.  Instead  of  occupying  them  with 
free  inhabitants,  the  European  nations  filled  them  with  slave 
gangs.  They  were  valued  only  for  the  wealth  which  they 
yielded,  and  society  there  has  never  assumed  any  particularly 
noble  aspect.     There  has  been  splendour  and  luxurious  living, 
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and  there  have  been  crimes  and  horrors,  and  revolts  and 
massacres.  There  has  been  romance,  but  it  has  been  the 
romance  of  pirates  and  outlaws.  The  natural  graces  of  human 
life  do  not  show  themselves  under  such  conditions.  There  has 
been  no  saint  in  the  West  Indies  since  Las  Casas,  no  hero 
unless  philonegro  enthusiasm  can  make  one-out  of  Toussaint. 
There  are  no  people  there  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word,  with 
a  character  and  purpose  of  their  own,  unless  to  some  extent 
in  Cuba,  and  therefore  when  the  wind  has  changed  and  the 
wealth  for  which  the  islands  were  alone  desired  is  no  longer  to 
be  made  among  them,  and  slavery  is  no  longer  possible  and 
would  not  pay  if  it  were,  there  is  nothing  to  fall  back  upon. 
The  palaces  of  the  English  planters  and  merchants  fall  to 
decay ;  their  wines  and  their  furniture,  their  books  and  their 
pictures,  are  sold  or  dispersed.  Their  existence  is  a  struggle 
to  keep  afloat,  and  one  by  one  they  go  under  in  the  waves. 

The  blacks  as  long  as  they  were  slaves  were  docile  and 
partially  civilised.  They  have  behaved  on  the  whole  well  in 
our  islands  since  their  emancipation,  for  though  they  were 
personally  free  the  whites  were  still  their  rulers,  and  they  looked 
up  to  them  with  respect.  They  have  acquired  land  and  notions 
of  property,  some  of  them  can  read,  many  of  them  are  toler- 
able workmen  and  some  excellent,  but  in  character  the  move- 
ment is  backwards,  not  forwards.  Even  in  Hayti,  after  the 
first  outburst  of  ferocity,  a  tolerable  government  was  possible 
for  a  generation  or  two.  Orderly  habits  are  not  immediately 
lost,  but  the  effect  of  leaving  the  negro  nature  to  itself  is 
apparent  at  last.  In  the  English  islands  they  are  innocently 
happy  in  the  unconsciousness  of  the  obligations  of  morality. 
They  eat,  drink,  sleep,  and  smoke,  and  do  the  least  in  the  way 
of  work  that  they  can.  They  have  no  ideas  of  duty,  and 
therefore  are  not  made  uneasy  by  neglecting  it.  One  or  other 
of  them  occasionally  rises  in  the  legal  or  other  profession,  but 
there  is  no  sign,  not  the  slightest,  that  the  generality  of  the 
race  are  improving  either  in  intelligence  or  moral  habits ;  all 
the  evidence  is  the  other  way.  No  Uncle  Tom,  no  Aunt  Chloe 
need  be  looked  for  in  a  negro's  cabin  in  the  West  Indies.     If 


THE  NEGROES  307 

such  specimens  of  black  humanity  are  to  be  found  anywhere, 
it  will  be  where  they  have  continued  under  the  old  influences 
as  servants  in  white  men's  houses.  The  generality  are  mere 
good-natured  animals,  who  in  service  had  learnt  certain  accom- 
plishments, and  had  developed  certain  qualities  of  a  higher 
kind.  Left  to  themselves  they  fall  back  upon  the  superstitions 
and  habits  of  their  ancestors.  The  key  to  the  character  of  any 
people  is  to  be  found  in  the  local  customs  which  have  spon- 
taneously grown  or  are  growing  among  them.  The  customs 
of  Dahomey  have  not  yet  shown  themselves  in  the  English 
West  Indies  and  never  can  while  the  English  authority  is 
maintained ;  but  no  custom  of  any  kind  will  be  found  in  a  negro 
hut  or  village  from  which  his  most  sanguine  friend  can  derive 
a  hope  that  he  is  on  the  way  to  mending  himself. 

Roses  do  not  grow  on  thorn  trees,  nor  figs  on  thistles.  A 
healthy  human  civilisation  was  not  perhaps  to  be  looked  for  in 
countries  which  have  been  alternately  the  prey  of  avarice, 
ambition,  and  sentimentalism.  We  visit  foreign  countries  to 
see  varieties  of  life  and  character,  to  learn  languages  that  we 
may  gain  an  insight  into  various  literatures,  to  see  manners 
unlike  our  own  springing  naturally  out  of  different  soils  and 
climates,  to  see  beautiful  works  of  art,  to  see  places  associated 
with  great  men  and  great  actions,  and  subsidiary  to  these,  to 
see  lakes  and  mountains,  and  strange  skies  and  seas.  But  the 
localities  of  great  events  and  the  homes  of  the  actors  in  them 
are  only  saddening  when  the  spiritual  results  are  disappointing, 
and  scenery  loses  its  charm  unless  the  grace  of  humanity  is  in 
the  heart  of  it.  To  the  man  of  science  the  West  Indies  may 
be  delightful  and  instructive.  Rocks  and  trees  and  flowers 
remain  as  they  always  were,  and  Nature  is  constant  to  herself. 
But  the  traveller  whose  heart  is  with  his  kind,  and  who  cares 
only  to  see  his  brother  mortals  making  their  corner  of  this 
planet  into  an  orderly  and  ■  rational  home,  had  better  choose 
some  other  object  for  his  pilgrimage. 
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CHAPTER   XXI. 

Return  to  Jamaica  —Cherry  Garden  again — Black  servants — Social  condi- 
tions— Sir  Henry  Norman — King's  House  once  more — Negro  suffrage— 
The  will  of  the  people — The  Irish  python — Conditions  of  colonial  union 
— Oratory  and  statesmanship. 

I  HAD  to  return  to  Jamaica  from  Cuba  to  meet  the  mail  to 
England.  My  second  stay  could  be  but  brief.  For  the  short 
time  that  was  allowed  me  I  went  back  to  my  hospitable 
friends  at  Cherry  Garden,  which  is  an  oasis  in  the  wilderness. 
In  the  heads  of  the  family  there  was  cultivation  and  simplicity 
and  sense.  There  was  a  home  life  with  its  quiet  occupations 
and  enjoyments — serious  when  seriousness  was  needed,  light 
and  bright  in  the  ordinary  routine  of  existence.  The  black 
domestics,  far  unlike  the  children  of  liberty  whom  I  had  left 
at  Port  au  Prince,  had  caught  their  tone  from  their  master  and 
mistress,  and  were  low-voiced,  humorous,  and  pleasant  to  talk 
with.  So  perfect  were  they  in  their  several  capacities,  that, 
like  the  girls  at  Government  House  at  Dominica,  I  would  have 
liked  to  pack  them  in  my  portmanteau  and  carry  them  home. 
The  black  butler  received  me  on  my  arrival  as  an  old  friend. 
He  brought  me  a  pair  of  boots  which  I  had  left  behind  me  on 
my  first  visit ;  he  told  me  '  the  female '  had  found  them.  The 
lady  of  the  house  took  me  out  for  a  drive  with  her.  The  coach- 
man half-upset  us  into  a  ditch,  and  we  narrowlye  scaped  being 
pitched  into  a  ravine.  The  dusky  creature  insisted  pathetically 
that  it  was  not  his  fault,  nor  the  horse's  fault.  His  ebony  wife 
had  left  him  for  a  week's  visit  to  a  friend,  and  his  wits  had 
gone  after  her.  Of  course  he  was  forgiven.  Cherry  Garden 
was  a  genuine  homestead,  a  very  menagerie  of  domestic  animals 
of  all  sorts  and  breeds.  Horses  loitered  under  the  shade  of 
the  mangoes ;  cows,  asses,  dogs,  turkeys,  cocks  and  hens,  geese, 
guinea  fowl  and  pea  fowl  lounged  and  strutted  about  the  paddocks. 
In  the  grey  of  the  morning  they  held  their  concerts;  the  asses 
brayed,  the  dogs  barked,  the  turkeys  gobbled,  and  the  pea  fowl 
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screamed.  It  was  enough  to  waken  the  seven  sleepers,  but 
the  noises  seemed  so  home-like  and  natural  that  they  mixed 
pleasantly  in  one's  dreams.  One  morning,  after  they  had  been 
holding  a  special  jubilee,  the  butler  apologised  for  them  when 
he  came  to  call  me,  and  laughed  as  at  the  best  of  jokes  when 
I  said  they  did  not  mean  any  harm.  The  great  feature  of  the 
day  was  five  cats,  with  blue  eyes  and  spotlessly  white,  who 
walked  in  regularly  at  breakfast,  ranged  themselves  on  their 
tails  round  their  mistress's  chair,  and  ate  their  porridge  and 
milk  like  reasonable  creatures.  Within  and  without  all  was 
orderly.  The  gardens  were  in  perfect  condition ;  fields  were 
being  inclosed  and  planted  ;  the  work  of  the  place  went  on  of 
itself,  with  the  eye  of  the  mistress  on  it,  and  her  voice, 
if  necessary,  heard  in  command;  but  black  and  white  were  all 
friends  together.  What  could  man  ask  for,  more  than  to  live 
all  his  days  in  such  a  climate  and  with  such  surroundings  ? 
Why  should  a  realised  ideal  like  this  pass  away  ?  Why  may  it 
not  extend  itself  till  it  has  transformed  the  features  of  all  our 
West  Indian  possessions  ?  Thousand  of  English  families  might 
be  living  in  similar  scenes,  happy  in  themselves  and  spreading 
round  them  a  happy,  wholesome  English  atmosphere.  Why 
not  indeed  ?  Only  because  we  are  enchanted.  Because  in 
Jamaica  and  Barbadoes  the  white  planters  had  a  constitution 
granted  them  two  hundred  years  ago,  therefore  their  emanci- 
pated slaves  must  now  have  a  constitution  also.  Wonderful 
logic  of  formulas,  powerful  as  a  witches'  cauldron  for  mischief 
as  long  as  it  is  believed  in.  The  colonies  and  the  Empire !  If 
the  colonies  were  part  indeed  of  the  Empire,  if  they  were  taken 
into  partnership  as  the  Americans  take  theirs,  and  were 
members  of  an  organised  body,  if  an  injury  to  each  single  limb 
would  be  felt  as  an  injury  to  the  whole,  we  should  not  be  play- 
ing with  their  vital  interests  to  catch  votes  at  home.  Alas  ! 
at  home  we  are  split  in  two,  and  party  is  more  than  the  nation, 
and  famous  statesmen,  thinly  disguising  their  motives  under  a 
mask  of  policy,  condemn  to-day  what  they  approved  of  yester- 
day, and  catch  at  power  by  projects  which  they  would  be  the  first 
to  denounce  if  suggested  by  their  adversaries.     Till  this  tyranny 
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be  overpast,  to  bring  into  one  the  scattered  portions  of  the 
Empire  is  the  idlest  of  dreams,  and  the  most  that  is  to  be 
hoped  for  is  to  arrest  any  active  mischief.  Happy  Americans, 
who  have  a  Supreme  Court  with  a  code  of  fundamental  laws 
to  control  the  vagaries  of  politicians  and  check  the  passions  of 
fluctuating  electoral  majorities!  What  the  Supreme  Court  is 
to  them,  the  Crown  ought  to  be  for  us ;  but  the  Crown  is 
powerless  and  must  remain  powerless,  and  therefore  we  are  as 
we  are,  and  our  national  existence  is  made  the  shuttlecock  of 
party  contention. 

Time  passed  so  pleasantly  with  me  in  these  concluding 
days  that  I  could  have  wished  it  to  be  the  nothing  which 
metaphysicians  say  that  it  is,  and  that  when  one  was  happy 
it  would  leave  one  alone.  We  wandered  in  the  shade  in  the 
mornings,  we  made  expeditions  in  the  evenings,  called  at 
friends'  houses,  and  listened  to  the  gossip  of  the  island.  It 
turned  usually  on  the  one  absorbing  subject — black  servants 
and  the  difficulty  of  deaUng  with  them.  An  American  lady 
from  Pennsylvania  declared  emphatically  as  her  opinion  that 
emancipation  had  been  a  piece  of  folly,  and  that  things  would 
never  mend  till  they  were  slaves  again. 

One  of  my  own  chief  hopes  in  going  originally  to  Jamaica 
had  been  to  see  and  learn  the  views  of  the  distinguished 
Governor  there.  Sir  Henry  Norman  had  been  one  of  the 
most  eminent  of  the  soldier  civilians  in  India.  He  had 
brought  with  him  a  brilliant  reputation;  he  had  won  the 
confidence  in  the  West  Indies  of  all  classes  and  all  colours. 
He,  if  anyone,  would  understand  the  problem,  and  from  the 
high  vantage  ground  of  experience  would  know  what  could  or 
could  not  be  done  to  restore  the  influence  of  England  and 
the  prosperity  of  the  colonies.  Unfortunately,  Sir  Henry  had 
been  called  to  London,  as  I  mentioned  before,  on  a  question 
of  the  conduct  of  some  official,  and  I  was  afraid  that  I  should 
miss  him  altogether.  He  returned,  however,  the  day  before 
I  was  to  sail.  He  was  kind  enough  to  ask  me  to  spend  an 
evening  with  him,  and  I  was  again  on  my  last  night  a  guest  at 
King's  House. 
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A  dinner  party  offers  small  opportunity  for  serious  con- 
versation, nor,  indeed,  could  I  expect  a  great  person  in  Sir 
Henry's  position  to  enter  upon  subjects  of  consequence  with 
a  stranger  like  myself.  I  could  see,  however,  that  I  had 
nothing  to  correct  in  the  impression  of  his  character  which 
his  reputation  had  led  me  to  form  about  him,  and  I  wished 
more  than  ever  that  the  system  of  government  of  which  he 
had  been  so  admirable  a  servant  in  India  could  be  applied  to 
his  present  position,  and  that  he  or  such  as  he  could  have  the 
administration  of  it.  We  had  common  friends  in  the  Indian 
service  to  talk  about ;  one  especially,  Reynell  Taylor,  now 
dead,  who  had  been  the  earliest  of  my  boy  companions. 
Taylor  had  been  one  of  the  handful  of  English  who  held  the 
Punjaub  in  the  first  revolt  of  the  Sikhs.  With  a  woman's 
modesty  he  had  the  spirit  of  a  knight-errant.  Sir  Henry 
described  him  as  the  'very  soul  of  chivalry,'  and  seemed 
himself  to  be  a  man  of  the  same  pure  and  noble  nature, 
perhaps  liable,  from  the  generosity  of  his  temperament,  to 
believe  more  than  I  could  do  in  modern  notions  and  in 
modern  political  heroes,  but  certainly  not  inclining  of  his  own 
will  to  recommend  any  rash  innovations.  I  perceived  that 
like  myself  he  felt  no  regret  that  so  much  of  the  soil  of 
Jamaica  was  passing  to  peasant  black  proprietors.  He  thought 
well  of  their  natural  disposition ;  he  believed  them  capable  of 
improvement.  He  thought  that  the  possession  of  land  of 
their  own  would  bring  them  into  voluntary  industry,  and 
lead  them  gradually  to  the  adoption  of  civilised  habits.  He 
spoke  with  reserve,  and  perhaps  I  may  not  have  understood 
him  fully,  but  he  did  not  seem  to  me  to  think  much  of  their 
political  capacity.  The  local  boards  which  have  been  estab- 
lished as  an  education  for  higher  functions  have  not  been  a 
success.  They  had  been  described  to  me  in  all  parts  of  the 
island  as  inflammable  centres  of  peculation  and  mismanage- 
ment Sir  Henry  said  nothing  from  which  I  could  gather 
his  own  opinion.  I  inferred,  however  (he  will  pardon  me  if 
I  misrepresent  him),  that  he  had  no  great  belief  in  a  federa- 
tion of  the  islands,  in    *  responsible   government,'  and  such 
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like,  as  within  the  bounds  of  present  possibilities.  Nor  did 
he  think  that  responsible  statesmen  at  home  had  any  such 
arrangement  in  view. 

That  such  an  arrangement  was  in  contemplation  a  few 
years  ago,  I  knew  from  competent  authority.  Perhaps  the 
unexpected  interest  which  the  English  people  have  lately 
shown  in  the  colonies  has  modified  opinion  in  those  high 
circles,  and  has  tauglit  politicians  that  they  must  advance 
more  cautiously.  But  the  wind  still  sits  in  the  old  quarter. 
Three  years  ago,  the  self-suppressed  constitution  in  Jamaica 
was  partially  re-established.  A  franchise  was  conceded  both 
there  and  in  Barbadoes  which  gave  every  black  householder 
a  vote.  Even  in  poor  Dominica,  an  extended  suffrage  was 
hung  out  as  a  remedy  for  its  wretchedness.  If  nothing 
further  is  intended,  these  concessions  have  been  gratuitously 
mischievous.  It  has  roused  the  hopes  of  political  agitators, 
not  in  Jamaica  only,  but  all  over  the  Antilles.  It  has  taught 
the  people,  who  have  no  grievances  at  all,  who  in  their 
present  state  are  better  protected  than  any  peasantry  in  the 
world  except  the  Irish,  to  look  to  political  changes  as  a  road 
to  an  impossible  millennium.  It  has  rekindled  hopes  which 
had  been  long  extinguished,  that,  like  their  brothers  in  Hayti, 
they  were  on  the  way  to  have  the  islands  to  themselves.  It 
has  alienated  the  English  colonists,  filled  them  with  the  worst 
apprehensions,  and  taught  them  to  look  wistfully  from  their 
own  country  to  a  union  with  America.  A  few  elected 
members  in  a  council  where  they  may  be  counterbalanced  by 
an  equal  number  of  official  members  seems  a  small  thing  in 
itself.  So  long  as  the  equality  was  maintained,  my  Yankee 
friend  was  still  willing  to  risk  his  capital  in  Jamaican  enter- 
prises. But  the  principle  has  been  allowed.  The  existing 
arrangement  is  a  half-measure  which  satisfies  none  and  irritates 
all,  and  collisions  between  the  representatives  of  the  people 
and  the  nominees  of  the  Government  are  only  avoided  by 
leaving  a  sufficient  number  of  official  seats  unfilled.  To 
have  re-entered  upon  a  road  where  you  cannot  stand  still, 
where  retreat   is  impossible,  and  where  to   go  forward  can 
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only  be  recommended  on  the  hypothesis  that  to  give  a  man  a 
vote  will  itself  qualify  him  for  the  use  of  it,  has  been  one  of 
the  minor  achievements  of  the  last  Government  of  Mr. 
Gladstone,  and  is  likely  to  be  as  successful  as  his  larger 
exploits  nearer  home  have  as  yet  proved  to  be.  A  supreme 
court,  were  we  happy  enough  to  possess  such  a  thing,  would 
forbid  these  venturous  experiments  of  sanguine  statesmen 
who  may  happen,  for  a  moment,  to  command  a  trifling 
majority  in  the  House  of  Commons. 

I  could  not  say  what  I  felt  completely  to  Sir  Henry,  who, 
perhaps,  had  been  in  personal  relations  with  Mr.  Gladstone's 
Government.  Perhaps,  too,  he  was  one  of  those  numerous 
persons  of  tried  abiUty  and  intelligence  who  hc*/e  only  a  faint 
belief  that  the  connection  between  Great  Britain  and  the 
colonies  can  be  of  long  continuance.  The  public  may  amuse 
themselves  with  the  vision  of  an  imperial  union;  practical 
statesmen  who  are  aware  of  the  tendencies  of  self-governed 
communities  to  follow  lines  of  their  own  in  which  the  mother 
country  cannot  support  them  may  believe  that  they  know  it  to 
be  impossible. 

As  to  the  West  Indies  there  are  but  two  genuine  alter- 
natives :  one  to  leave  them  to  themselves  to  shape  their  own 
destinies,  as  we  leave  Australia ;  the  other  to  govern  them  as 
if  they  were  a  part  of  Great  Britain  with  the  same  scrupulous 
care  of  the  people  and  their  interests  with  which  we  govern 
Bengal,  Madras,  and  Bombay.  England  is  responsible 
for  the  social  condition  of  those  islands.  She  filled  them 
with  negroes  when  it  was  her  interest  to  maintain  slavery,  she 
emancipated  those  negroes  when  popular  opinion  at  home  de- 
manded that  slavery  should  end.  It  appears  to  me  that 
England  ought  to  bear  the  consequences  of  her  own  actions, 
and  assume  to  herself  the  responsibilities  of  a  state  of  things 
which  she  has  herself  created.  We  are  partly  unwilling  to 
take  the  trouble,  partly  we  cling  to  the  popular  belief  that  to 
trust  all  countries  with  the  care  of  their  own  concerns  is  the 
way  to  raise  the  character  of  the  inhabitants  and  to  make 
them   happy  and   contented.     We  dimly  perceive   that   the 
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population  of  the  West  Indies  is  not  a  natural  growth  of 
internal  tendencies  and  circumstances,  and  we  therefore  hesi- 
tate before  we  plunge  completely  and  entirely  into  the  down- 
ward course ;  but  we  play  with  it,  we  drift  towards  it,  we  ad- 
vance as  far  as  we  dare,  giving  them  the  evils  of  both  systems 
and  the  advantages  of  neither.  At  the  same  moment  we 
extend  the  suffrage  to  the  blacks  with  one  hand,  while  with 
the  other  we  refuse  to  our  own  people  the  benefit  of  a  treaty 
which  would  have  rescued  them  from  imminent  ruin  and 
brought  them  into  relations  with  their  powerful  kindred  close 
at  hand — relations  which  might  save  them  from  the  most 
dangerous  consequences  of  a  negro  political  supremacy — and 
the  result  is  that  the  English  in  those  islands  are  melting 
away  and  will  soon  be  crowded  out,  or  will  have  departed  of 
themselves  in  disgust.  A  policy  so  far-reaching,  and  affecting 
so  seriously  the  condition  of  the  oldest  of  our  colonial  pos- 
sessions, ought  not  to  have  been  adopted  on  their  own 
authority,  by  doctrinaire  statesmen  in  a  cabinet,  without  fully 
and  frankly  consulting  the  English  nation ;  and  no  further  step 
ought  to  be  taken  in  that  direction  until  the  nation  has  had  the 
circumstances  of  the  islands  laid  before  it,  and  has  pronounced 
one  way  or  the  other  its  own  sovereign  pleasure.  Does 
or  does  not  England  desire  that  her  own  people  shall  be 
enabled  to  live  and  thrive  in  the  West  Indies  ?  If  she  decides 
that  her  hands  are  too  full,  that  she  is  over-empired  and  cannot 
attend  to  them — cadit qumtio — there  is  no  more  to  be  said.  But 
if  this  is  her  resolution  the  hands  of  the  West  Indians  ought 
to  be  untied.  They  ought  to  be  allowed  to  make  their  sugar 
treaties,  to  make  any  treaties,  to  enter  into  the  closest  rela- 
tions with  America  which  the  Americans  will  accept,  as  the 
only  chance  which  will  be  left  them. 

Such  abandonment,  however,  will  bring  us  no  honour.  It 
will  not  further  that  federation  of  the  British  Empire  which  so 
many  of  us  now  profess  to  desire.  If  we  wish  Australia 
and  Canada  to  draw  into  closer  union  with  us,  it  will  not  be 
by  showing  that  we  are  unable  to  manage  a  group  of  colonies 
which  are  almost  at  our  doors.     Englishmen  all  round  the 
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globe  have  rejoiced  together  in  this  year  which  is  passing  by 
us  over  the  greatness  of  their  inheritance,  and  have  celebrated 
with  enthusiasm  the  half-century  during  which  our  lady-mistress 
has  reigned  over  the  English  world.  Unity  and  federation 
are  on  our  lips,  and  we  have  our  leagues  and  our  institutes,  and 
in  the  eagerness  of  our  wishes  we  dream  that  we  see  the  ful- 
filment of  them.  Neither  the  kingdom  of  heaven  nor  any 
other  kingdom  *  comes  with  observation.'  It  comes  not  with 
after-dinner  speeches  however  eloquent,  or  with  flowing  senti- 
ments however  for  the  moment  sincere.  The  spirit  which 
made  the  Empire  can  alone  hold  it  together.  The  American 
Union  was  not  saved  by  oratory.  It  was  saved  by  the  deter- 
mination of  the  bravest  of  the  people  ;  it  was  cemented  by 
the  blood  which  dyed  the  slopes  of  Gettysburg.  The  union 
of  the  British  Empire,  if  it  is  to  be  more  than  a  dream, 
can  continue  only  while  the  attracting  force  of  the  primary 
commands  the  willing  attendance  of  the  distant  satellites. 
Let  the  magnet  lose  its  power,  let  the  confidence  of  the 
colonies  in  the  strength  and  resolution  of  their  central  orb  be 
once  shaken,  and  the  centrifugal  force  will  sweep  them  away 
into  orbits  of  their  own. 

The  race  of  men  who  now  inhabit  this  island  of  ours  show 
no  signs  of  degeneracy.  The  bow  of  Ulysses  is  sound  as 
ever  ;  moths  and  worms  have  not  injured  either  cord  or  horn  ; 
but  it  is  unstrung,  and  the  arrows  which  are  shot  from  it 
drop  feebly  to  the  ground.  The  Irish  python  rises  again  out 
of  its  swamp,  and  Phoebus  Apollo  launches  no  shaft 
against  the  scaly  sides  of  it.  Phoebus  Apollo  attempts 
the  milder  methods  of  concession  and  persuasion.  *  Python,' 
he  says,  '  in  days  when  I  was  ignorant  and  unjust  I  struck 
you  down  and  bound  you.  I  left  officers  and  men  with  you 
of  my  own  race  to  watch  you,  to  teach  you,  to  rule  you  ;  to 
force  you,  if  your  own  nature  could  not  be  changed,  to 
leave  your  venomous  ways.  You  have  refused  to  be 
taught,  you  twist  in  your  chains,  you  bite  and  tear,  and 
when  you  can  you  steal  and  murder.  I  see  that  I  was 
wrong  from   the  first.     Every  creature  has  a  right   to  live 
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according  to  its  own  disposition.  I  was  a  tyrant,  and  you 
did  well  to  resist  j  I  ask  you  to  forgive  and  forget.  I  set  you 
free  ;  I  hand  you  over  my  own  representatives  as  a  pledge  of 
my  goodwill,  that  you  may  devour  them  at  your  leisure.  They 
have  been  the  instruments  of  my  oppression  ;  consume  them, 
destroy  them,  do  what  you  will  with  them  ;  and  henceforward 
I  hope  that  we  shall  live  together  as  friends,  and  that  you  will 
show  yourself  worthy  of  my  generosity  and  of  the  freedom 
which  you  have  so  gloriously  won.' 

A  sun-god  who  thus  addressed  a  disobedient  satellite  might 
have  the  eloquence  of  a  Demosthenes  and  the  finest  of  the 
fine  intentions  which  pave  the  road  to  the  wrong  place,  but  he 
would  not  be  a  divinity  who  would  command  the  willing  con- 
fidence of  a  high-spirited  kindred.  Great  Britain  will  make 
the  tie  which  holds  the  colonies  to  her  a  real  one  when  she 
shows  them  and  shows  the  world  that  she  is  still  equal  to  her 
great  place,  that  her  arm  is  not  shortened  and  her  heart  has 
not  grown  faint. 

Men  speak  of  the  sacredness  of  liberty.  They  talk  as  if  the 
will  of  everyone  ought  to  be  his  only  guide,  that  allegiance  is 
due  only  to  majorities,  that  allegiance  of  any  other  kind  is 
base  and  a  relic  of  servitude.  The  Americans  are  the  freest 
people  in  the  world ;  but  in  their  freedom  they  have  to  obey 
the  fundamental  laws  of  the  Union.  Again  and  again  in  the 
West  Indies  Mr.  Motley's  words  came  back  to  me.  To  be 
taken  into  the  American  Union  is  to  be  adopted  into  a  partner- 
ship. To  belong  as  a  Crown  colony  to  the  British  Empire,  as 
things  stand,  is  no  partnership  at  all.  It  is  to  belong  to  a 
power  which  sacrifices,  as  it  has  always  sacrificed,  the  interest 
of  its  dependencies  to  its  own.  The  blood  runs  freely  through 
every  vein  and  artery  of  the  American  body  corporate.  Every 
single  citizen  feels  his  share  in  the  life  of  his  nation.  Great 
Britain  leaves  her  Crown  colonies  to  take  care  of  themselves, 
refuses  what  they  ask,  and  forces  on  them  what  they  had 
rather  be  without.  If  I  were  a  West  Indian  I  should  feel  that 
under  the  stars  and  stripes  I  should  be  safer  than  I  was  at 
present  from  political  experimenting.     I  should  have  a  market 
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in  which  to  sell  my  produce  where  I  should  be  treated  as  a 
friend ;  I  should  have  a  power  behind  me  and  protecting  me, 
and  I  should  have  a  future  to  which  I  could  look  forward  with 
confidence.  America  would  restore  me  to  home  and  life ; 
Great  Britain  allows  me  to  sink,  contenting  herself  with  advis- 
ing me  to  be  patient.  Why  should  I  continue  loyal  when  my 
loyalty  was  so  contemptuously  valued  ? 

But  I  will  not  beUeve  that  it  will  come  to  this.  An  English- 
man may  be  heavily  tempted,  but  in  evil  fortune  as  in  good 
his  heart  is  in  the  old  place.  The  administration  of  our  affairs 
is  taken  for  the  present  from  prudent  statesmen,  and  is  made 
over  to  those  who  know  how  best  to  flatter  the  people  with 
fine-sounding  sentiments  and  idle  adulation.  All  sovereigns 
have  been  undone  by  flatterers.  The  people  are  sovereign 
now,  and,  being  new  to  power,  listen  to  those  who  feed  their 
vanity.  The  popular  orator  has  been  the  ruin  of  every 
country  which  has  trusted  to  him.  He  never  speaks  an  un- 
welcome truth,  for  his  existence  depends  on  pleasing,  and  he 
cares  only  to  tickle  the  ears  of  his  audience.  His  element  is 
anarchy;  his  function  is  to  undo  what  better  men  have  done. 
In  wind  he  lives  and  moves  and  has  his  being.  When  the 
gods  are  angry,  he  can  raise  it  to  a  hurricane  and  lay  waste 
whole  nations  in  ruin  and  revolution.  It  was  said  long  ago,  a 
man  full  of  words  shall  not  prosper  upon  the  earth.  Times 
have  changed,  for  in  these  days  no  one  prospers  so  well.  Can 
he  make  a  speech?  is  the  first  question  which  the  con- 
stituencies ask  when  a  candidate  is  offered  to  their  suffrages. 
When  the  Roman  commonwealth  developed  from  an  aristo- 
cratic republic  into  a  democracy,  and,  as  now  with  us,  the 
sovereignty  was  in  the  mass  of  the  people,  the  oratorical 
faculty  came  to  the  front  in  the  same  way.  The  finest  speaker 
was  esteemed  the  fittest  man  to  be  made  a  consul  or  a  praetor 
of,  and  there  were  schools  of  rhetoric  where  aspirants  for  office 
had  to  go  to  learn  gesture  and  intonation  before  they  could 
present  themselves  at  the  hustings.  The  sovereign  people  and 
their  orators  could  do  much,  but  they  could  not  alter  facts, 
or  make  that  which  was  not,  to  be,  or  that  which  was,  not  to 
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be.  The  orators  could  perorate  and  the  people  could  decree, 
but  facts  remained  and  facts  proved  the  strongest,  and  the  end 
of  that  was  that  after  a  short  supremacy  the  empire  which  they 
had  brought  to  the  edge  of  ruin  was  saved  at  the  last  ex- 
tremity; the  sovereign  people  lost  their  liberties,  and  the 
tongues  of  political  orators  were  silenced  for  centuries.  Illu- 
sion at  last  takes  the  form  of  broken  heads,  and  the  most 
obstinate  credulity  is  not  proof  against  that  form  of  argument. 
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On^e  more  upon  the  sea  on  our  homeward  way,  carrying,  as 
Emerson  said,  *  the  bag  of  ^olus  in  the  boiler  of  our  boat,' 
careless  whether  there  be  wind  or  calm.  Our  old  naval  heroes 
passed  and  repassed  upon  the  same  waters  under  harder  con- 
ditions. They  had  to  struggle  against  tempests,  to  fight  with 
enemy's  cruisers,  to  battle  for  their  lives  with  nature  as  with 
man — and  they  were  victorious  over  them  all.  They  won  for 
Britannia  the  sceptre  of  the  sea,  and  built  up  the  Empire  on 
which  the  sun  never  sets.  To  us,  their  successors,  they 
handed  down  the  splendid  inheritance,  and  we  in  turn  have 
invented  steam  ships  and  telegraphs,  and  thrown  bridges  over 
the  ocean,  and  made  our  far-off  possessions  as  easy  of  access 
as  the  next  parish.  The  attractive  force  of  the  primary  ought 
to  have  increased  in  the  same  ratio,  but  we  do  not  find  that  it 
has,  and  the  centrifugal  and  the  centripetal  tendencies  of  our 
satellites  are  year  by  year  becoming  more  nicely  balanced. 
These  beautiful  West  Indian  Islands  were  intended  to  be 
homes  for  the  overflowing  numbers  of  our  own  race,  and  the 
few  that  have  gone  there  are  being  crowded  out  by  the  blacks 
from  Jamaica  and  the  Antilles.    Our  poor  helots  at  home  drag 
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on  their  lives  in  the  lanes  and  alleys  of  our  choking  cities,  and 
of  those  who  gather  heart  to  break  off  on  their  own  account 
and  seek  elsewhere  for  a  land  of  promise,  the  large  majority 
are  weary  of  the  flag  under  which  they  have  only  known 
suffering,  and  prefer  America  to  the  English  colonies.  They 
are  waking  now  to  understand  the  opportunities  which  are 
slipping  through  their  hands.  Has  the  awakening  come  too 
late  ?  We  have  ourselves  mixed  the  cup  \  must  we  now  drink 
it  tc  the  dregs  ? 

It  is  too  late  to  enable  us  to  make  homes  in  the  West 
Indies  for  the  swarms  who  are  thrown  off  by  our  own  towns 
and  villages.  We  might  have  done  it.  Englishmen  would 
have  thriven  as  well  in  Jamaica  and  the  Antilles  as  the 
Spaniards  have  thriven  in  Cuba.  But  the  islands  are  now 
peopled  by  men  of  another  colour.  The  whites  there  are  as 
units  among  hundreds,  and  the  proportion  cannot  be  altered. 
But  it  is  not  too  late  to  redeem  our  own  responsibilities.  We 
brought  the  blacks  there  ;  we  have  as  yet  not  done  much  for 
their  improvement,  when  their  notions  of  morality  are  still  so 
elementary  that  more  than  half  of  their  children  are  born  out 
of  marriage.  The  English  planters  were  encouraged  to  settle 
there  when  it  suited  our  convenience  to  maintain  the  islands 
for  Imperial  purposes ;  like  the  landlords  in  Ireland,  they 
were  our  English  garrison;  and  as  with  the  landlords  in 
Ireland,  when  we  imagine  that  they  have  served  their  purpose 
and  can  be  no  longer  of  use  to  us,  we  calmly  change  the 
conditions  of  society.  We  disclaim  obligations  to  help 
them  in  the  confusion  which  we  have  introduced ;  we  tell 
them  to  help  themselves,  and  they  cannot  help  themselves 
in  such  an  element  as  that  in  which  they  are  now  strug- 
gling, unless  they  know  that  they  may  count  on  the  sympathy 
and  the  support  of  their  countrymen  at  home.  Nothing 
is  demanded  of  the  English  exchequer ;  the  resources  of 
the  islands  are  practically  boundless ;  there  is  a  robust 
population  conscious  at  the  bottom  of  their  native  in- 
feriority, and  docile  and  willing  to  work  if  anyone  will 
direct  them  and  set  them  to  it.     There  will  be  capital  enough 
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forthcoming,  and  energetic  men  enough  and  intelligence 
enough,  if  we  on  our  part  will  provide  one  thing,  the  easiest  of 
all  if  we  really  set  our  minds  to  it — an  effective  and  authorita- 
tive government.  It  is  not  safe  even  for  ourselves  to  leave  a 
wound  unattended  to,  though  it  be  in  the  least  significant  part 
of  our  bodies.  The  West  Indies  are  a  small  limb  in  the  great 
body  corporate  of  the  British  Empire,  but  there  is  no  great 
and  no  small  in  the  life  of  nations.  The  avoidable  decay  of 
the  smallest  member  is  an  injury  to  the  whole.  Let  it  be 
once  known  and  felt  that  England  regards  the  West  Indies  as 
essentially  one  with  herself,  and  the  English  in  the  islands  will 
resume  their  natural  position,  and  respect  and  order  will  come 
back,  and  those  once  thriving  colonies  will  again  advance  with 
the  rest  on  the  high  road  of  civilisation  and  prosperity.  Let 
it  be  known  that  England  considers  only  her  immediate 
interests  and  will  not  exert  herself,  and  the  other  colonies  will 
know  what  they  have  to  count  upon,  and  the  British  Empire 
will  dwindle  down  before  long  into  a  single  insignificant  island 
in  the  North  Sea. 

So  end  the  reflections  which  I  formed  there  from  what  I 
saw  and  what  I  heard.  I  have  written  as  an  outside  observer 
unconnected  with  practical  politics,  with  no  motive  except  a 
loyal  pride  in  the  greatness  of  my  own  country,  and  a  conviction, 
which  I  will  not  believe  to  be  a  dream,  that  the  destinies  have 
still  in  store  for  her  a  yet  grander  future.  The  units  of  us 
come  and  go  ;  the  British  Empire,  the  globe  itself  and  all  that 
it  inherits,  will  pass  away  as  a  vision. 

taairai  rjfxap  orav  ttot    oXwXy  'IXtog  t/oj), 
cat  Hpiafiog  Kui  Xabs  tv/t/icXtw  Hpidfioio. 

The  day  will  be  when  Ilium's  towers  may  fall, 
And  large-limbed  ^  Priam,  and  his  people  all. 

But  that  day  cannot  be  yet.  Out  of  the  now  half-organic 
fragments  may  yet  be  formed  one  living  Imperial  power,  with 

^  I  believe  this  to  be  the  true  meaning  of  sviifuXiijs.     It  is  usually 
rendered,  '  armed  with  a  stout  spear.' 
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a  new  era  of  beneficence  and  usefulness  to  mankind.  The 
English  people  are  spread  far  and  wide.  The  sea  is  their 
dominion,  and  their  land  is  the  finest  portion  of  the  globe. 
It  is  theirs  now,  it  will  be  theirs  for  ages  to  come  if  they 
remain  themselves  unchanged  and  keep  the  heart  and  temper 
of  their  forefathers. 

Naught  shall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  herself  do  rest  but  true. 

The  days  pass,  and  our  ship  flies  fast  upon  her  way. 

yXavKOV  virep  olSfia  Kvavoxpod  re  KVfidrdJV 
poOia  TToXid  QaXdaaag. 

How  perfect  the  description  !  How  exactly  in  those  eight 
words  Euripides  draws  the  picture  of  the  ocean;  the  long 
grey  heaving  swell,  the  darker  steel-grey  on  the  shadowed 
slope  of  the  surface  waves,  and  the  foam  on  their  breaking 
crests.  Our  thoughts  flow  back  as  we  gaze  to  the  times  long 
ago,  when  the  earth  belonged  to  other  races  as  it  now  belongs 
to  us.  The  ocean  is  the  same  as  it  was.  Their  eyes  saw  it 
as  we  see  it : 

Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  that  azure  brow. 

Nor  is  the  ocean  alone  the  same.  Human  nature  is  still 
vexed  with  the  same  problems,  mocked  with  the  same  hopes, 
wandering  after  the  same  illusions.  The  sea  affected  the 
Greeks  as  it  affects  us,  and  was  equally  dear  to  them.  It  was 
a  Greek  who  said,  '  The  sea  washes  off  all  the  ills  of  men ; '  the 
*  stainless  one'  as  ^schylus  called  it — the  eternally  pure. 
On  long  voyages  I  take  Greeks  as  my  best  companions.  I 
had  Plato  with  me  on  my  way  home  from  the  West  Indies. 
He  lived  and  wrote  in  an  age  like  ours,  when  religion  had 
become  a  debatable  subject  on  which  every  one  had  his 
opinion,  and  democracy  was  master  of  the  civilised  world,  and 
the  Mediterranean  states  were  running  wild  after  liberty, 
preparatory  to  tl\e  bursting  of  the  bubble.  Looking  out  on 
such  a  world  Plato  left  thoughts  behind  him  the  very  language 
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of  which  is  as  full  of  application  to  our  own  larger  world  as  if 
it  was  written  yesterday.  It  throws  light  on  small  things  as 
well  as  large,  and  interprets  alike  the  condition  of  the  islands 
which  I  had  left,  the  condition  of  England,  the  condition  of 
all  civilised  countries  in  this  modern  epoch. 

The  chief  characteristic  of  this  age,  as  it  was  the  chief 
characteristic  of  Plato's,  is  the  struggle  for  what  we  call  the 
'  rights  of  man.'  In  other  times  the  thing  insisted  on  was 
that  men  should  do  what  was  '  right '  as  something  due  to  a 
higher  authority.  Now  the  demand  is  for  what  is  called  their 
'rights'  as  something  due  to  themselves,  and  among  these 
rights  is  a  right  to  liberty  ;  liberty  meaning  the  utmost  possible 
freedom  of  every  man  consistent  with  the  freedom  of  others, 
and  the  abohtion  of  every  kind  of  authority  of  one  man  over 
another.  It  is  with  this  view  that  we  have  introduced  popular 
suffrage,  l!iat  we  give  everyone  a  vote,  or  aim  at  giving  it,  as 
the  highest  political  perfection. 

We  turn  to  Plato  and  we  find  :  '  In  a  healthy  community 
there  ought  to  be  some  authority  over  every  single  man  and 
woman.  No  person — not  one — ought  to  act  on  his  or  her 
judgment  alone  even  in  the  smallest  trifle.  The  soldier  on  a 
campaign  obeys  his  commander  in  little  thimgs  as  well  as 
great.  The  safety  of  the  army  requires  it.  But  it  is  in  peace 
as  it  is  in  war,  and  there  is  no  difference.  Every  person 
should  be  trained  from  childhood  to  rule  and  to  be  ruled.  So 
only  can  the  life  of  man,  and  the  life  of  all  creatures  de- 
pendent on  him,  be  delivered  from  anarchy.' 

It  is  worth  while  to  observe  how  diametrically  opposite  to 
our  notions  on  this  subject  were  the  notions  of  a  man  of  the 
finest  intellect,  with  the  fullest  opportunities  of  observation, 
and  every  one  of  whose  estimates  of  things  was  confirmed  by 
the  event.  Such  a  discipline  as  he  recommends  never  existed 
in  any  community  of  men  except  perhaps  among  the  religious 
orders  in  the  enthusiasm  of  their  first  institution,  nor  would  a 
society  be  long  tolerable  in  which  it  was  tried.  Communities, 
however,  have  existed  where  people  have  thought  more  of  their 
obligations  than  of  their  '  rights,'  more  of  the  welfare  of  their 
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country,  or  of  the  success  of  a  cause  to  which  they  have 
devoted  themselves,  than  of  their  personal  pleasure  or  interest 
— have  preferred  the  wise  leading  of  superior  men  to  their 
own  wills  and  wishes.  Nay,  perhaps  no  community  has  ever 
continued  long,  or  has  made  a  mark  in  the  world  of  serious 
significance,  where  society  has  not  been  graduated  in  degrees, 
and  there  have  not  been  deeper  and  stronger  bands  of  co- 
herence than  the  fluctuating  votes  of  majorities. 

Times  are  changed  we  are  told.  We  live  in  a  new  era, 
when  public  opinion  is  king,  and  no  other  rule  is  possible; 
public  opinion,  as  expressed  in  the  press  and  on  the  platform, 
and  by  the  deUberately  chosen  representatives  of  the  people. 
Every  question  can  be  discussed  and  argued,  all  sides  of  it 
can  be  heard,  and  the  nation  makes  up  its  mind.  The  col- 
lective judgment  of  all  is  wiser  than  the  wisest  single  man — 
securus  judicat  orbis. 

Give  the  public  time,  and  I  believe  this  to  be  true  j  general 
opinion  does  in  the  long  run  form  a  right  estimate  of  most 
persons  and  of  most  things.  As  surely  its  immediate  impulses 
are  almost  invariably  in  directions  which  it  afterwards  regrets 
and  repudiates,  and  therefore  constitutions  which  have  no 
surer  basis  than  the  popular  judgment,  as  it  shifts  from  year 
to  year  or  parliament  to  parliament,  are  built  on  foundations 
looser  than  sand. 

In  concluding  this  book  I  have  a  few  more  words  to  say  on 
the  subject,  so  ardently  canvassed,  of  Imperial  federation. 
It  seems  so  easy.  You  have  only  to  form  a  new  parliament 
in  which  the  colonies  shall  be  represented  according  to 
numbers,  while  each  colony  will  retain  its  own  for  its  own 
local  purposes.  Local  administration  is  demanded  every- 
where \  England,  Scotland,  Wales,  Ireland,  can  each  have 
theirs,  and  the  vexed  question  of  Home  Rule  can  be  disposed 
of  in  the  reconstruction  of  the  whole.  A  central  parliament 
can  then  be  formed  in  which  the  parts  can  all  be  represented 
in  proportion  to  their  number;  and  a  cabinet  can  be  se- 
lected out  of  this  for  the  management  of  Imperial  concerns. 
Nothin.s:  more  is  necessarv ;  the  thinq  will  be  done. 
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So  in  a  hundred  forms,  but  all  on  the  same  principle, 
schemes  of  Imperial  union  have  fallen  under  my  eye.  I 
should  myself  judge  from  experience  of  what  democratically 
elected  parliaments  are  growing  into,  that  at  the  first  session 
of  such  a  body  the  satellites  would  fly  off  into  space,  shattered 
perhaps  themselves  in  the  process.  We  have  parliaments 
enough  already,  and  if  no  better  device  can  be  found  than  by 
adding  another  to  the  number,  the  rash  spirit  of  innovation 
has  not  yet  gone  far  enough  to  fling  our  ancient  constitution 
into  the  crucible  on  so  wild  a  chance. 

Imperial  federation,  as  it  is  called,  is  far  away^  if  ever  it  is 
to  be  realised  at  all.  If  it  is  to  come  it  will  come  of  itself, 
brought  about  by  circumstances  and  silent  impulses  working 
continuously  through  many  years  unseen  and  unspoken  of. 
It  is  conceivable  that  Great  Britain  and  her  scattered  off- 
spring, under  the  pressure  of  danger  from  without,  or 
impelled  by  some  general  purpose,  might  agree  to  place 
themselves  for  a  time  under  a  single  administrative  head. 
It  is  conceivable  that  out  of  a  combination  so  formed,  if  it 
led  to  a  successful  immediate  result,  some  union  of  a  closer 
kind  might  eventually  emerge.  It  is  not  only  conceivable, 
but  it  is  entirely  certain,  that  attempts  made  when  no  such 
occasion  has  arisen,  by  politicians  ambitious  of  distinguishing 
themselves,  will  fail,  and  in  failing  will  make  the  object  that 
is  aimed  at  more  confessedly  unattainable  than  it  is  now. 

The  present  relation  between  the  mother  country  and  her 
self-governed  colonies  is  partly  that  of  parent  and  children 
who  have  grown  to  maturity  and  are  taking  care  of  themselves, 
partly  of  independent  nations  in  friendly  alliance,  partly  as 
common  subjects  of  the  same  sovereign,  whose  authority  is 
exercised  in  each  by  ministers  of  its  own.  Neither  of  these 
analogies  is  exact,  for  the  position  alters  from  year  to  year. 
So  much  the  better.  The  relation  which  now  exists  cannot 
be  more  than  provisional;  let  us  not  try  to  shape  it  artifi- 
cially, after  a  closet-made  pattern.  The  threads  of  interest  and 
kindred  must  be  left  to  spin  themselves  in  their  own  way. 
Meanwhile  we  can  work  together  heartily  and  with  good  will 
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where  we  need  each  other's  co-operation.  Difficulties  will 
rise,  perhaps,  from  time  to  time,  but  we  can  meet  them  as 
they  come,  and  we  need  not  anticipate  them.  If  we  are  to 
be  politically  one,  the  organic  fibres  which  connect  us  are  as 
yet  too  immature  to  bear  a  strain.  All  that  we  can  do,  and 
all  that  at  present  we  ought  to  try,  is  to  act  generously  when- 
ever our  assistance  can  be  of  use.  The  disposition  of  English 
statesmen  to  draw  closer  to  the  colonies  is  of  recent  growth. 
They  cannot  tell,  and  we  cannot  tell,  how  far  it  indicates  a 
real  change  of  attitude  or  is  merely  a  passing  mood.  One 
thing,  however,  we  ought  to  bear  in  mind,  that  the  colonies 
sympathise  one  with  another,  and  that  wrong  or  neglect  in 
any  part  of  the  Empire  does  not  escape  notice.  The  larger 
colonies  desire  to  know  what  the  recent  professions  of  interest 
are  worth,  and  they  look  keenly  at  our  treatment  of  their 
younger  brothers  who  are  still  in  our  power.  They  are 
practical,  they  attend  to  results,  they  guard  jealously  their 
own  privileges,  but  they  are  not  so  enamoured  of  constitu- 
tional theory  that  they  will  patiently  see  their  fellow-country- 
men in  less  favoured  situations  swamped  under  the  votes  of 
the  coloured  races.  Australians,  Canadians,  New  Zealanders, 
will  not  be  found  enthusiastic  for  the  extension  of  self-govern- 
ment in  the  West  Indies,  when  they  know  that  it  means  the 
extinction  of  their  own  white  brothers  who  have  settled  there. 
The  placing  English  colonists  at  the  mercy  of  coloured  majo- 
rities they  will  resent  as  an  injury  to  themselves;  they  will 
not  look  upon  it  as  an  extension  of  a  generous  principle,  but 
as  an  act  of  airy  virtue  which  costs  us  nothing,  and  at  the 
bottom  is  but  carelessness  and  indifference. 

We  imagine  that  we  have  seen  the  errors  of  our  old 
colonial  policy,  and  that  we  are  in  no  danger  of  repeating 
them.  Yet  in  the  West  Indies  we  are  treading  over  again 
the  too  familiar  road.  The  Anglo-Irish  colonists  in  1705 
petitioned  for  a  union  with  Great  Britain.  A  union  would 
have  involved  a  share  in  British  trade ;  it  was  refused  there- 
fore, and  we  gave  them  the  penal  laws  instead.  They  set 
up  manufactures,  built  ships,   and  tried  to  raise  a  commerce 
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of  their  own.  We  laid  them  under  disabiUties  which  ruined 
their  enterprises,  and  when  they  were  resentful  and  became 
troublesome  we  turned  round  to  the  native  Irish  and  made 
a  virtue  of  protecting  them  against  our  own  people  whom  we 
had  injured.  When  the  penal  laws  ceased  to  be  useful  to 
us,  we  did  not  allow  them  to  be  executed.  We  played  off 
Catholic  against  Protestant  while  we  were  sacrificing  both 
to  our  own  jealousy.  Having  made  the  government  of  the 
island  impossible  for  those  whom  we  had  planted  there  to 
govern  it,  we  emancipate  the  governed,  and  to  conciliate  them 
we  allow  them  to  appropriate  the  possessions  of  their  late 
masters.  And  we  have  not  conciliated  the  native  Irish ;  it 
was  impossible  that  we  should  ;  we  have  simply  armed  them 
with  the  only  weapons  which  enable  them  to  revenge  their 
wrongs  upon  us. 

The  history  of  the  West  Indies  is  a  precise  parallel.  The 
islands  were  necessary  to  our  safety  in  our  struggle  with  France 
and  Spain.  The  colonists  held  them  chiefly  for  us  as  a 
garrison,  and  we  in  turn  gave  the  colonists  their  slaves.  The 
white  settlers  ruled  as  in  Ireland,  the  slaves  obeyed,  and  all 
went  swimmingly.  Times  changed  at  home.  Slavery  became 
unpopular  ;  it  was  abolished  ;  and,  with  a  generosity  for  which 
we  never  ceased  to  applaud  ourselves,  we  voted  an  indemnity 
of  twenty  millions  to  the  owners.  We  imagined  that  we  had 
acquitted  our  consciences,  but  such  debts  are  not  discharged 
by  payments  of  money.  We  had  introduced  the  slaves  into 
the  islands  for  our  own  advantage ;  in  setting  them  free  we 
revolutionised  society.  We  remained  still  responsible  for  the 
social  consequences,  and  we  did  not  choose  to  remember  it. 
The  planters  were  guilty  only,  Hke  the  Irish  landlords,  of 
having  ceased  to  be  necessary  to  us.  We  practised  our  virtues 
vicariously  at  their  expense :  we  had  the  praise  and  honour, 
they  had  the  suffering.  They  begged  that  the  emancipation 
might  be  gradual ;  our  impatience  to  clear  our  reputation 
refused  to  wait.  Their  system  of  cultivation  being  deranged, 
they  petitioned  for  protection  against  the  competition  of 
countries  where  slavery  continued.     The  request  was  natural, 
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but  could  not  be  listened  to  because  to  grant  it  might  raise 
infinitesimally  the  cost  of  the  British  workman's  breakfast. 
They  struggled  on,  and  even  when  a  new  rival  rose  in  the  beet- 
root sugar  they  refused  to  be  beaten.  The  European  powers, 
to  save  their  beetroot,  went  on  to  support  it  with  a  bounty. 
Against  the  purse  of  foreign  governments  the  sturdiest  indi- 
viduals cannot  compete.  Defeated  in  a  fight  which  had  become 
unfair,  the  planters  looked,  and  looked  in  vain,  to  their  own 
government  for  help.  Finding  none,  they  turned  to  their 
kindred  in  the  United  States  \  and  there,  at  last,  they  found  a 
hand  held  out  to  them.  The  Americans  were  willing,  though 
at  a  loss  of  two  millions  and  a  half  of  revenue,  to  admit  the 
poor  West  Indians  to  their  own  market.  But  a  commercial 
treaty  was  necessary  ;  and  a  treaty  could  not  be  made  without 
the  sanction  of  the  English  Government.  The  English  Govern- 
ment, on  some  fine-drawn  crotchet,  refused  to  colonies  which 
were  weak  and  helpless  what  they  would  have  granted  without 
a  word  if  demanded  by  Victoria  or  New  South  Wales,  whose 
resentment  they  feared.  And  when  the  West  Indians,  harassed, 
desperate,  and  half  ruined,  cried  out  against  the  enormous  in- 
justice, in  the  fear  that  their  indignation  might  affect  their 
allegiance  and  lead  them  to  seek  admission  into  the  American 
Union,  we  extend  the  franchise  among  the  blacks,  on  whose 
hostility  to  such  a  measure  we  know  that  we  can  rely. 

There  is  no  occasion  to  suspect  responsible  English  politi- 
cians of  any  sinister  purpose  in  what  they  have  done  or  not 
done,  or  suspect  them,  indeed,  of  any  purpose  at  all.  They 
act  from  day  to  day  under  the  pressure  of  each  exigency  as  it 
rises,  and  they  choose  the  course  which  is  least  directly 
inconvenient.  But  the  result  is  to  have  created  in  the  Antilles 
and  Jamaica  so  many  fresh  Irelands,  and  I  beUeve  that  British 
colonists  the  world  over  will  feel  together  in  these  questions. 
They  will  not  approve ;  rather  they  will  combine  to  condemn 
the  betrayal  of  their  own  fellow-countrymen.  If  England 
desires  her  colonies  to  rally  round  her,  she  must  deserve  their 
affection  and  deserve  their  respect.  She  will  find  neither  one 
nor  the  other  if  she  carelessly  sacrifices  her  own  people  in  any 
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part  of  the  world  to  fear  or  convenience.  The  magnetism 
which  will  bind  them  to  her  must  be  found  in  herself  or  no- 
where. 

Perhaps  nowhere  !  Perhaps  if  we  look  to  the  real  origin  of 
all  that  has  gone  wrong  with  us,  of  the  policy  which  has  flung 
Ireland  back  into  anarchy,  which  has  weakened  our  influence 
abroad,  which  has  ruined  the  oldest  of  our  colonies,  and  has 
made  the  continuance  under  our  flag  of  the  great  communities 
of  our  countrymen  who  are  forming  new  nations  in  the  Pacific 
a  question  of  doubt  and  uncertainty,  we  shall  find  it  in  our 
own  distractions,  in  the  form  of  government  which  is  fast 
developing  into  a  civil  war  under  the  semblance  of  peace,, 
where  party  is  more  than  country,  and  a  victory  at  the  hustings 
over  a  candidate  of  opposite  principles  more  glorious  than  a 
victory  in  the  field  over  a  foreign  foe.  Society  in  republican 
Rome  was  so  much  interested  in  the  faction  fights  of  Clodius 
and  Milo  that  it  could  hear  with  apathy  of  the  destruction  of 
Crassus  and  a  Roman  army.  The  senate  would  have  sold 
Caesar  to  the  Celtic  chiefs  in  Gaul,  and  the  modern  English 
enthusiast  would  disintegrate  the  British  Islands  to  purchase 
the  Irish  vote.  Till  we  can  rise  into  some  nobler  sphere  of 
thought  and  conduct  we  may  lay  aside  the  vision  of  a  con- 
federated empire. 

Oh,  England,  model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 
Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart, 
What  might'st  thou  do  that  honour  would  thee  do 
Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 
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Bvo.,  5J. 

Political  AND  Miscellaneous,  1861- 
1894.     Crown  8vo. ,  5J. 
Bright.— A  History  of  England.    By 

the  Rev.  J.  Franck  Bright,  D.D. 

Period  I.  Medi/eval  Monarchy: 
A.d.  449-1485.     Crown  8vo.,  4s.  6d. 

Period  II.  Personal  Monarchy: 
1485-1688.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

Period  III,  CONSTITUTIONAL  Mon- 
archy: 1689-1 837.     Cr.  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

Period  IV.  The  Growth  of  Demo- 
cracy: 1837-1880.    Crown  8vo.,  dJ. 

Buckle.— History  of  Civilisation  in 
England  and  France,  Spain  and 
Scotland.  By  Henry  Thomas 
Buckle,     3  vols.     Crown  8vo,,  24^. 

Burke.— A  History  of  Spain,  from  the 
EarUest  Times  to  the  Death  of  Ferdi- 
nand the  Catholic.  By  Ulick  Ralph 
Burke,  M.A.     2  vols,     8vo.,  32J, 

Chesney. — Indian  Polity  :  a  View  of 
the  System  of  Administration  in  India. 
By  General  Sir  George  Chesney, 
K.C.B.  With  Map  showing  all  the 
Administrative  Divisions  of  British 
India.     8vo.  2xs. 

Corbett.— Drake  and  the  Tudor 
Navy,  with  a  History  of  the  Rise  of 
England  as  a  Maritime  Power.  By 
Julian  Corbett.  With  Portraits, 
Illustrations  and  Maps.     2  vols.     8vo, 

Creighton.— A  History  of  the  Pa- 
pacy from  the  Great  Schism  to 
THE  Sack  of  Rome  (1378-1527),  By 
M.  Creighton,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
London.    6  vols.     Cr.  8vo. ,  6s.  each. 

Cuningham.— A  Scheme  for  Im- 
perial Federation  :  a  Senate  for  the 
Empire.  By  Granville  C.  Cuningham 
of  Montreal,  Canada.  Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
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Curzon.— Persia  and  the  Persian 
Question.  By  the  Right  Hon.  George 
N.  Curzon,  M.P.  With  9  Maps,  96 
Illustrations,  Appendices,  and  an  Index. 
2  vols.     8vo. ,  42J. 

De  Tocqueville.  — Democracy  in 
America.  By  Alexis  de  Tocque- 
ville.    2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  i6j, 

Dickinson.— The  Development  of 
Parliament  during  the  Nine- 
teenth Century.  By  G.  Lowes 
Dickinson,  M.A.    8vo.     75.  td. 

Eggleston.— The  Beginners  of  a 
Nation  :  A  History  of  the  Source  and 
Rise  of  the  Earliest  English  Settlements 
in  America,  with  Special  Reference  to  the 
Life  and  Character  of  the  People.  By 
Edward  Eggleston.  With  8  Maps. 
Crown  8vo.,  -js.  6d. 

Froude  (James  A.). 
The  History  of  England,  from  the 

Fall  of  Wolsey  to  the  Defeat  of  the 

Spanish  Armada.      12  vols.     Crown 

8vo.,  3J.  6d.  each. 
The  Divorce  of  Catherine  of  Ara- 

GON.     Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 
The  Spanish  Story  of  the  Armada, 

and  other  Essays.     Cr.  8vo. ,  3J.  6d. 
The  English    in    Ireland  in  the 

Eighteenth    Century.       3   vols. 

Crown  8vo. ,   10s.   6d. 
English  Seamen  in  the  Sixteenth 

Century.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Council  of  Trent.  Cr.8vo.,3J.6i^. 
Short  Studies  on  Great  Subjects. 

4  vols.     Cr.  8vo.,  3J-.  6d.  each. 
CiESAR  :  a  Sketch.     Cr.  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Gardiner  (Samuel  Rawson,  D.C.L., 

LL.D.). 

History  of  England,  from  the  Ac- 
cession of  Jatnes  I.  to  the  Outbreak  of 
the  Civil  War,  1603-1642.  10  vols. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  each. 

A  History  of  the  Great  Civil  War, 
1642-1649.    4  vols.    Cr.  8vo.,  6s.  each. 

A  History  of  the  Commonwealth  ! 
and  the  Protectorate,  1649-1660. 
Vol.   I.,  1649-1651.    With  14  Maps. 
8vo.,  21J.    Vol.  XL,  1651-1654.    With 

7  Maps.     8vo.,  2 1  J. 

What  Gunpowder  Plot  Was.   With 

8  Illustrations  and   Plates.      Crown 
8vo.,  5^. 


Gardiner  (Samuel  Rawson,  D.C.L., 

LL.  D. ) — continued. 

Cromwell's  Place  in  History. 
Founded  on  Six  Lectures  delivered  in 
the  University  of  Oxford.  Crown 
Svo.,  3^.  6d. 

The  Student's  History  of  England. 
With  378  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.,  i2j. 

Also  in  Three  Volumes,  price  4J.  each. 

Vol.  I.  B.C.  55" A. D.  1509.  173  Illus- 
trations. 

Vol.  II.  1509-1689.     96  Illustrations. 

Vol.  III.  1689-1885.     109  Illustrations. 

Greville.— A  Journal  of  the  Reigns 
of  King  George  IV.,  King  William 
IV.,  AND  Queen  Victoria.  By 
Charles  C.  F.  Greville,  formerly 
Clerk  of  the  Council.  8  vols.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d.  each. 

HARVARD  HISTORICAL  STUDIES; 

The  Suppression  of  the  African 
Slave  Trade  to  the  United 
States  of  America,  1638-1870.  By 
W.  E.  B.  Du  Bois,  Ph.D.   Svo. ,  7s.  6d. 

The  Contest  over  the  Ratifica- 
tion OF  the  Federal  Constitu- 
tion in  Massachusetts.  By  S.  B. 
Harding,  A.M.    8vo.,6j. 

A  Critical  Study  of  Nullification 
in  South  Carolina.  By  D.  F. 
Houston,  A.M.    8vo.,6j. 

Nominations  for  Elective  Office 
in  the  United  States.  By  Fred- 
erick W.  Dallinger,  A.m.  8vo., 
ys.  6d. 

*^^*  Other  Volumes  are  in  preparation. 

Gross.— A  Bibliography  of  British 
Municipal  History,  including  Gilds 
and  Parliamentary  Representation.  By 
Charles  Gross,  Ph.D.,  Assisiant  Pro- 
fessor of  History  in  Harvard  University. 
Svo,  I2J. 

Historic  Towns.— Edited  by  E.  A. 
Freeman,  D.C.L.,  and  Rev.  William 
Hunt,  M.A.  With  Maps  and  Plans. 
Crown  Svo.,  3J.  6d.  each. 
Bristol.  By  Rev.  W.  1  London.  By  Rev.  W 
Hunt. 


Carlisle.  By  Mandell 
Creighton,  D.D. 

Cinque  Ports.      By 
Montagu  Burrows. 

Colchester.  By  Rev. 
E.  L.  Cutts. 

Exeter.      By  E.  A. 
Freeman. 


J.  Loftie. 

Oxford.  By  Rev.  C. 
W.  Boase. 

Winchester.  By  G. 
W.  Kitchin,  D.D. 

York.  By  Rev.  James 
Raine. 

New  York.  By  Theo- 
dore Roosevelt. 

Boston  (U.S.).  By 
Henry  Cabot  Lodge. 
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Joyce  (P.  W.,  LL.D.). 

A  Short  History  of  Ireland,  from 
the  Earliest  Times  to  1608.  Crown 
8vo. ,  loj.  6d. 

A  Child's  History  of  Ireland,  from 
the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Death  of 
O'Connell.  With  Map  and  160  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

Kaye  and  Malleson.— History  of 
THE  Indian  Mutiny,  1857-1858.  By 
Sir  John  W.  Kaye  and  Colonel  G.  B. 
Malleson.  With  Analytical  Index 
and  Maps  and  Plans.  6  vols.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d.  each. 

KJnight.— Madagascar  in  War  Time: 
the  Experiences  of  The  Times  Special 
Correspondent  with  the  Hovas  during 
the  French  Invasion  of  1895.  By  E. 
F.  Knight.  With  16  Illustrations  and 
a  Map.     8vo. ,  i2j.  6<f. 

Lang  (Andrew). 

Pickle  the  Spy,  or.  The  Incognito  of 
Prince  Charles.  With  6  Portraits. 
8vo.,  i8j. 

St.  Andrews.  With  8  Plates  and  24 
Illustrations  in  the  Text  by  T.  HoDGE. 
8vo.,  15J.  net. 

Laurie.— Historical  Survey  of  Pre- 
Christian  Education.  By  S.  S. 
Laurie,  A.M.,  LL.D.  Crown 8vo.,  i2j. 

Lecky  (William  Edward  Hart- 
pole). 

History  of  England  in  the  Eigh- 
teenth Century. 
Library  Edition.     8  vols.  8vo.,  £j  4J. 
Cabinet  Edition.    England.    7  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.,  6j.  each.     Ireland.     5 
vols.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  each. 

History  of  European  Morals  from 
Augustus  to  Charlemagne.  2 
vols.     Crown  8vo. ,  i6j. 

History  OF  the  Rise  and  Influence 
of  the  Spirit  of  Rationalism  in 
Europe.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo. ,  i6j. 

Democracy  and  Liberty.  2  vols. 
8vo.,  36^. 

The  Empire  :  its  Value  and  its  Growth. 
An  Inaugural  Address  delivered  at  the 
Imperial  Institute,  November  20,1893. 
Crown  8vo. ,  \s.  6<l. 


LowelL— Governments  and  Partiks 
IN  Continental  Europe.  By  A. 
Lawrence  Lowell.  2  vols.  8vo., 
21J. 

Macaulay  (Lord). 
The  Life  and  Works  of  Lord  Mac- 
aulay. '■Edinburgh'  Edition.  10 vols. 
8vo.,  6s.  each. 

Vols.  I. -IV.    History  of  England. 
Vols.  V.-Vn.  Essays;  Biographies; 
Indian  Penal  Code  ;  Contribu- 
tions TO  Knight's  '  Quarterly 
Magazine  '. 
VoL   VIIL      Speeches;    Lays   of 
Ancient  Rome  ;  Miscellaneous 
Poems. 
Vols,  IX.  and  X.     The  Life  and 
Letters   o^   Lord   Macaulay. 
By  the  Right  Hon.  SirG.  O.  Treve- 
LYAN,  Bart. 
This  Edition  is  a  cheaper  reprint  of  the 
Library  Edition  of  LoRD  Macaulay's 
Life  and  Works. 

Complete  Works. 

Cabinet  Edition.    16  vols.    Post  8vo. , 

•  Edinburgh '  Edition.     8  vols.     8vo. , 

dr.  each. 
Library  Edition.    8  vols.    Svo.,  ^5  55. 

History  of  England  from  the  Ac- 
cession OF  James  the  Second. 
Popular  Edition.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo. ,  55. 
Student's  Edit  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo. ,  x-zs. 
People's  Edition.  4  vols.  Cr.  Svo. ,  i6i; 
Cabinet  Edition.  8vols.  Post8vo.,48j. 
'  Edinburgh '  Edition.     4  vols.     8vo. , 

6s.  each. 
Library  Edition.    5  vols.    Svo. ,  £a^ 

Critical  and  Historical  Essays, 
WITH  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome,  in  i 
volume. 

Popular  Edition.  Crown  Svo. ,  2.s.6d. 
Authorised  Edition.       Crown    Svo., 

IS.  6d. ,  or  3J.  6d. ,  gilt  edges. 
'  Silver   Library  '   Edition.      Crown 

8vo.,  3J.  6d. 

Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 
Student's  Edition,  i  vol.   Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 
People's  Edition.   2  vols.    Cr.  Svo. ,  8j. 
'  Trevelyan  '  Edit.    2  vols.  Cr.8vo.,95. 
Cabinet  Edition.  4  vols.  PostSvo.,  24J. 

*  Edinburgh '  Edition.     4  vols.     Svo. , 

6s.  each. 
Library  Edition.     3  vols.     8vo.,  36J. 
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EissAYS  which  may  be  had  separately 
price  6d.  each  sewed,  is.  each  cloth 
Addison  and    Wal- 
pole, 


Croker's  Boswell's 
Johnson. 

Hallam's  Constitu- 
tional History. 

Warren  Hastings. 

The  Earl  of  Chat- 
ham(Two  Essays). 

Frederick  the  Great. 


Glad- 


Ranke    and 

stone, 
Milton  and  Machia- 

velli. 
Lord  Byron. 
Lord  Clive. 
Lord  Byron, and  The 

Comic  Dramatists 

of  the  Restoration. 


Miscellaneous  Writings. 

People's  Edition,     i  vol.     Cr.  8vo., 

4J.  6d. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.,  2IJ. 
Popular  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.,  2S.  6d. 
Cabinet  Edition.     Including   Indian 

Penal  Code,  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome, 

and  Miscellaneous  Poems.     4  vols. 

Post  Svo.,  24J, 

Selections  from  the  Writings  of 

Lord   Macaulay.       Edited,   with 

Occasional  Notes,  by  the  Right  Hon. 

Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart.  Cr.  Svo. ,  6s. 

MacCoU.  —  The  Sultan  and  the 
Powers.  By  the  Rev.  Malcolm  Mac- 
Coll,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Ripon.  Svo., 
ICX9.  6d. 

Mackinnon.  — The  Union  of  Eng- 
land and  Scotland:  a  Study  of 
International  History.  By  James  Mac- 
Kinnon, Ph.D.,  Examiner  in  History  to 
the  University  of  Edinburgh.    Svo. ,  i6j. 

May.— The  Constitutional  History 
OF  England  since  the  Accession  of 
George  III.  1760-1870.  By  Sir  Thomas 
Erskine  May,  K.C.B.  (Lord  Farn- 
borough).     3  vols.     Crown  Svo. ,  iBj. 

Merivale  (The  late  Dean). 

History  of  the  Romans  under  the 
Empire.  8  vols.  Cr.  Svo.,  y.  td. 
each. 

The  Fall  of  the  Roman  Republic: 
a  Short  History  of  the  Last  Century 
of  the  Commonwealth.     i2mo. ,  ^s.  6d. 

General  History  of  Rome,  from  the 
Foundation  of  the  City  to  the  Fall  of 
Augustulus,  B.C.  753- A. D.  476.  With 
S  Maps.     Crown  Svo. ,  7s.  6d. 


■continued. 


Montague.— The  Elements  of  Eng- 
lish Constitutional  History.  By 
F.  C.  Montague,  M.  A.  Cr.  Svo. ,  y.  6d. 


Richman.-  Appenzell  :  Pure  Demo- 
cracy and  Pastor  il  Life  in  Inner- 
Rhoden.  A  Swiss  Study.  By  Irving 
B.  Richman,  Consul-General  of  the 
United  States  to  Switzerland.  With 
Maps.     Grown  8vo.,  5J. 

Seebolini  {Frederic). 

The  English  Village  Community 
Examined  in  its  Relations  to  the 
Manorial  and  Tribal  Systems,  &c. 
With  13  Maps  and  Plates.     Svo.,  i6j. 

The  Tribal  System  in  Wales  :  being 
Part  of  an  Inquiry  into  the  Structure 
and  Methods  of  Tribal  Society.  With 
3  Maps.     Svo. ,  X2S. 

Sliarpe.— London  and  the  Kingdom  : 
a  History  derived  mainly  from  the 
Archives  at  Guildhall  in  the  custody  of 
the  Corporation  of  the  City  of  London. 
Bv  Reginald  R.  Sharpe,  D.C.L.,  Re- 
cords Clerk  in  the  Office  of  the  Town 
Clerk  of  the  City  of  London.  3  vols. 
Svo.     lOJ.  6d.  each. 


Smith.— Carthage  and  the  Cartha- 
ginians. By  R.  Bosworth  Smith, 
M.A.,  With  Maps,  Plans,  &c.  Cr. 
8vo.,  3^.  6d. 

Stephens.— A  History  ofthe  French 
Revolution.  By  H.  Morse  Stephens, 
3  vols.    Svo.   Vols.  I.  and  II. ,  i8j.  each. 

Stubbs.— History  of  the  University 
OF  Dublin,  from  its  Foundation  to  the 
End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century.  By  J. 
W.  Stubbs.     Svo.,  i2j.  6d. 

Sutherland.— The    History    of 

Australia  and  Nev^t  Zealand,  from 
1606-1890.  By  Alexander  Suther- 
land, M.A.,  and  George  Suther- 
land, M.A.     Crown  Svo.,  zs.  td. 

Taylor.— A  Student's  Manual  of 
THE  History  of  India.  By  Colonel 
Meadows  Taylor,  C.S.I.,  &c.  Cr. 
8vo.,  7J.  dd. 

Todd.— Parliamentary  Government 
IN  the  British  Colonies.  ByALPHEUS 
Todd,  LL.D.     Svo.,  2Ps.  net. 
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Wakeman   and  Hassall.— Essays 

Introductory   to   the    Study   of 

English  Constitutional  History. 

By  Resident  Members  of  the  University 

of  Oxford.    Edited  by  Henry  Offley 

Wakeman,  M.A.,  and  Arthur  Has- 
sall, M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
Walpole.— History     of     England 

FROM     the     Conclusion    of    the 

Great  War  in  1815  to  1858.      By 

Spencer  Walpole.    6  vols.    Crown 

8vo.,  6j.  each. 


-continued, 
Wood-Martin.— Pagan  Ireland  :  an 
Archaeological  Sketch.  A  Handbook  of 
Irish  Pre-Christian  Antiquities.  By  W. 
G.  Wood-Martin,  M.R.I. A.  With 512 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  15J. 


Wy lie.— History  of  England  under 
Henry  IV.  By  James  Hamilton 
Wylie,  M.A.,  one  of  H.M.  Inspectors 
of  Schools.  3  vols.  Crown  8vo.  Vol. 
I.,  1399-1404,  loj.  6d.  Vol.  II.  15J. 
Vol.  III.     15J.       [Vol.  IV.  in  the  press. 


Biography,  Personal  Memoirs,  &c. 


Armstrong. — The  Life  and  Letters 
of  Edmund  J.  Armstrong.  Edited 
by  G.  F.  Saa^age  Armstrong.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  7J.  6d. 

Bacon.— The  Letters  and  Life  of 
Francis  Bacon,  including  all  his 
Occasional  Works.  Edited  by  James 
Spedding.     7  vols.     8vo. ,  ;^4  45. 

Bagehot.  —  Biographical  Studies. 
By  Walter  Bagehot,  Cr,  8vo. ,  3J.  td. 

BlackwelL— Pioneer  Work  in  Open- 
ing THE  Medical  Profession  to 
Women  :  Autobiographical  Sketches. 
By  Dr.  Elizabeth  Blackwell.  Cr. 
8vo.,  ds. 

Boyd  (A.  K.  H.).    (*A.K.H.B.*). 

Twenty-five  Years  of  St.  Andrews. 

1865-189O.     2  vols.     8V0.     Vol.  I.,  I2J. 

Vol.  II..  15J. 
St.     Andrews     and     Elsewhere  : 

Glimpses  of  Some  Gone  and  of  Things 

Left.     8vo.,  1 5 J. 
The  Last  Years  of  St.  Andrews  -- 

September,  1890,  to  September,  1895- 

8vo.,  15J. 

Buss.— Frances  Mary  Buss  and  hf;r 
Work  for  Education.  By  Annie 
E.  Ridley.  With  5  Portraits  and  4 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 

Carlyle.— Thomas Carlyle  :  a  History 
of  his  Life.  By  James  Anthony  Froude, 
1795-1835.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo. ,  7J. 
1834-1881.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  7s, 

Digby.— The  Life  of  Sir  Kenetm 
DiGBY,  dy  one  of  his  Descendants, 
the  Author  of  'The  Life  of  a  Con- 
spirator,' 'A  Life  of  Arch  bis  hop  Laad,' 
etc.     With  7  Illustrations.     8vo. ,  16$^ 


Erasmus.— Life  and  Letters  of 
Erasmus.  By  James  Anthony 
Froude.      Crown  8vo.,  bs. 

FALKLANDS.  By  the  Author  of  '  The 
Life  of  Sir  Kenelm  Digby,'  '  The  Life 
of  a  Prig,'  etc.  With  Portraits  and 
other  Illustrations.     8vo.,  105.  6rf. 

Pox.— The  Early  History  of  Charles 
James  Fox.  By  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  G. 
O.  Trevelyan,  Bart. 


Library  Edition. 
Cabinet  Edition, 


8vo.,  i8j. 
Crown  8vo. 


65. 


Halifax.— The  Life  and  Letters  of 
Sir  George  Savile,  Baronet,  First 
Marquis  of  Halifax.  With  a  New 
Edition  of  his  Works,  now  for  the  first 
time  collected  and  revised.  By  H.  C. 
Foxcroft.     2  vols.  8vo. 

Hamilton.— Life  of  Sir  William 
Hamilton.  By  R.  P.  Graves.  8vo. 
3 vols.  155. each.  Addendum.  8vo.,6<f. 

Havelock. — Memoirs  of  Sir  Henry 
Havelock,  K.C.B.  By  John  Clark 
Marshman.     Crown  8vo, ,  3^.  dd. 

Ha-weis.— My  Musical  Life.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With  Portrait  of 
Richard  Wagner  and  3  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  7J.  6d. 

Holroyd.— The  Girlhood  of  Maria 
Josepha  Holroyd  (Lady  Stanley  of 
Alderly).  Recorded  in  Letters  of  a 
Hundred  Years  Ago,  from  1776-1796. 
Edited  by  J.  H.  Adeane.  With  6 
Portraits.     8vo.,  iZs. 
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Ja,ckson.— The  Life  of  Stonewall 
Jackson.  By  Lieut. -Col.  G.  F.  Hen- 
derson, York  and  Lancaster  Regiment. 
With  Portrait,  Maps  and  Plans.  2 
vols,  8vo. 

Lejeune.— Memoirs  of  Baron  Le- 
jeune,  Aide-de-Camp  to  Marshals 
Berthier,  Davout,  and  Oudinot.  Trans- 
lated and  Edited  from  the  Original 
French  by  Mrs.  Arthur  Bell  (N. 
D'Anvers).    2  vols.    8vo.,  245. 

Luther.— Life  of  Luther.  By 
Julius  Kostlin.  With  Illustrations 
from  Authentic  Sources.  Translated 
from  the  German.     Crown  8vo.,  y,  6d. 

Maeaulay.— The  Life  and  Letters 

of  Lord  Macaulay.    By  the  Right 

Hon.  Sir  G.  O.  Trevelyan,  Bart.,  M. P. 

Popular  Edit,  i  vol.  Cr.  8vo. ,  zs.  6d. 

Student's  Edition,   i  vol.  Cr.  8vo. ,  6s. 

Cabinet  Edition.  2  vols.  Post8vo.,i2J. 

Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.,  36J. 

'  Edinburgh  Edition.  *     2  vols.     8to.  , 

ts.  each. 

Marbot.— -The  Memoirs  of  the  Baron 
DE  Marbot.  Translated  from  the 
French.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  'js. 

Nansen.  —  Fridtjof  Nansen,  1861- 
1893.  By  W.C.  Brogger  and  NORDAHL 
Rolfsen.  Translated  by  William 
Archer.  With  8  Plates,  48  Illustrations 
in  the  Text,  and  3  Maps.     8vo.,  12^.  6«/. 

Place.— The  Life  of  Francis  Place. 
By  Graham  Wallas. 

Rawlinson.  —  A  Memoir  of  the 
Late  Sir  Henry  Rawlinson,  Bart,  , 
K.  C.  B. ,  F,  R.  S. ,  D.  C.  L.  ,  ETC.  Written 
chiefly  by  his  brother,  the  Rev,  George 
Rawlinson,  Canon  of  Canterbury. 
With  Contributions  by  the  late  Sir 
Henry's  eldest  son,  find  by  Field- 
Marshal  Lord  Roberts. 


Reeve.— The  Life  and  Letters  of 
Henry  Reeve,  C,B.,  late  Editor  of  the 
'  Edinburgh  Review,'  and  Registrar  of 
the  Privy  Council.  By  J.  K.  Laugh- 
TON,  M.A. 

Romanes.— The  Life  and  Letters 
of  George  John  Romanes,  M.A., 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.  Written  and  Edited 
by  his  Wife.  With  Portrait  and  2 
Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,,  ds. 

Seebohm..— The  Oxford  Reformers 
— John  Colet,  Erasmus  and  Thomas 
More  :  a  History  of  their  Fellow- Work. 
By  Frederic  Seebohm.    8vo.  ,  145. 

Shakespeare.— Outlines  of  the 
Life  of  Shakespeare.  By  J.  O. 
Halliwell-Phillipps.  With  lUus* 
trations  and  Facsimiles,  2  vols. 
Royal  8vo.,  £x  is. 

Shakespeare's  True  Life.  By  Jas. 
Walter.  With  500  Illustrations  by 
Gerald  E.  Moira,     Imp.  8vo.,  21J. 

Verney.— Memoirs  of  the  Verney 

Family. 

Vols,  I.  and  II.  During  the  Civil 
War.  By  Frances  Parthenope 
Verney.  With  38  Portraits,  Wood- 
cuts and  Facsimile.     Royal  8vo.,  42s. 

Vol.  III.  During  the  Common- 
wealth, 1650- 1660.  By  Margaret 
M.  Verney.  With  10  Portraits,  &c. 
Royal  8vo. ,  21J. 

Wakley.— The  Life  and  Times  of 
Thomas  Wakley,  Founder  and  First 
Editor  of  the  '  Lancet, '  Member  of 
Parliament  for  Finsbury,  and  Coroner 
for  West  Middlesex.  By  S.  Squire 
Sprigge,  M.B.  Cantab.  With  2  Por- 
traits,    8vo.,  i8j. 

Wellington.— Life  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington.  By  the  Rev.  G.  R. 
Gleig,  M.A,     Crown  8vo,,  35,  6d. 


Travel  and  AdYenture,  the  Colonies,  &c. 

Bent.— The  Ruined  Cities  of  Mash- 
ONALAND  :  being  a  Record  of  Excava- 
tion and  Exploration  in  189 1.  By  J. 
Theodore  Bent.  With  117  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  3^.  6d. 


Arnold.— Seas  and  Lands.     By  Sir 
Edwin  Arnold.    With  71  Illustrations, 
Cr.  8vo,,  3s.  6d. 
Baker  (Sir  S.  W.). 
Eight  Years  in  Ceylon.     With  6 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d. 
The  Rifle  and  the  Hound  in  Cey- 
lon.   With  6  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo., 
3i.  6d. 
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Bicknell.— Travel  and  Adventure 
IN  Northern  Queensland.  By 
Arthur  C.  Bicknell.  With  24 
Plates  and  22  Illustrations  in  the  text. 
3vo.,  15J. 

Brassey.— Voyages  and  Travels  of 
Lord  Brassey,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L.,  1862- 
1894.  Arranged  and  Edited  by  Captain 
S.  Eardley-Wilmot.  2  vols.  Cr. 
8vo.,  lay. 


Brassey  (The  late  Lady). 
A  Voyage  in  the  '  Sunbeam  ' ;  Our 

Home  on  the  Ocean  for  Eleven 

Months. 

Cabinet  Edition.  With  Map  and  66 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

Silver  Library  Edition.  With  66 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Popular  Edition.  With  60  Illustra- 
tions.   4to.,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth, 

School  Edition.  With  37  Illustrations. 
Fcp.,  2J.cloth,  or  3J. white  parchment. 

Sunshine  and  Storm  in  the  East. 

Cabinet  Edition.  With  2  Maps  and 
114 Illustrations.   Crown 8vo., 7^.6^3?. 

Popular  Edition.  With  103  Illustra- 
tions.   4to. ,  td.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 

In  the  Trades,  the  Tropics,  and 
the  '  Roaring  Forties  '. 
Cabinet  Edition.     With  Map  and  220 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d. 
Popular  Edition.     With  183  Illustra- 
tions.    4to. ,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 

Three  Voyages  in  the  '  Sunbeam  '. 
Popular  Edition.  With  346  Illustra- 
tions.    4to.,  2S.  bd. 

Brcwning.— A  Girl's  Wanderings 
IN  Hungary.  By  H.  Ellen  Brown- 
ing. With  Map  and  20  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  35.  6d. 

Froude  (James  A.). 
Oceana  :  or  England  and  her  Colonies. 
With  9   Illustrations.      Crown  8vo., 
2J,  boards,  2J.  6d.  cloth. 

The  English  in  the  West  Indies  : 
or  the  Bow  of  Ulysses.  With  9  Illus- 
trations.    Cr.  8vo,,  2J.  bds. ,  2s.  dd.  cl. 


Hewitt. — Visits     to     Remarkable 
Places,     Old     Hnlls,     Battle-Fields, 
Scenes  illustrative  of  Striking  Passages 
in   English   History   and   Poetry.       By 
William  Howitt.     With  80  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo. ,  -y.  6d. 
Jones.  —  Rock     Climbing     in     the 
English  Lake  District.    By  Owen 
Glynne  Jones,  B.Sc.  (Lond.),  Member 
of  the  Alpine  Club.     With  30  Full-page 
Illustrations  and  9    Lithograph    Plate 
Diagrams  of  the  Chief  Routes.      8vo., 
1 5 J.  net. 
Knight  (E.  F.). 
The  Cruise  of  the  'Alerte':  the 
Narrative  of  a  Search  for  Treasure  on 
the  Desert  Island  of  Trinidad.    With 
2  Maps  and  23  Illustrations.     Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Where  Three  Empires  Meet  :  a  Nar- 
rative of  Recent  Travel  in  Kashmir, 
Western    Tibet,     Baltistan,     Ladak, 
Gilgit,  and  the  adjoining  Countries. 
With  a  Map  and    54    Illustrations. 
Cr.  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 
The  •  Falcon  '  on  the  Baltic  :  a 
Voyage  from  London  to  Copenhagen 
in  a  Three-Tonner.      With  10  Full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 
Lees  and  Clutterbuck.—B.  C.  1887: 
A  Ramble  in  British  Columbia.    By 
J.  A.  Lees  and  W.  J.  Clutterbuck. 
With  Map  and  75  Illustrations.  Cr.  Bvo., 
y.6d. 
Max  Mdller.— Letters  from  Con- 
stantinople.  By  Mrs.  Max  Muller. 
With  12  Views  of  Constantinople  and 
the  neighbourhood.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
Nansen  (Fridtjof). 
The  First  Crossing  of  Greenland. 
With  numerous   Illustrations  and  a 
Map.      Crown  8vo.,  3^.  6d. 
Eskimo  Life.    With  31  Illustrations. 
8vo.,  x6s. 
Oliver.— Crags  and  Craters  :  Ram- 
bles in  the    Island    of   Reunion.      By 
William    Dudley    Oliver,     M.A. 
With  27  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 
Quillinan.  —  Jouunal    of    a    Few 
Months'  Residence   in  Portugal, 
and  Glimpses  of  the  South  of  Spain. 
By    Mrs.    Quillinan    (Dora  Words- 
worth).   New   Ediiion.       Edited,   with 
Memoir,  by  Edmund  Lee,  Author  of 
•Dorothy  Wordsworth.'  etc.       Crown 
8vo.,  6s. 
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S  m  i  t  h.— Climbing  in  the  British 
ISLKS.  By  W.  P.  Haskett  Smith. 
With  Illustrations  by  Ellis  Care,  and 
Numerous  Plans. 

Part  I.  England.    i6mo. ,  y.  bd. 

Part  II.    Wales    and    Ireland. 
i6mo.,  3^.  6d. 


Stephen.  —  The  Playground  of 
Europe.  By  Leslie  Stephen.  New 
Edition,  with  Additions  and  4  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo,,  6s.  net. 


THREE  IN  NORWAY.  By  Two  of 
Them.  With  a  Map  and  59  Illustra- 
tions.    Cr.  8vo. ,  2s.  boards,  2J.  6d.  cloth. 

Tyndall.— The  Glaciers  of  the  Alps: 
being  a  Narrative  of  Excursions  and 
Ascents.  An  Account  of  the  Origin  and 
Phenomena  of  Glaciers,  and  an  Exposi- 
tion of  the  Physical  Principles  to  which 
they  are  related.  By  John  Tyndall, 
F.R.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  6d.  net. 

Vivian.— Servia  :  the  Poor  Man's 
Paradise.  By  Herbert  Vivian,  M.  A. 
Bvo, ,  15J. 


Sport  and  Pastime. 
THE  BADMINTON  LIBRARY. 


Edited  by  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF   BEAUFORT,   K.G..  and 

A.  E.  T.  WATSON. 
Complete  in  28  Volumes.     Crown  8vo.,  Price  ioj.  6d.  each  Volume,  Cloth. 

*,*  Th£  Volumes  are  also  issued  half-bound  in  Leather^  with  gilt  top.     The  price  can 
be  had  from  all  Booksellers. 


ARCHERY.  By  C.  J.  Longman  and 
Col.  H.  Walrond.  With  Contribu- 
tions by  Miss  Legh,  Viscount  Dillon, 
&c.  With  2  Maps,  23  Plates,  and  172 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. , 
\os.  6d. 

ATHLETICS  AND  FOOTBALL.  By 
Montague  Shearman.  With  6 
Plates  and  52  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 


BIG  GAME  SHOOTING. 
Phillipps-Wolley. 


By  Clive 


Vol.  I.  Africa  and  America.  With 
Contributions  by  Sir  Samuel  W. 
Baker,  W.  C.  Oswell,  F.  C. 
Selous,  &c.  With  20  Plates  and 
57  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  \os.  6d. 


BIG  GAME  SHOOTING— continued. 

Vol.  II.  Europe,  Asia,  and  the 
Arctic  Regions.  With  Contributions 
by  Lieut.-Colonel  R.  Heber  Percy, 
Major  Algernon  C.  Heber  Percy, 
&c.  With  17  Plates  and  56  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
10s.  6d. 


BILLIARDS.  By  Major  W.  Broadfoot, 
R.E.  With  Contributions  by  A.  H. 
Boyd,  Sydenham  Dixon,  W.  J. 
Ford,  &c.  With  11  Plates,  19  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text,  and  numerous 
Diagrams.     Crown  8vo. ,  10s.  6d. 

BOATING.  By  W.  B.  Woodgate. 
With  10  Plates,  39  Illustrations  in  the 
Text,  and  4  Maps  of  Rowing  Courses. 
Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 
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Sport  and  l^h.'sXivoA— continued. 
THE  BADMINTON  lAS^KV:^— continued. 


COURSING  AND  FALCONRY.  By 
Harding  Cox  and  the  Hon.  Gerald 
Lascelles.  With  20  Plates  and 
56  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  lor.  ()d. 

CRICKET.  By  A.  G.  Steel,  and  the 
Hon.  R.  H.  Lyttelton.  With  Con- 
tributions by  Andrew  Lang,  W.  G. 
Grace,  F.  Gale,  &c.  With  12  Plates 
and  52  lUvistrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  \os.  6d. 

CYCLING.  By  the  Earl  of  Albe- 
marle, and  G.  Lacy  Hillier.  With 
19  Plates  and  44  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.     Crown  8vo.,  zos.  6d. 

DANCING.  By  Mrs.  Lilly  Grove, 
F.R.G.S.  With  Contributions  by  Miss 
Middleton,  The  Honourable  M'-s. 
Armytage,  &c.  With  Musical  Ex- 
amples, and  38  Full-page  Plates  and 
93  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  loj.  6<f. 

DRIVING.  By  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Beaufort,  K.G.  With  Contributions 
by  other  Authorities.  With  12  Plates 
and  54  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 

FENCING,  BOXING,  AND  WREST- 
LING. By  Walter  H.  Pollock, 
F.  C.  Grove,  C.  Prevost,  E.  B. 
Mitchell,  and  Walter  Armstrong. 
With  18  Plates  and  24  Illustrations  in 
the  Text.     Crown  8vo. ,  xos.  6d. 

FISHING.  By  H.  Cholmondeley-Pen- 
nell. 

Vol.  I.  Salmon  and  Trout.  With 
Contributions  by  H.  R.  Francis, 
Major  John  P.  Traherne,  &c. 
With  9  Plates  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions of  Tackle,  &c.  Crown  8vo., 
I05.  6d. 

Vol.  II.  Pike  and  other  Coarse 
Fish.  With  Contributions  by  the 
Marquis  of  Exeter,  William 
Senior,  G.  Christopher  Davies, 
&c.  With  7  Plates  and  numerous 
Illustrations  of  Taokle,  &c.  Crown 
8vo.,  loj.  6d. 


GOLF.  By  Horace  G.  Huiuunson. 
With  Contributions  by  the  Rt,  Hon.  A. 
J.  Balfour,  M.P.,  Sir  Walter 
Simpson,  Bart.,  Andrew  Lang,  &c. 
With  25  Plates  and  65  Illustrations  in 
the  Text.     Cr.  8vo.,  ioj.  6d. 


H  UNTING.  By  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Beaufort  K.G.,  and  Mowbray 
Morris.  With  Contributions  by  the 
Earl  of  Suffolk  and  Berkshire, 
Rev.  E.  W.  L.  Davies,  G.  H.  Long- 
man, &c.  With  5  Plates  and  54  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
xos.  6d. 


MOUNTAINEERING.  By  C.  T.  Dent. 
With  Contributions  by  Sir  W.  M.  Con- 
way, D.  W.  Freshfield,  C.  E.  Ma- 
thews, &c.  With  13  Plates  and  95 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. 
lOJ.  6d. 


POETRY  OF  SPORT  (THE). —Selected 
by  Hedley  Peek.  With  a  Chapter  on 
Classical  Allusions  to  Sport  by  Andrew 
Lang,  and  a  Special  Preface  to  the 
Badminton  Library  by  A.  E.  T.  WAT- 
SON. With  32  Plates  and  74  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.    Crown  8vo. ,  10s.  6d. 


RACING  AND  STEEPLE-CHASING. 
By  the  EARL  OF  Suffolk  and  Berk- 
shire, W.  G.  Craven,  the  Hon.  F. 
Lawley,  Arthur  Coventry,  and 
Alfred  E.  T.  Watson.  With 
Frontispiece  and  56  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.    Crown  8vo.,  loj.  6d. 

RIDING  AND  POLO.  By  Captain 
Robert  Weir,  the  Duke  of  Beau- 
fort, the  Earl  of  Suffolk  and 
Berkshire,  the  Earl  of  Onslow, 
&c.  With  18  Plates  and  41  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 


SEA  FISHING.  By  John  Bickerdyke, 
Sir  H.  W.  Gore-Booth,  Alfred  C. 
Harmsworth,  and  W.  Senior.  With 
22  Full-page  Plates  and  175  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 
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THE  BADMINTON  IX&WkSX— continued. 


SHOOTING. 

Vol.  I.  Field  and  Covert.  By  Lord 
Walsingham  and  Sir  Ralph  Payne- 
Gallwey,  Bart.  With  Contribu- 
tions by  the  Hon.  Gerald  Las- 
CELLES  and  A.  J.  Stuart-Wortley. 
With  II  Plates  and  94  Illustrations 
in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 

Vol.  II.  Moor  and  Marsh.  By  Lord 
Walsingham  and  Sir  Ralph  P a yne- 
Gallwey,  Bart.  With  Contributions 
by  Lord  Lovat  and  Lord  Charles 
Lennox  Kkrr.  With  8  Plates  and 
57  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
Bvo.,  loj.  6rf. 

SKATING,  CURLING,  TOBOGGAN- 
ING. By  J.  M.  Heathcote,  C.  G. 
Tebbutt,  T.  Maxwell  Witham, 
Rev.  John  Kerr,  Ormond  Hake, 
Henry  A.  Buck,  &c.  With  12  Plates 
and  272  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Cr. 
Bvo.,  loj.  6(/. 

SWIMMING.  By  Archibald  Sinclair 
and  William  Henry,  Hon.  Sees,  of 
the  Life-Saving  Society.  With  13  Plates 
and  106  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  lOJ.  6d. 


TENNIS,  LAWN  TENNIS,  RAC- 
QUETS, AND  FIVES.  By  J.  M.  and 
C.  G.  Heathcote,  E.  O.  Pleydell- 
BouvERiE,  and  A.  C.  Ainger.  With 
Contributions  by  the  Hon.  A.  Lyttel- 
ton,  W.  C.  Marshall,  Miss  L.  Dod, 
&c.  With  12  Plates  and  67  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo, ,  ioj.  td. 

YACHTING. 

Vol.  I.  Cruising,  Construction  of 
Yachts,  Yacht  Racing  Rules, 
Fitting-out,  &c.  By  Sir  Edward 
Sullivan,  Bart.,  The  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  Lord  Brassey,  K.C.B., 
C.  E.  Seth-Smith,  C.B.,  G.  L. 
Watson,  R.  T.  Pritchett,  K  F. 
Knight,  &c.  With  21  Plates  and 
93  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  and  from 
Photographs.     Crown  8vo. ,  xos.  6d. 

Vol.  II.  Yacht  Clubs,  Yachting  in 
America  and  the  Colonies,  Yacht 
Racing,  &c.  By  R.  T.  Pritchett, 
The  Marquis  of  Dufferin  and 
AvA,  K.P.,  The  Eail  of  Onslow, 
James  McFerran,  &c.  With  35 
Plates  and  160  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.      Crown  8vo  ,  loj.  6d. 


Fur,   Feather  and   Fin   Series. 

Edited  by  A.  E.  T.  Watson. 
CiOwn  8vo. ,  price  5J.  each  Volume. 

t*4*  The  Volumes  are  also  isstied  half-bound  in  Leather^  with  gilt  top.     The  price  can 
*^'  be  had  from  all  Booksellers. 


THE  PARTRIDGE.  Natural  History, 
by  the  Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson; 
Shooting,  by  A.  J.  Stuart-Wortley  ; 
Cookery,  by  George  Saintsbury. 
With  II  Illustrations  and  various  Dia- 
grams in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo.,  5.'. 


THE  GROUSE.  Natural  History,  by  the 
Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson;  Shooting, 
by  A.  J.  Stuart-Wortley;  Cookery, 
by  George  Saintsbury.  With  13 
Illustrations  and  various  Diagrams 
in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo. ,  55. 


THE  PHEASANT.  Natural  History,  hy 
the  Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson  ;  Shooting, 
by  A.  J.  Stuart-Wortley;  Cookety, 
by  Alexander  InnesSh and.  With  10 
Illustrations  and  various  Diagrams. 
Crown  8vo. ,  55. 

THE  HARE.  Natural  History,  by  the 
Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson;  Shooting, 
by  the  Hon.  Gerald  Lascelles  ; 
Coursing,  by  Charles  Richardson; 
Hunting,  by  J.  S.  Gibbons  and  G.  H. 
Longman  ;  Cookery,  by  Col.  Kennev 
Herbert.  With  9  Illustrations.  Cr. 
8vo.,  s». 
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Fur,  Feather  and  Fin  Se.k\es— continued. 


RED  DEER.  Natural  History,  by 
the  Rev.  H.  A.  Macpherson  ;  Deer 
Stalking,  by  Cameron  of  Lochiel. 
Stag  Hunting,  by  Viscount  Ebring- 
TON ;  Cookery,  by  Alexander  Innes 
Shand.  With  lo  Illustrations  by  J. 
Chailton  and  A.  Thorburn.  Cr. 
8vo.,  $s. 

THE  RABBIT.  By  J.  E.  Harting,  &c. 
With  Illustrations.  [In  preparation. 


WILDFOWL.      By     the     Hon.    John 

Scott  Montagu.    With  Illustrations. 

[/«  preparation. 

THE  SALMOM.     By  the  Hon.    A.    E. 

Gathorne-Hardy.  With  Illustrations. 

[/«  preparation. 

THE  TROUT.      By  the  Marquis  of 
Granby,  &c.     With  Illustrations. 

[/«  preparation. 


Andr6.— Colonel  Bogey's  Sketch- 
book. Comprising  an  Eccentric  Col- 
lection of  Scribbles  and  Scratches  found 
in  disused  Lockers  and  swept  up  in  the 
Pavilion,  together  with  sundry  After- 
Dinner  Sayings  of  the  Colonel  By  R. 
Andre,  West  Herts  Golf  Club. 
Oblong  4to,,  zf.  6d. 

BADMINTON  MAGAZINE  (THE) 
OF  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES. 
Edited  by  Alfred  E.  T.  Watson 
('  Rapier  ').  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Price  ij.  Monthly. 
Vols.  I. -v..  6j.  each. 

DEAD  SHOT  (THE) :  or,  Sportsman's 
Complete  Guide.  Being  a  Treatise  on  j 
the  Use  of  the  Gun,  with  Rudimentary  j 
and  Finishing  Lessons  on  the  Art  ofi 
Shooting  Game  of  all  kinds.  Also  j 
Game-driving,  Wildfowl  and  Pigeon- 1 
shooting,  Dog-breaking,  etc.  By  Marks- 
man. With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  iqj.  td. 

Ellis.— Chkss  Sparks  ;  or.  Short  and 
Bright  Games  of  Chess.  Collected  and 
Arranged  by  J.  H.  Ellis,  M.A.  8vo., 
6fS.  6d. 

Polkard.  —  The  Wild-Fowler  :  A 
Treatise  on  Fowling,  Ancient  and 
Modem ;  descriptive  also  of  Decoys 
and  Flight-ponds,  Wild-fowl  Shooting, 
Gunning-punts,  Shooting-yachts,  &c. 
Also  Fowling  in  the  Fens  and  in  Foreign 
Countries,  Rock-fowling,  &c.,  &c.,  by 
H.  C.  Folkard.  With  13  Engravings 
on  Steel,  and  several  Woodcuts.  8vo. , 
i2.r.  dd. 


Ford.— The  Theory  and  Practice  of 
Archery.  By  Horace  Ford.  New 
Edition,  thoroughly  Revised  and  Re- 
written by  W.  Butt,  M.A.  With  a  Pre- 
face by  C.  J.  Longman,  M.A.  8vo.,  14J. 

Francis.- A  Book  on  Angling:  or, 
Treatise  on  the  Art  of  Fishing  in  every 
Branch ;  including  full  Illustrated  List 
of  Salmon  Flies.  By  Francis  Francis. 
With  Portrait  and  Coloured  Plates. 
Crown  8vo.,  15J. 

Gibson.— Tobogganing  on  Crooked 
Runs.  By  the  Hon.  Harry  Gibson. 
With  Contributions  by  F.  de  B.  Strick- 
land and  *  Lady-Tobogganer  '.  With 
40  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  ds. 

G-raham.— Country  Pastimes  for 
Boys.  By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 
With  252  Illustrations  from  Drawmgs 
and  Photographs.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  bd. 

Lang.— Angling  Sketches.  By  A. 
Lang.  With  20  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  3J.  (>d. 

liillie.- Croquet  :  its  History,  Rules, 
and  Secrets.  By  Arthur  Lillie, 
Champion  Grand  National  Croquet 
Club,  1872  ;  Winner  of  the  '  All-Comers' 
Championship,'  Maidstone,  1896.  With 
4  Full-page  Illustrations  by  LuciEN 
Davis,  15  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  and 
27  Diagrams.     Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 

Longman.— Chess  Openings.  By 
Frederick  W.  Longman.  Fcp.  8vo. , 
2j.  td. 

Madden.— The  Diary  of  Master 
William  Silence  :  A  Study  of  Shake- 
speare and  of  Elizabethan  Sport.  By 
the  Right  Hon.  D.  H.  Madden,  Vice- 
Chancellor  of  the  University  of  Dublin. 
8vo.,  idf. 
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Ma skelyne.— Sharps  and  Flats  :  a 
Complete  Revelation  of  the  Secrets  of 
Cheating  at  Games  of  Chance  and  Skill. 
By  John  Nevil  Maskelyne,  of  the 
Egyption  Hall.     With  62  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
Park.— The    Game    of    Golf.       By 
William     Park,    Junr.,     Champion 
Golfer,   1887-89.       With  17  Plates  and 
26  Illustrations  in  the  Text.       Crown 
8vo.,  7s.  6d 
Payne-Gall wey  (Sir  Ralph,  Bart.). 
Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (First 
Series) .  On  the  Choice  and  Use  of  a  Gun. 
With  41  Illustrations.   Cr.  Bvo. ,  7s.  6d. 
Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (Second 
Series).    On  the  Production,  Preserva- 
tion, and  Killing  of  Game.  With  Direc- 
tions in  Shooting  Wood- Pigeons  and 
Breaking-in    Retrievers.      With   Por- 
trait and   103   Illustrations.      Crown 
8vo.,  I2S.  dd. 
Letters  to  Young  Shooters  (Third 
Series).     Comprising  a  Short  Natural 
History  of  the  Wildfowl  that  are  Rare 
or   Common  to  the  British  Islands, 
with  Complete  Directions  in  Shooting 
Wildfowl  on   the  Coast  and  Inland. 
With  200  Illustrations.     Cr.  Bvo. ,  i8j. 
Pole  (William). 
The  Theory  of  the  Modern  Scien- 
tific Game  of  Whist.    Fcp.  8vo., 
2.S.  6d. 
The  Evolution  of  Whist  :  a  Study 
of  the  Progressive  Changes  which  the 
Game  has  undergone.     Crown  8vo., 
2S.  td. 


Proctor.— How  to  Play  Whist: 
with  the  Laws  and  Etiquette  of 
Whist.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor. 
Crown  8vo. ,  35.  6d. 

Ribblesdale.— The  Queens  Hounds 
and  Stag-Hunting  Recollections. 
By  Lord  Ribblesdale,  Master  of  the 
Buckhounds,  1892-95.  With  Introduc- 
tory Chapter  on  the  Hereditary  Master- 
ship by  E.  Burrows.  With  24  Plates 
and  35  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  in- 
cluding reproductions  from  Oil  Paintings 
in  the  possession  of  Her  Majesty  the 
Queen  at  Windsor  Castle  and  Cumber- 
land Lodge,  Original  Drawings  by  G. 
D.  Giles,  and  from  Prints  and  Photo- 
graphs.    8vo.,  25J. 

Ronalds.— The  Fly-Fisher's  Ento- 
mology. By  Alfred  Ronalds.  With 
20  Coloured  Plates.     8vo. ,  14s. 

Thompson  and  Cannan.  Hand- 
in-Hand  Figure  Skating.  By  Nor- 
cliffe  G.  Thompson  and  F.  Laura 
Cannan,  Members  of  the  Skating  Club. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Captain  J.  H. 
Thomson,  R.A.  With  Illustrations. 
i6mo.,  6s. 

Wilcocks.  The  Sea  Fisherman  :  Com- 
prising the  Chief  Methods  of  Hook  and 
Line  Fishing  in  the  British  and  other 
Seas,  and  Remarks  on  Nets,  Boats,  and 
Boating.  By  J.  C.WiLCOCKS.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 


Steel  (John  Henry). 
A  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of  the 

Dog.     With  88  Illustrations.     8vo., 

loj.  6d. 
A  Treatise  on  the   Diseases  of 

the  Ox.      With    119    Illustrations. 

8vo. ,  15J. 
A  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of  the 

Sheep.   With  100  Illustrations.   8vo. , 

1 2  J. 
Outlines  of  Equine  Anatomy  :    a 

Manual   for   the    use    of   Veterinary 

Students   in  the    Dissecting    Room. 

Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 
Fitzwygrani.~HoRSES  and  Stables. 
By  Major-General  Sir  F.  FiTZWYGRAM, 
Bart.     With  56  pages  of  Illustrations, 
8vo.,  2J.  6d.  net. 


Veterinary  Medicine,  &c. 

Schreiner.  —  The  Angora  Goat 
(published  under  the  auspices  of  the 
South  African  Angora  Goat  Breeders' 
Association),  and  a  Paper  on  the  Ostrich 
(reprinted  from  the  Zoologist  for  March, 
1897).  By  S.  C.  Cronwright 
Schriener.     8vo. 


*  Stonehenge.'— The  Dog  in  Health 
AND  Disease.  By  '  Stonehenge '. 
With  78  Wood  Engravings.  8vo. ,  -js.  6d. 

Youatt  (William). 

The  Horse.  Revised  and  enlarged.  Bv 
W.  Watson,  M.R.C.V.S.  With  52 
Wood  Engravings.     8vo.,  js.  6d. 

The  Dog.  Revised  and  enlarged.  With 
33  Wood  Engravings,     8vo. ,  6s, 
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Mental,  Moral,  and  Political  Philosophy. 

LOGIC,  RHETORIC, 
Abbott.— The  Elements  OF  Logic.  By 
T.  K.  Abbott,  B.D.     lamo.,  y. 

Aristotle. 

The  Ethics:  Greek  Text,  Illustrated 
with  Essay  and  Notes.  By  Sir  Alex- 
ander Grant,  Bart.  2 vols.  8vo.,32j. 

An  Introduction  to  Aristotle's 
Ethics.  Books  I. -IV.  (Book  X.  c. 
vi,-ix.  in  an  Appendix.)  With  a  con- 
tinuous Analysis  and  Notes.  By  the 
Rev.  Edward  Moore,  D.D.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  los.  6d. 

Bacon  (Francis). 
Complete  Works.     Edited  by  R.  L. 

Ellis,  James  Spedding,  and  D.  D. 

Heath.     7  vols.    8vo. ,  ^^3  13J.  6d. 
Letters  and  Life,  including  all  his 

occasional  Works.     Edited  by  James 

Spedding.    7  vols.    8vo.,  £^  4^. 
The   Essays:   with  Annotations.     By 

Richard  Whately,   D.D.      8vo., 

lar.  6d. 
The  Essays:  Edited,  with  Notes.    By 

F.  Storr  and  C.  H.  Gibson.      Cr. 

Svo.,  y.  6d. 
The  Essays.  With  Introduction, Notes, 

and  Index.     By  E.  A.  Abbott,  D.D. 

3  vols.    Fcp.  Svo. ,  6s.    The  Text  and 

Index  only,  without  Introduction  and 

Notes,  in  One  Volume.     Fcp.  8vo., 

aj.  6d. 

Bain  (Alexander). 

Mental  Science.     Crown  Svo. ,  6j.  6d. 

Moral  Science.     Crown  Svo. ,  4J.  6d. 

Tht  two  works  as  above  can  be  had  in  one 

volume,  p7-ice  los.  6d. 

Senses  and  the  Intellect.  Svo. ,  xy. 

Emotions  and  the  Will.    Svo.,  15J. 

Logic,  Deductive  and  Inductive. 
PartI.,4J.     Part  II.,  6 J.  6^. 

Practical  Essays.     Crown  Svo. ,  2s. 

Bray.— The  Philosophy  of  Neces- 
sity; or  Law  in  Mind  as  in  Matter. 
By  Charles  Bray.     Crown  Svo.,  y. 

Crozier  (John  Beattie). 
History  of  Intellectual  Develop- 
ment :  on  the  Lines  of  Modern  Evolu- 
tion. 

Vol.  I.  Greek  and  Hindoo  Thought ; 
Grteco-Roman  Paganism;  Judaism ; 
and  Christianity  down  to  the  Closing 
of  the  Schools  of  Athens  by  Justi- 
nian, 529  A.D.     8vo.,  14J. 


PSYCHOLOGY,  &fC. 

Crozier  (John  B^ArTim)— continued. 
Civilisation  and  Progress  ;    being 
the   Outlines  of   a    New  System   of 
Political,  Religious  and  Social  Philo- 
sophy.    8vo.,  14J. 

Davidson.— The  Logic  of  Defini- 
tion, Explained  and  Applied.  By 
William  L,  Davidson,  M.A.  Crown 
Svo. ,  6s, 

Green  (Thomas  Hill).    The  Works  of. 
Edited  by  R.  L.  Nettleship. 
Vols.    I.  and  II.  Philosophical  Works. 

Svo.,  16s.  each. 
Vol.  III.  Miscellanies.     With  Inde.x  to 

the  three  Volumes,  and  Memoir.    Svo. , 

2 1  J. 
Lectures   on    the    Principles    of 

Political  Obligation.    Svo.  .  sj. 

Hodgson  (Shadworth  H.  ). 

Time  and  Space:  a  Metaphysical 
Essay.     Svo.,  i6j. 

The  Theory  of  Practice  :  an  Ethical 
Inquiry.     2  vols.     Svo, ,  24J. 

The  Philosophy  of  Reflection.  2 
vols.     Svo.,  21J. 

The  Meta physic  of  Experience.  4 
vols.  I.  General  Analysis  of  Experi- 
ence. II.  Positive  Science.  III.  Anal- 
ysis of  Conscious  Action,  IV.  The 
Real  Universe, 

Hume.— The  Philosophical  Works 
of  David  Hume.  Edited  by  T.  H. 
Green  and  T.  H.  Grose,  4  vols.  Svo. , 
$6s.  Or  separately.  Essays.  2  vols. 
2Sj.  Treatise  of  Human  Nature.  2 
vols.     2Sj. 

James.— The  Will  to  Believe,  and 
other  Essays  in  Popular  Philosophy. 
By  William  James,  M.D.,  LL.D.,  &c. 
Crown  Svo. ,  js.  6d. 

Justinian.— The  Institutes  of  Jus- 
tinian :  Latin  Text,  chiefly  that  of 
Huscbke,  with  English  Introduction, 
Translation,  Notes,  and  Summary.  By 
Thomas  C.  Sandars,  M.A.   Svo.,  i8s. 

Kant  (Immanuel). 

Critique  of  Practical  Reason,  and 

Other  Works  on  the  Theory  of 

Ethics.  Translated  byT.  K.Abbott, 

B.D.     With  Memoir.     Svo,,  12s.  6d. 

j     Fundamental   Principles   of  the 

Metaphysic  of    Ethics.      Trans- 

'         lated  by  T,  K.  Abbott,  B.D,    Crown 

I         Svo, ,  y. 
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I  Mill  (John  Stuart)— cc«/?««^rf. 


Kant  (Immanuel)— ro«/f?«w(f^f. 
Introduction  to   Logic,  and   his 
Essay  on  the  Mistaken  Subtilty 
of  the  Four  Figures.     Translated 
by  T.  K.  Abbott.     8vo.  ,  6j. 

Killick.— Handbook  to  Mill's  Sys- 
tem OF  Logic.  By  Rev.  A.  H.  Kil- 
lick, M.A.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Xiadd  (George  Trumbull). 

Philosophy  of  Knowledge;  an  In- 
quiry into  the  Nature,  Limits  and 
Validity  of  Human  Cognitive  Faculty. 
8vo.     i8s. 

Philosop«y  of  Mind:  an  Essay  on 
the  Metaphysics  of  Psychology.  8vo., 
i6^. 

Elements  of  Physiological  Psy- 
chology.    8V0.,  2IS. 

Outlines  of  Physiological  Psy- 
chology. A  Text-Book  of  Mental 
Science  for  Academies  and  Colleges. 

8V0.,  12S. 

Psychology,  Descriptive  and  Ex- 
planatory :  a  Treatise  of  the  Pheno- 
mena, Laws,  and  Development  of 
Human  Mental  Life.     8vo.,  21J. 

Primer  of  Psychology.  Crown  8vo., 
Ss.  6d. 

Lewes. — The  History  of  Philosophy, 
from  Thales  to  Comte.  By  George 
Henry  Lewes.    2  vols.    8vo.,  32J. 

Lilt  oslawski.— The  Origin  and 
Growth  of  Plato's  Logic.  By  W. 
Lutoslawski.    8vo. ,  21s. 

Max  Mtlller  (F.). 
The  Science  of  Thought.    Svo.  ,  21s. 
Three  Introductory  Lectures  on 
THE  Science  of  Thought.     8vo., 
2s.  6d.  net. 

Mill.— Analysis  of  the  Phenomena 
of  the  Human  Mind.  By  James 
Mill.    2  vols.    Svo.,  28s. 

Mill  (John  Stuart). 
A  System  of  Logic.     Cr.  8vo. ,  3s.  6d. 
On  Liberty.     Cr.  8vo. ,  u.  ^l. 
Considerations  on  Representative 

Government.     Crown  8vo. ,  2s. 
UTILITARIANIS14.     8vo.,  2J,  (id. 


Examination  of  Sir  William 
Hamilton's  Philosophy.    Svo. ,  i6j. 

Nature,  the  Utility  of  Religion, 
and  Theism.  Three  Essays.  8vo.,SJ. 

Romanes. — Mind  and  Motion  and 
Monism.  By  George  John  Romanes, 
LL.D.,    F.R.S.      Crown  8vo.,  4J.  6^. 

Stock  (St.  George). 
Deductive  Logic.    Fcp.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Lectures  in  the  Lyceum  ;  or,  Aris- 
totle's Ethics  for  English  Readers. 
Edited  by  St.  George  Stock. 
Crown  8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 

Sully  (James). 

The  Human  Mind  :  a  Text-book  of 
Psychology.     2  vols.     8vo.,  21s. 

Outlines  of  Psychology.  Crown 
8vo. ,  gs. 

The  Teacher's  Handbook  of  Psy- 
chology.    Crown  Svo. ,  6s.  6d. 

Studies  of  Childhood.   Svo.  los.  6d. 

Children's  Ways  :  being  Selections 
from  the  Author's  '  Studies  of  Child- 
hood,' with  some  additional  Matter. 
With  25  Figures  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  4J.  6d. 

Sutherland.  —  The  Origin  and 
Growth  of  the  Moral  Instinct. 
By  Alexander  Sutherland,  M.A. 

Swinburne.— Picture  Logic:  an 
Attempt  to  Popularise  the  Science  of 
Reasoning.  By  Alfred  James  Swin- 
burne, M.A.  With  23  Woodcuts. 
Crown  Svo. ,  Ss. 

Weber.— History  of  Philosophy. 
By  Alfred  Weber,  Professor  in  tlie 
University  of  Strasburg,  Translated  by 
Frank  Thilly,  Ph.D.     8vo.,  i6j. 

Whately  (Archbishop). 
Bacon's  Essays.     With  Annotations. 

Svo.,  loj.  6d. 
Elements  of  Logic.     Cr.  Svo. ,  ^s.  6d. 
Elements  of  Rhetoric.     Cr.   8vo., 

4s.  6d. 
Lessons  on  Reasoning.     Fcp.  ?vq., 

u.  6d, 
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Mental,  Moral  and  Political  Philosophy — continued. 

Zeller  (Dr.  'E.T>yfART>)— continued. 

Plato  and  the  Older  Academy. 
Translated  by  SAR4H  F,  Alleyne 
and  Alfred  Goodwin,  B.  A.  Crown 
8vo..  i8j. 

Socrates  and  the  Socr  aticSchools. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  O.  J.  Rkichel, 
M.A.     Crown  8vo. ,  loj.  6d. 

Aristotle  and  the  Earlier  Peri- 
patetics. Translated  by  B.  F.  C. 
CoSTELLOE,  M.A.,  and  J.  H.  Muir- 
HEAD,  M.A.     2  vols.     Cr.  Bvo.,  24^-. 


Zeller  (Dr.  Edward,  Professor  in  the 
University  of  Berlin). 


The  Stoics,  Epicureans,  and  Scep- 
tics. Translated  by  the  Rev.  O.  J. 
Reichel,  M.A.     Crown  Bvo.,  15J. 


Outlines  of  the  History  of  Greek 
Philosophy.  Translated  by  Sarah 
F.  Alleyne  and  Evelyn  Abbott. 
Crown  8vo.,  los.  td. 


MANUALS  OF  CATHOLIC  PHILOSOPHY, 

( Stonyhurst  Series.) 


A.  Manual   of    Political  Economy. 
By  C.  S.  Devas,  M.A.     Cr.  8vo. ,  6s.  6d. 

First  Principles  of  Knowledge.     By 
John  Rickaby,  S.J.     Crown  Bvo.,  5^. 

General  Metaphysics.  By  John  Rick- 
aby, S.J.     Crown  8vo. ,  5J. 

LOGIC     By  Richard  F.  Clarke,  S.J. 
Crown  Svo,,  5J. 


Moral  Philosophy  (Ethics  and  Natu- 
ral Law).  By  Joseph  Rickaby,  S.J. 
Crown  8vo.,  5J. 


Natural    Theology.      By    Bernard 
Boedder,  S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 

Psychology.      By   Michael   Maker, 
S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 


History  and  Science  of  Language,  &:g. 

Max  MuUer  {Y,)—coniinued. 


Davidson.— Leading  AND  Important 
English  Words  :  Explained  and  Ex- 
emplified. By  William  L,  David- 
son, M.A.     Fcp.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Farrar.— Language  and  Languages. 
By  F.  W.  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 


Graham.— English  Synonyms,  Classi- 
fied and  Explained :  with  Practical 
Exercises.  By  G.  F.  GRAHAM.  Fcap. 
8vo.,  6s. 


Max  Miiller  (F.). 

The  Science  of  Language,  Founded 
on  Lectures  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution  in  1861  and  1863.  2  vols. 
Crown  8vo. .  21J. 

Biographies  of  Words,  at^d  the 
Home  OF  the  Aryas.  Crown  8vo., 
7.f.  64. 


Three  Lectures  on  the  Science 
OF  Language,  and  its  Place  in 
General  Education,  delivered  at 
Oxford,  1889.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  net. 


Roget.  —  Thesaurus  of  English 
Words  and  Phrases.  Classified  and 
Arranged  so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Ex- 
pression of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary 
Composition.  By  Peter  Mark  Roget, 
M.  D. ,  F.  R.  S.  Recomposed  throughout, 
enlarged  and  improved,  partly  from  the 
Author's  Notes,  and  with  a  full  Index, 
by  the  Author's  Son,  John  Lewis 
Rogkt.     Crown  8vo.,   loj.   6d. 


Whately.— English  Synonyms.     By 
E.  Jane  Whately.    Fcap.  8vo.,  y. 
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Political  Economy 

Ashley.— English  Economic  History 
AND  Theory.  By  W.  J.  Ashley. 
Cr.  8vo.,  Part  I.,  5J.     Part  II.,  loj.  6d. 


Bagehot.— Economic  Studies.  By 
Walter  Bagehot.    Cr,  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Barnett.— Practicable  Socialism  : 
Essays  orl  Social  Reform.  By  the  Rev. 
S.  A.  and  Mrs.  Barnett.    Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 

Brassey.— Papers  and  Addresses  on 
Work  and  Wages.  By  Lord  Brassey. 
Crown  Bvo. ,  5J. 

Channing.— The  Truth  about  Agri- 
cultural Depression  :  An  Economic 
Study  of  the  Evidence  of  the  Royal 
Commission.  By  Francis  Allston 
Channing,  M.P.,  one  of  the  Commis- 
sion.    Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 

Devas.— A  Manual  of  Political 
Economy.  By  C.  S.  Devas,  M.A. 
Crown  Bvo,,  6s.  6d. 

(Do^well.— A  History  of  Taxation 
AND  Taxes  in  England,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Year  1BB5.  By 
Stephen  Dowell  (4  vols,  Bvo, ),  Vols, 
I.  and  II,  The  History  of  Taxation, 
2 1  J,  Vols,  III.  and  IV.  The  History  of 
Taxes,  21J. 

Jordan.— The  Standard  of  Value. 
By  William  Leighton  Jordan. 
Crown  Bvo, ,  6s. 

Macleod  (Henry  Dunning). 

Bimetalism.    Bvo,,  5J,  net. 

The  Elements  of  Banking.  Crown 
Bvo.,  3J-,  6d. 

The  Theory  and  Practice  of  Bank- 
ing.   Vol.  I.    Bvo,,  I2J,    Vol,  II,    \as. 


and  Economics. 

Macleod  {Henry  Dunning)— t<7»/. 
The  Theory  of  Credit.    8vo.    Vol 
I.    loj,  net.    Vol.  II,,  Part  I.,  loj.  net 
Vol,  II.  Part  II.,  \os.  net. 
A  Digest  of  the  Law  of  Bills  of 
Exchange,  Bank  Notes,  &c. 

[/«  the  press. 

Mill.— Political  Economy.  By  John 
Stuart  Mill. 

Popular  Edition.    Crown  8vo. ,  y  6d. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.      8vo. ,  30J. 

Mulhall.— Industries  and  Wealth 
OF  Nations.  By  Michael  G.  Mul- 
hall, F.S.S.  With  32  Full-page 
Diagrams.     Crown  Bvo.,  8j.  6d. 

Soderini.— Socialism  and  Catholi- 
cism. From  the  Italian  of  Count 
Edward  Soderini.  By  Richard 
Jenery-Shee.  With  a  Preface  by 
Cardinal  Vaughan.     Crown  Bvo. ,  6j. 

Symes.— Political  Economy  :  a  Short 
Text-book  of  Political  Economy,  With 
a  Supplementary  Chapter  on  Socialism. 
By  J,  E,  Symes,  M.  A.  Crown  Bvo. ,  2j.  6d. 

Toynbee.— Lectures  on  the  In- 
dustrial Revolution  of  the  iBth 
Century  in  England.  By  Arnold 
Toynbee.  With  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author  by  Benjamin  Jowett,  D.D. 
Bvo.,  io,y,  6d. 

Webb  (Sidney  and  Beatrice). 
The  History  of  Trade  Unionism. 

With  Map  and  full  Bibliography  ol 

the  Subject,     Bvo,,  i8j. 
Industrial  Democracy:  a  Study  in 

Trade  Unionism.  2  vols.  Bvo., 25s.  net. 


STUDIES  IN  ECONOMICS  AND  POLITICAL  SCIENCE. 

Isfcued  under  the  auspices  of  the  London  School  of  Economics  and  Political  Science. 


The  History  of  Local  Rates  in  Eng- 
land: Five  Lectures.  By  Edwin 
Cannan,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.,  2J.  6d. 

German  Social  Democracy.  By 
Bertrand  Russell,  B,A.  With  an 
Appendix  on  Social  Democracy  and 
the  Woman  Question  in  Germany  by 
Alys  Russell,  B.A.    Cr.  8vo.,  3^.  6d. 

Select  Documents  Illustrating  the 
History  of  Trade  Unionism. 

I.  The  Tailoring  Trade.  Edited  by 
W,  F,  Galton,  With  a  Preface 
by  Sidney  Webb,  LL,B,  Crown 
8vo.,  y. 


Deploige's  Referendum  en  Suisse, 
Translated  with  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  C,  P,  Trevelyan,  M.A. 

[/«  preparation 

Select  Documents  Illustrating  the 

State     Regulation     of     Wages. 

Edited,   with   Introduction  and  Notes, 

by  W,  A.  S.  Hewins,  M,A. 

[/«  preparation. 

Hungarian  Gild  Records.    Edited  by 

Dr.  Julius  Mandello,  of  Budapest. 

[/«  preparation. 

The   Relations   between   England 

AND   the    HANSEATIC    LEAGUE.       By 

Miss  E.  A.  MacArthur. 

[/«  preparation. 
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EYolution,  Anthropology,  &c. 


Clodd  (Edward). 

The  Story  of  Creation  :  a  Plain  Ac- 
count of  Evolution.  With  tj  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d. 

A  Primer  of  Evolution:  being  a 
Popular  Abridged  Edition  of  'The 
Story  of  Creation'.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Fcp.  8vo.,  \s,  6d. 

Lang.— Custom  and  Myth:  Studies 
of  Early  Usage  and  Belief.  By  Andrew 
Lang.  With  15  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Lubbock. — The  Origin  of  Civilisa- 
tion and  the  Primitive  Condition  of 
Man.  By  Sir  J.  Lubbock,  Bart.,  M.P. 
With  5  Plates  and  20  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.     8vo.,i8j. 


Somanes  (George  John). 
Darwin,  and  After  Darwin  :  an  Ex- 
position  of    the  Darwinian   Theory, 
and  a  Discussion  on  Post-Darwinian 
Questions. 

Part  I.  The  Darwinian  Theory. 
With  Portrait  of  Darwin  and  125 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 
Part  II.  Post-Darwinian  Ques- 
tions :  Heredity  and  Utility.  With 
Portrait  of  the  Author  and  5  Illus- 
trations. Cr.  8vo.,  loj.  6d. 
Part  III.  Post-Darwinian  Ques- 
tions :  Isolation  and  Physiological 
Selection.     Crown  8vo. ,  y. 

An  Examination  of  Weismannism. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

E^ssays.  Edited  by  C.  Lloyd 
Morgan,  Principal  of  University 
College,  Bristol.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 


Classical  Literature,  Translations,  &c. 


Abbott.— Hellenica.  A  Collection  of 
Essays  on  Greek  Poetry,  Philosophy, 
History,  and  Religion.  Edited  by 
Evelyn  Abbott,  M.A.,  LL.D.  8vo.,i6s. 

.ffischylus.— Eumenides  of  .(Eschy- 
LUS.  With  Metrical  English  Translation. 
By  J.  F,  Davies.     8vo. ,  7s. 

Aristophanes.— The  Acharnians  of 
Aristophanes,  translated  into  English 
Verse.  By  R.  Y.  TYRRELL.    Cr.  8vo. ,  is. 

Aristotle.— Youth  and  Old  Age, 
Life  and  Death,  and  Respiration. 
Translated,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  W.  Ogle,  M.A.,  M.D., 
F.R.C.P.,  sometime  Fellow  of  Corpus 
Christi  College,  Oxford.    8vo.,  ys.  6d. 

Becker  (W.  A.).      Translated  by  the 

Rev.  F.  Metcalfe,  B.D. 

Gallus  :  or,  Roman  Scenes  in  the  Time 

of  Augustus.     With  26  Illustrations. 

Post  8vo. ,  3J.  6d. 

Charicles  :    or.    Illustrations   of   the 

Private  Life  of  the  Ancient  Greeks, 

With  26  Illustrations.  Post  8vo. ,  3J.  6d, 

Butler.  — The  Authoress  of  the 
Odyssey,  where  and  when  She 
wrote,  who  She  was,  the  Use  She 
made  of  the  Iliad,  and  how  the 
Poem  grew  under  her  hands.  By 
Samuel  Butler,  Author  of '  Erewhon,' 
&c.  With  14  Illustrations  and  4  Maps. 
Svo. ,  loj.  6d. 


Cicero.— Cicero's  Correspondence. 
By  R.  Y.  Tyrrell.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  III. 
Svo.,  each  izj.  Vol.  IV.,  lu.  Vol. 
v.,  14J. 

Egbert.  —  Introduction  to  the 
Study  of  Latin  Inscriptions.  By 
James  C.  Egbert,  Junr.,  Ph.D.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  Facsimiles. 
Square  crown  Svo. ,  i6j. 


Lang.— Homer  and  the  Epic.     By 
Andrew  Lang.    Crown  8vo. ,  9J.  net. 


Lucan.— The  Pharsalia  of  Lucan. 
Translated  into  Blank  Verse.  By 
Sir  Edward  Ridley.    8vo.,  14J. 

Mackail.— Select  Epigrams  from 
THE  Greek  Anthology.  By  J.  W. 
Mackail.  Ekiited  with  a  Revised  Text, 
Introduction,  Translation,  and  Notes 
8vo.,  \6s. 


Bich.— A  Dictionary  of  Roman  and 
Greek  Antiquities.  By  A.  Rich, 
B.A.  With  2000  Woodcuts.  Crown 
Svo. ,  7J.  6d. 
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Classical  Literature,  Translations,  ^.a.— continued. 


Sophocles.— Translated  into  English 
Verse.  By  Robert  Whitelaw,  M.  A. , 
Assistant  Master  in  Rugby  School.  Cr. 
8vo.,  8j.  6d. 

Tacitus.— The  History  of  P.  Cor- 
nelius Tacitus,  Translated  into 
English,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  by 
Albert  William  Quill,  M.A., 
T.C.D.  2  Vols.  Vol.  I.,  Bvo.,  js.  6d., 
Vol.  II.,  Bvo.,  I2J.  6d. 

Tyrrell.- Translations  into  Greek 
AND  Latin  Verse.  Edited  by  R.  Y. 
Tyrrell,     Bvo.,  6s. 


Virgil.— The  ^NEiD  of  Virgil.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse  by  John  Con- 
INGTON.     Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 

The  Poems  of  Virgil.  Translated 
into  English  Prose  by  John  Coning- 
TON.     Crown  Bvo.,  dr. 

The  ^Eneid  of  ViRGiL.freely  translated 
into  English  Blank  Verse.  By  W.  J, 
Thornhill.     Crown  Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

The  iENEiD  of  Virgil.  Translated 
into  English  Verse  by  JAMES 
Rhoades. 

Books  I.-  VI.     Crown  Bvo,,  55. 
Books  VII. -XII.     Crown  Bvo.,  5J. 


Poetry  and  the  Drama. 


AUingham  (William). 

Irish  Songs  and  Poems.  With  Fron- 
tispiece of  the  Waterfall  of  Asaroe. 
Fcp.  Bvo.,  6s. 

Laurence  Bloomfield.  With  Por- 
trait of  the  Author.    Fcp.  Bvo. ,  35.  6d. 

Flower  Pieces;  Day  and  Night 
Songs;  Ballads.  With  2  Designs 
by  D.  G.  RossETTi.  Fcp.  Bvo. ,  6s. ; 
large  paper  edition,  i2j. 

Life  and  Phanta.sy:  with  Frontis- 
piece by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  Bart., 
and  Design  by  Arthur  Hughes. 
Fcp.  Bvo. .  6s. ;  large  paper  edition,  i2J. 

Thought  and  Word,  and  Ashby 
Manor  :  a  Play,  Fcp.  3vo. ,  ds. ;  large 
paper  edition,  i2j. 

Blackberries.    Imperial  i6mo,,  ts. 

Sets  of  the  above  6  vols,  may  be  had  in 
uniform  half-parchment  binding,  priu  30J1. 


Armstrong  (G.  F.  Savage). 

Poems:   Lyrical  and  Dramatic. 
Bvo.,  6s. 


Fcp. 


King  Saul.     (The  Tragedy  of  Israel, 
Part  I.)     Fcp.  Bvo.  5^. 

King  David.     (The  Tragedy  of  Israel, 
Part  II.)    Fcp.  Bvo.,  6j. 


Armstrong  (G.  Y  ."^w  kg^)— continued. 

King   Solomon.      (The   Tragedy  oi 
Israel,  Part  III.)     Fcp,  Bvo.,  6s. 

Ugone  :  a  Tragedy.     Fcp.  Bvo. ,  6s. 

A  Garland  from  Greece:  Poems. 
Fcp.  Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

SlORiES  of  Wicklovv:  Poems,     Fcp. 
Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 

Mephistopheles  in  Broadcloth:  a 
Satire.     Fcp.  Bvo.,  4s. 

One  in  the  Infinite  :  a  Poem.    Cr. 
Bvo.,  7s.  6d. 


Armstrong.— The  Poetical  Works 
j     of   Edmund  J.    Armstrong.      Fcp. 
8vo.,  5^. 


j  Arnold.— The  Light  of  the  World  : 
or,  the  Great  Consummation.  By  Sir 
Edwin  Arnold.  With  14  Illustra- 
tions after  Holman  Hunt.  Crown 
Bvo.,  6s. 


Beesly  (A.  H.). 
Ballads,  and  other  Verse.     Fcp. 
Bvo.,  sj. 

D ANTON,    and  other   VeRSE.         Fcp. 

8vo.,  4J.  6d. 
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Poetry  and  the  Drama- 


Bell  (Mrs.  Hugh). 

Chamber  Comedies:  a  Collection  of 
Plays  and  Moaologues  for  the  Draw- 
ing Room,     Crown  8vo.,  6j. 

Fairy  Tale  Plays,  and  How  to  Act 
Them.  With  91  Diagrams  and  52 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,   6j. 

Cochrane  (Alfred). 
The  Kestrel's  NEST.and  other  Verses. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  3J.  6d. 
Leviore  Plectro  :  Occasional  Verses. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  3 J.  6d. 

Douglas.  —  Poems  or  a  Country 
Gentleman.  By  bii  George  Doug- 
las, Bart.     Crown  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Goethe. 

Faust,  Part  I. ,  the  German  Text,  with 
Introduction  and  Notes.  By  Albert 
M.  Selss,  Ph.D.,M.A.     Cr.  8vo.,  5^. 

Faust.  Translated,  with  Notes.  By 
T.  E.  Webb.    8vo.,  12s.  dd. 

Gtimey  (Rev.  Alfred,  M.A.). 
Day-Dreams:  Poems.    Cr.  8vo.  y.  6d. 
Love's  Fruition,  and  other  Poems. 
Fcp.  8vo. 

Hampton.— For  Remembrance.  A 
Record  of  Life's  Beginnings.  Three 
Poetical  Quotations  for  Every  Day  in 
the  Year  for  Birth,  Baptism,  Death. 
Illustrative  of  our  Life,  Temporal,  Spirit- 
ual, Eternal.  Interleaved  for  Names. 
Compiled  by  the  Lady  Laura  Hamp- 
ton.    Fcp.  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Ingelow  (Jean). 
Poetical  Works.  2vo1s.  Fcp.8vo.,i2j. 

Complete  in  One  Volume.      Crown 

8vo.,  js.  6d. 
Lyrical  and  Other  Poems.    Selected 

from  the  Writings  of  Jean  Ingelow. 

Fcp.    8vo. ,   2s.   6d. ;  cloth  plain,    3^. 

cloth  gilt. 

Liang  (Andrew). 
Grass   of    Parnassus.      Fcp.  8vo., 
2s.  6d.  net. 

V  The  Blue  Poetry  Book.  Edited  by 
Andrew  Lang.  With  100  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  dr. 

Lay ard.— Songs  in  Many  Moods. 
By  Nina  F.  Layard.  And  The 
Wandering  Albatross,  &c.  By 
Annie  Corder.  In  one  volume. 
Crown  8vo.,  5J. 


ccntlnued. 

By  W.  E.  H.  Lecky. 


Lecky.— Poems, 
Fcp.  Svo.,  55. 

Lytton     (The     Earl     of)     (Owen 

Meredith). 

Marah.     Fcp.  8vo.,  6j.  (id. 

King  Poppy:  a  Fantasia.  With  i 
Plate  and  Design  on  Title-Page  by 
Sir  Edward  Burne-Jones,  A.R.A. 
Crown  Svo. ,  10^.  dd. 

The  Wanderer.    Cr.  8vo.,  ioj.  dd. 

LUCILE.     Crown  8vo.,  lor.  6d. 

Selected  Poems.    Cr.  8vo.,  loy.  td. 

Macaulay.— Lays  of  Ancient  Rome, 
&c.     By  Lord  Macaulay. 
Illustrated  by  G.  Scharf.     Fcp.  4to., 

lOJ.  bd. 
Bijou      Edition. 


i8mo.,  2J.  6d. 


gilt  top. 

Popular  Edition. 


Fcp.  4to.,  6flf.  sewed,  xs.  cloth. 
Illustrated  by  J.  R,  Weguelin.    Crown 

8vo.,  3^.  td. 
Annotated    Edition.       Fcp.     8vo.,    xs. 

sewed,  xs.  6d.  cloth. 

Macdonald  (George,  LL.D.). 

A  Book  of  Strife,  in  the  Form  of 
the  Diary  of  an  Old  Soul:  Poems. 
i8mo..  6s. 

Rampolli  :  Growths  from  a  Long- 
Planted  Root  ;  being  Translations, 
new  and  old  (mainly  in  verse),  chiefly 
from  the  German  ;  along  with  '  A 
Year's  Diary  of  an  Old  Soul '.  Crown 
8vo.,  6s. 

Moflfat.— Crickety  Cricket  :  Rhymes 
and  Parodies.  By  Douglas  Moffat. 
With  Frontispiece  by  Sir  Frank  Lock- 
wood,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  and  53  Illustrations 
oy  the  Author.     Crown  Svo. ,  2J.  6d. 

Morris  (William). 
Poetical  Works— Library  Edition. 

Complete  in  Ten  Volumes.     Crown 
Svo. ,  price  6s.  each  : — 
The  Earthly  Paradise.    4  vols.    6j. 

each. 
The  Life  AND  Death  of  Jason.    6j. 
The  Defence  of  Guenevere,  and 

other  Poems.     6s. 
The  Story  of  Sigurd  the  Volsung, 

and  the  Fall  of  the  Niblungs.     6s. 
Love  is  Enough  ;  or.  The  Freeing  of 

Pharamond  :  a  Morality ;  and  POEMS 

BY  THE  Way.     6s, 
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Poetry  and  the  Dvajna,— continued. 

Morris  [V^iiaaau)— continued. 
The  Odyssey  of  Homer.     Done  into 

English  Verse.     6s. 
The  ^neids  of  Virgil.     Done  into 
English  Verse.     6s. 


Certain  of  the  Poetical  Works  may  also  be 

had  in  the  following  Editions  : — 
The    Earthly  Paradise. 

Popular   Edition,      5  vols.      i2mo., 
25J. ;  or  5 J.  each,  sold  separately. 
The  same  in  Ten  Parts,  255.  ;  or  zs.  6d. 

each,  sold  separately. 
Cheap  Edition,  in  i  vol.    Cr,  8vo. ,  -js.  6d. 
Love  is  Enough  ;  or,  The  Freeing  of 

Pharamond  :    a    Morality.       Square 

crown  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 
Poems  by  the  Way.     Square  crown 

8vo. ,  6s. 
*»*  For  Mr.  William  Morris's  Prose 
Works,  see  pp.  22  and  31. 

Nesbit.— Lays  and  Legends.  By  E. 
Nesbit  (Mrs.  Hubert  Bland).  First 
Series.  Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d.  Second 
Series,  with  Portrait.    Crown  8vo.,  y. 

Riley  (James  Whitcomb). 
Old     Fashioned     Roses  :     Poems. 

t2mo,,  y. 
A  Child-World  :  Poems,    Fcp.  8vo., 


Romanes. — A  Selection  from  the 
Poems  of  George  John  Romanes, 
M.A.,  LL.D.,  F,R,S.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  T,  Herbert  Warren, 
President  of  Magdalen  College;  Oxford, 
Crown  8vo,  4s.  6d. 
Shakespeare. — Bowdler's  Family 
Shakespeare.  With  36  Woodcuts. 
I  vol.  8vo.,  14J.  Or  in  6  vols.  Fcp, 
8vo,,  2 1  J, 

The  Shakespeare  Birthday  Book. 
By  Mary  F,  Dunbar,  32mo.,  is.  6d. 
Tupper.— Poems.  By  John  Lucas 
Tupper,  Selected  and  Edited  by 
William  Michael  Rossetti.  Crown 
8vo.,  55. 

*+♦  The  author  of  these  Poems  was  a  Sculptor, 
and  afterwards  Art  Instructor  in  Rugby  School. 
He  dted  in  1879,  having  been  a  very  close  associ- 
ate of  the  Pre-Raphaelite  Brotherhood,  and 
contributing  in  verse  and  prose  to  their  maga- 
zine, the  '  Germ'  in  1850, 

Wordsworth.  —  Selected  Poems. 
By  Andrew  Lang,  With  Photo- 
gravure Frontispiece  of  Rydal  Mount. 
With  16  Illustrations  and  numerous 
Initial  Letters.  By  Alfred  Parsons, 
A,R,A.     Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Wordsworth  and  Coleridge.— A 
Description  of  the  Wordsworth 
and  Coleridge  Manuscripts  in  the 
Possession  of  Mr.  T.  Norton  Long- 
man. Edited,  with  Notes,  by  W.  Hale 
White.  With  3  Facsimile  Reproduc- 
tions.    4to. ,  io.r,  6d. 


Allingham.— Crooked  Paths.     By 
Francis  Allingham.     Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 


Anstey  (F.,  Author  of  '  Vice  Versa '). 

Voces  Populi.  Reprinted  from 
'Punch'.  First  Series.  With  20 
Illustrations  by  J,  Bernard  Part- 
ridge.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 


Fiction,  Humour,  &c. 

Beaconsfield  (The  Earl  of). 
Novels  and  Tales. 
Complete  in  11  vols,     Cr,  Svo, ,  xs.  6d. 
each. 
Vivian  Grey. 
TheYoungDuke,&c 
Alroy,  Ixion,  &c. 
Contarini    Fleming 

&c. 
Tancred, 
Novels  and  Tales, 
Edition.      With   2 


The  Man  from  Blankley's  :  a  Story 
in  Scenes,  and  other  Sketches.  With 
24  Illustrations  by  J,  Bernard  Part- 
ridge.    Post  4to. ,  6s. 


Astor.— A  Journey  in  Other  Worlds  : 
a  Romance  of  the  Future.  By  John 
Jacob  Astor,  With  10  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo.,  6s, 


Sybil. 

Henrietta  Temple. 

Venetia. 

Coningsby. 

Lothair, 

Endymion, 

The  Hughenden 
Portraits  and  11 


Vignettes.     11  vols.     Cr.  8vo.,  42J, 
Black.— The  Princess  Desir^e.      By 
Clementia  Black.    With  8  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
Crump.  —  Wide    Asunder    as    the 
Poles.  By  Arthur  Crump.  Cr,8vo.,6j. 
Deland  (Margaret). 
Philip  and  his  Wife.   Cr.  Svo. ,  2j.  6d. 
The  Wisdom  of  Fools  :  Stories.    Cr. 
8vo..  cj 
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Fiotion,  Humour,  &c. — continued. 


Diderot.  —  Rameau's  Nephkw  :  a 
Translation  from  Diderot's  Autographic 
Text.  By  Sylvia  Margaret  Hill. 
Crown  8vo. ,  35.  6d. 

Dougall.  —  Beggars  All.  By  L. 
Dougall.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Doyle  (A.  Con  an). 

Micah  Clarke:  a  Tale  of  Monmouth's 

Rebellion.       With    10    Illustrations. 

Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
The  Captain  of  the  Polestar,  and 

other  Tales.     Cr.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 
The  Refugees  :  a  Tale  of  the  Hugue- 
nots.    With  25  Illustrations.     Crown 

8vo. ,  y.  6d. 
The   Stark-Munro   Letters.      Cr. 

8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 
Farrar  (F.  W.,  Dean  of  Canterbury). 
Darkness  and  Dawn:  or,  Scenes  in 

the  Days  of  Nero.    An  Historic  Tale. 

Cr.  8vo. ,  "js.  6d. 
Gathering  Clouds  :   a  Tale  of  the 

Days    of   St.    Chrysostom.       Crown 

8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 
Fowler  (Edith  H.). 
The  Young  Pretenders.    A  Story  of 

Child  Life.     With  12  Illustrations  by 

Philip  Burn e- Jones.    Cr.  8vo.,  6^. 
The  Professor's  Children.     With 

24    Illustrations    by    Ethel    Kate 

Burgess.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
Proude.— The  Two  Chiefs  of  Dun- 
boy  ;    an   Irish   Romance  of  the  Last 
Century.     By  James  A.  Froude.     Cr. 
8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Gilkes.— Kallistratus  :  An  Autobio- 
graphy. A  Story  of  the  Hannibal  and 
the  Second  Punic  War.  By  A.  H. 
Gilkes,  M.A.,  Master  of  Dulwich  Col- 
lege. With  3  Illustrations  by  Maurice 
Greiffenhagen.     Crown  8vo.,  6j. 

Qraham.— The  Red  Scaur  :  a  Story 
of  the  North  Country.  By  P.  Ander- 
son Graham.     Crown  Bvo. ,  6s. 

G-ur don.— Memories  and  Fancies  : 
Suffolk  Tales  and  other  Stories  ;  Fairy 
Legends  ;  Poems ;  Miscellaneous  Arti- 
cles. By  the  late  Lady  Camilla 
GuRDON,  Author  of  'Suffolk  Folk- 
Lore '.     Crown  Bvo. ,  5J. 

Haggard  (H.  Rider). 
Heart  of  the   World.      With  15 

Illustrations,  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
Joan  Haste.    With  20  Illustrations. 
Cr.  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 


Haggard  (H.  Rider) — continued. 
The  People  of  the  Mist.    With  16 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  3.^.  6d. 
Montezuma's  Daughter.    With  24 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
She.     With  32  Illustrations.     Cr.  Bvo. , 

3J.  6d. 
Allan  Quatermain.     With  31  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 
Maiwa's  Revenge.  Crown  Bvo. ,  is.  6d. 
Colonel  Quaritch,  V.C.    Cr.  Bvo., 

y.  6d. 
Cleopatra.      With   29    Illustrations 

Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 
Beatrice.     Cr.  Bvo. ,  y.  6d. 
I      Eric  Brighteyes.     With  51  Illustra- 
I  tions.     Cr.  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

I      Nada  the  Lily.     With  23  Illustra- 
!  tions.    Cr.  Bvo.,  3^.  6d. 

I      Allan's  Wife.    With  34  Illustrations. 
Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 
The  Witch's  Head.     With  16  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Mr.  Meeson's  Will.     With  16  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 
Dawn.    With  16  Illustrations.     Crown 
Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

Haggard  and  Lang. — The  World's 
Desire.  By  H.  Rider  Haggard  and 
Andrew  Lang.  With  27  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Harte.— In  the  Carquinez  Woods, 
and  other  Stories.  By  Bret  Harte. 
Cr.  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

Hope.— The  Heart  of  Princess 
Osra.  By  Anthony  Hope.  With  9 
Illustrations  by  John  Williamson. 
Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 

Hornung.— The  Unbidden  Guest. 
By  E.  W.  Hornung.    Cr.  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

Jerome.— Sketches  in  Lavender  : 
Blue  and  Green.  By  Jerome  K, 
Jerome,  Author  of  '  Three  Men  in  a 
Boat,'  &c.     Crown  Bvo.,  6^. 

Lang.— A  Monk  of  Fife  :  a  Story  of 
the  Days  of  Joan  of  Arc.  By  Andrew 
Lang.  With  13  Illustrations  by  Selwyn 
Image.     Crown  Bvo.,  6j. 

Levett- Yeats  (S.). 
The  Chevalier  d'Auriac.      Crown 

Bvo.,  6s. 
A    Galahad   of  the    Creeks,  and 

other  Stories.     Crown  Bvo.,  dr. 
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Fiction,  Humour,  &c. — continued. 

Oliphant.— Old  Mr.  Tredgold.    By 


Lyall  (Edna). 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Slander. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  xs.  sewed. 

Presentation  Edition.  With  20  Illus- 
trations by  Lancelot  Speed.  Cr. 
8vo.,  2J.  6d.  net. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Truth. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  IS.  sewed  ;  u.  6d.  cloth. 

Doreen  :  The  Story  of  a  Singer.  Cr. 
Svo.,  6s. 

Wayfaring  Men.     Crown  Bvo.,  ds. 

Melville  (G.  J.  Whyte). 


The  Gladiators. 
The  Interpreter. 
Good  for  Nothing. 
1  he  Queen's  Maries. 


Holmby  House. 
Kate  Coventry. 
Digby  Grand. 
General  Bounce. 


Cr.  Bvo.,  I  J.  6d.  each. 

Merriman.— Flotsam  :  a  Story  of  the 
Indian  Mutiny.  By  Henry  Seton  Mer- 
riman. With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  H.  G.  Massey,  A.R.E.    Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 

Morris  (William). 

Tr.E  Sundering  Flood.     Crown  Svo. 

The  Water  of  the  Wondrous  Isles. 
Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

The  Well  at  the  World's  End.  2 
vols.,  8vo.,  2.Bs. 

The  Story  of  the  Glittering  Plain, 
which  has  been  also  called  The  Land 
of  the  Living  Men,  or  The  Acre  of 
the  Undying.  Square  post  Svo. ,  y. 
net. 

The  Roots  of  the  Mountains, 
wherein  is  told  somewhat  of  the  Lives 
of  the  Men  of  Burgdale,  their  Friends, 
their  Neighbours,  their  Foemen,  and 
their  Fellows-in-Arms.  Written  in 
Prose  and  Verse.     Square  cr.  Svo. ,  8^. 

A  Tale  of  the  House  of  the  Wolf- 
INGS,  and  all  the  Kindreds  of  the 
Mark.  Written  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Second  Edition.     Square  cr.  Svo. ,  6s. 

A  Dream  of  John  Ball,  and  a 
King's  Lesson.     i2mo. ,  is.  6d. 

News  from  Nowhere  ;  or.  An  Epoch 
of  Rest.  Being  some  Chapters  from 
an  Utopian  Romance.  Post  Svo., 
xs.  6d. 

*»*  For  Mr.  William  Morris's  Poetical 
Works,  see  p.  19. 

!N"e-wnian  (Cardinal). 

Loss  and  Gain  :  The  Story  of  a  Con- 
vert. Crown  Bvo.  Cabinet  Edition, 
6s.  ;  Popular  Edition,  3J-.  6d. 

Callista  :  A  Tale  of  the  Third  Cen- 
tury. Crown  Svo.  Cabinet  Edition, 
6s. ;  Popular  Edition,  31.  6d. 


Mrs.  Oliphant.     Crown  Svo.,  zs.  6d. 

Phillipps-Wolley.— Snap  :  a  Legend 
of  the  Lone  Mountain.  By  C.  Phil- 
lipps-Wolley. With  13  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.,  y.  6d. 

Quintana.— The   Cid    Campeador  : 
an      Historical      Romance.        By    D. 
Antonio  de  Trueba  y  la  Quintana. 
Translated  from  the  Spanish  by  Henry 
J.  Gill,  M.A.,  T.C.D.    Crown  Svo.,  6s. 
Rhoseomyl  (Owen). 
The  Jewel  of  Ynys  Galon:  being 
a  hitherto  unprinted  Chapter  in  the 
History  of  the  Sea  Rovers.     With  12 
Illustrations   by  Lancelot  Speed. 
Crown  Svo. ,  3^.  6d. 
Battlement  and  Tower  :  a  Romance. 
With    Frontispiece    by     R.    Caton 
WoODViLLE.     Crown  Svo.,  6s. 
For  the  White  Rose  of  Arno  :  A 
Story  of  the  Jacobite  Rising  of  1745. 
Crown  Svo. ,  6s. 
Se'well  (Elizabeth  M.). 
A  Glimpse  of  the  World.    Amy  Herbert. 
Laneton  Parsonage.  Cleve  Hall. 

Margaret  Percival.  Gertrude. 

Katharine  Ashton.  Home  Life. 

The  Earl's  Daughter,        After  Life. 
The  Experience  of  Life.     Ursula.    Ivors. 
Cr.  8vo.,  IS.  6d.  each,  cloth  plain.    2J.  6d. 
each,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges. 
Stevenson  (Robert  Louis). 
The  Strange  Case  of  Dr.  Jekyll 
AND   Mr.    Hyde.       Fcp.    Svo.,    xs. 
sewed,  xs.  6d.  cloth. 
The  Strange  Case  of  Dr.  Jekyll 
AND  Mr.  Hyde  ;    with  Other  Fables. 
Crown  Svo. ,  35.  6d. 
More  New  Arabian  Nights— The 
Dynamiter.      By    Robert    Louis 
Stevenson    and   Fanny   Van   de 
Grift    Stevenson.      Crown   Svo., 
y.  6d. 
The  Wrong  Box.    By  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbourne. 
Crown  Svo.,  y.  6d. 

Suttner.  — Lay  Down  Your  Arms 
{LHe  Waffen  Nieder) :  The  Autobio- 
graphy of  Martha  Tilling.  By  Bertha 
VON  Suttner.  Translated  by  T. 
Holmes.     Crown  Bvo.,  xs.  6d. 

Taylor.  —  Early  Italian  Love- 
Stories.  Edited  and  Retold  by  Una 
Taylor.  With  12  Illustrations  by  H. 
J.  Ford. 
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Fiction,  Humour,  &c. — continued. 


TroUope  (Anthony). 
The  Warden.    Cr.  8vo.,  xs.  6d. 
Bar  CHESTER  Towers.  Cr.  8vo.,  w.  6<f. 

Walford  (L.  B.). 
IVA  KiLDARE:  a  Matrimonial  Problem. 

Crown  8vo. ,  6^. 
Mr.  Smith  :  a  Part  of  his  Life.    Crown 

Svo.,  2j.  6d. 
The  Baby's  Grandmother. 

Svo.,  2 J.  6d. 
Cousins.    Crown  Svo. ,  2s.  6d. 
Troublesome    Daughters. 

Svo.,  2j.  6d. 
Pauline.     Crown  Svo.,  sj.  6d. 
Dick  Netherby.     Crown  Svo 
The  History  of  a  Week. 

Svo.  2j.  6d. 
A  Stiff-necked  Generation.  Crown 

Svo.  '2s.  6d. 
Nan,  and  other  Stories.   Cr.  Svo.,  zs.  6d. 
The  Mischief  of  Monica.     Crown 

Svo. ,  2s.  6d. 
The  One  Good  Guest.   Cr.  Svo.  zs.  6d. 
'  Ploughed,'  and  other  Stories.  Crown 

Svo.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Matchmaker.    Cr.  Svo.,  zs.  6d. 


Crown 


Crown 


Z3.  6d. 
Crown 


Watson.— Racing  and  Chasing  :  a 
Volume  of  Sporting  Stories  and 
Sketches.  By  Alfred  E.  T.  Wat- 
son, Editor  of  the  '  Badminton  Maga- 
zine'. With  52  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo.,  7J.  6d. 

Weyman  (Stanley). 
The  House  of  the  Wolf.    Cr.  Svo., 

3J.  6d. 
A  Gentleman  of  France.  Cr.  Svo.,  6j. 
The  Red  Cockade.     Cr.  Svo. ,  6s. 
Shrewsbury.     With  24  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo.,  6j. 

WMsha"w  (Fred.). 

A  BoYAR  OF  THE  Terrible  :  a  Romance 
of  the  Court  of  Ivan  the  Cruel,  First 
Tzar  of  Russia.  With  12  Illustrations 
by  H.  G.  Massey,  A.R.E.  Cr.  Svo., 
6j. 

A  Tsar's  Gratitude,    Cr.  Svo.,  6s. 

Woods.— Weeping  Ferry,  and  other 
Stories,  By  Margaret  L.  Woods, 
Author  of  '  A  Village  Tragedy '.  Crown 
Svo.,  6j. 


Popular  Science  (Natural  History,  &c.). 


Butler.— Our  Household  Insects. 
An  Account  of  the  Insect- Pests  found 
in  Dwelling-Houses,  By  Edward  A. 
Butler,  B.A.,  B.Sc.  (Lond.).  With 
X13  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.,  y.6d. 

Furneaux  (W.). 

The  Outdoor  World  ;  or,  The  Young 
Collector's  Handbook.  With  18 
Plates,  16  of  which  are  coloured, 
and  549  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  Svo. ,  js.  6d. 

Butterflies  and  Moths  (British). 
With  12  coloured  Plates  and  241 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
7s.  6d. 

Life  in  Ponds  and  Streams.  With 
8  coloured  Plates  and  331  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Cr.  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

Hartwig  (Dr.  George). 
The  Sea  and  its  Living  Wonders. 

With  12  Plates  and  303  Woodcuts. 

8vo.,  7s.  net. 
The  Tropical  World.  With  8  Plates 

and  172  Woodcuts.     Svo. ,  7s.  net. 
The  Polar  World.    With  3  Maps,  8 

Plates  and  85  Woodcuts.   Svo. ,  7s.  net. 


Hart"wig  (Dr.  George) — continued. 
The  Subterranean  World.    With 

3  Maps  and  So  Woodcuts.  Svo. ,  yj.  net. 
The  Aerial  World,    With  Map,  8 

Plates  and  60  Woodcuts,   Svo. ,  7s.  net. 
Heroes  of  the  Polar  World.     19 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.,  zs. 
Wonders  of  the  Tropical  Forests. 

40  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo. ,  zs. 
Workers  under  the  Ground. 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  zs. 
Marvels    over    our    Heads. 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo, ,  zs. 
SJS.A  Monsters  and  Sea  Birds. 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo. ,  zs.  6d. 
Denizens  of  the  Deep.      117  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Svo,,  zs.  6d. 
Volcanoes  and  Earthquakes,     30 

Illustrations,     Crown  Svo.,  2s.  6d. 
Wild   Animals    of    the    Tropics. 

66  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  35.  6d. 

Helmlioltz.— Popular  Lectures  on 
Scientific  Subjects.  By  Hermann 
VON  Helmholtz.  With  68  Woodcuts. 
3  vols.     Crown  Svo. ,  3J.  6d.  each. 
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Popular  Scienoe  (Natural  History,  &o.). 


Hudson  (W.  H.). 

British  Birds.  With  a  Chapter  on 
Structure  and  Classification  by  Frank 
E.  Beddard,  F.  R. S.  With  i6  Plates 
(8  of  which  are  Coloured),  and  over 
loo  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  ^s.  6d. 

Birds  in  London.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  from  Drawings  and 
Photographs. 

Proctor  (Richard  A.). 

Light  Science  for  Leisure  Hours. 
Familiar  Essays  on  Scientific  Subjects. 
3  vols.    Crown  8vo.,  55.  each. 

Rough  Ways  made  Smooth.  Fami- 
liar Essays  on  Scientific  Subjects. 
Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d. 

Pleasant  Ways  in  Science. 
Crown  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Nature  Studies.  By  R.  A.  Proctor, 
Grant  Allen,  A.  Wilson,  T. 
Foster  and  E.  Clodd.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Leisure  Readings.  By  R.  A.  Proc- 
tor, E.  Clodd,  A.  Wilson,  T. 
Foster,  and  A.  C.  Ranyard.  Cr. 
Bvo.,  3J.  6d. 

*^^*  For  Mr.  Proctor's  other  books  see 
Messrs.  Longmans  <5t»  Co.'s  Catalogue  of 
Scientific   Works. 

Stanley.— A  Familiar  History  of 
Birds.  By  E.  Stanley,  D.D.,  for- 
merly Bishop  of  Norwich.  With  160 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  31.  dd. 

Wood  (Rev.  J.  G.). 
Homes  without  Hands  :  a  Descrip- 
tion of  the  Habitation  of  Animals, 
classed  according  to  the  Principle  of 
Construction.  With  140  Illustrations. 
Bvo. ,  ^s.  net. 


"Wood  (Rev.  J.  Q.)— continued. 

Insects  at  Home  .  a  Popular  Account 
of  British  Insects,  their  Structure, 
Habits  and  Transformations.  With 
700  Illustrations.     Bvo.,  ^s.  net. 

Insects  Abroad  :  a  Popular  Account 
of  Foreign  Insects,  their  Structure, 
Habits  and  Transformations.  With 
600  Illustrations.     Bvo. ,  7J.  net 

Bible  Animals:  a  Description  of 
every  Living  Creature  mentioned  in 
the  Scriptures.  With  112  Illustra- 
tions.    Bvo.,  7J.  net. 

Petland  Revisited.  With  33  Illus- 
trations.    Cr.  Bvo.,  3 J.  6d. 

Out  of  Doors;  a  Selection  of  Origi- 
nal Articles  on  Practical  Natural 
History.  With  11  Illustrations.  Cr. 
Bvo.,  3J.  6d. 

Strange  Dwellings  :  a  Description 
of  the  Habitations  of  Animals, 
abridged  from  '  Homes  without 
Hands  *.  With  60  Illustrations.  Cr. 
Bvo.,  35.  dd. 

Bird  Life  of  the  Bible.  32  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  Bvo.,  3^.  6<af. 

Wonderful  Nests.  30  Illustrations. 
Crown  Bvo. ,  3^.  td. 

Homes  under  the  Ground.  28 
Illustrations.     Crown  Bvo.,  y.  td. 

Wild  Animals  of  the  Bible.  29 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  3^.  td. 

Domestic  Animals  of  the  Bible. 
23  Illustrations.     Crown  Bvo.,  3J.  td. 

The  Branch  Builders.  28  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo. ,  2J.  td. 

Social  Habitations  and  Parasitic 
Nests.  18  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  2S. 


Works  of  Reference. 


Longmans'  Gazetteer  of  the 
World.  Edited  by  George  G.  Chis- 
HOLM,  M.A.,  B.Sc.  Imp.  8vo.,  ;^2  zy. 
cloth,  £"2  i2i.  td.  half- morocco. 

Maunder  (Samuel). 
Biographical  Treasury.   With  Sup- 
plement brought  down  to  1889.     By 
Rev.  James  Wood.    Fcp.  Bvo. ,  ts. 


Maunder  (Samuel)— <;<?«/i>/«<rdf. 

Treasury  of  Geography,  Physical, 
Historical,  Descriptive,  and  PoUtical. 
With  7  Maps  and  16  Plates.  Fcp. 
Bvo.,  ts. 

The  Treasury  of  Bible  Know- 
ledge. By  the  Rev.  J.  Ayre,  M.A. 
With  s  Maps,  15  Plates,  and  300 
Woodcuts.     Fcp.  Bvo.,  ts. 
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Works  of  Reference — continued. 


Maunder  (Samuel)— ^^«/*««*^. 

Treasury  of  Knowledge  and 
Library  of  Reference.  Fcp.  8vo., 
6s. 

Historical  Treasury  :  Fcp.  8vo.,  dr. 

Scientific  and  Literary  Treasury. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 

The  Treasury  of  Botany.  Edited 
by  J.  LiNDLEY,  F.R.S.,  and  T. 
Moore,  F.L.S.  With  274  Wood- 
cuts and  20  Steel  Plates.  2  vols. 
Fc^.  8vo.,  \2s. 


E,oget.--THESAURUs  OF  EnglishWords 
AND  Phrases.  Classified  and  Ar- 
ranged so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Expression 
of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary  Composi- 
tion. By  Peter  Mark  Roget,  M.D., 
F.R.S.  Recom posed  throughout,  en- 
larged and  improved,  partly  from  the 
Author's  Notes  and  with  a  full  Index, 
by  the  Author's  Son,  John  Lewis 
Roget.    Crown  8vo. ,  10s.  6d. 

Willicli.— Popular  Tables  for  giving 
information  for  ascertaining  the  value  of 
Lifehold,  I^easehold,  and  Church  Pro- 
perty, the  Public  Funds,  &c.  By 
Charles  M.  Willich.  Edited  by  H. 
Bence  Jones.     Crown  8vo. ,  lor.  6d. 


Children's  Books. 


Crake  (Rev.  A.  D.). 

Edwy  the  Fair;  or,  the  First  Chro- 
nicle of  ^.scendune.  Crown  8vo. ,  25. 6^/. 

Alfgar  the  Dane:  or, the  Second  Chro- 
nicle of  yEscendune.     Cr.  8vo. ,  2j.  6d. 

The  Rival  Heirs:  being  the  Third 
and  Last  Chronicle  of  ^Escendune. 
Crown  8vo.,  zs.  6d. 

The  House  of  Walderne.  A  Tale 
of  the  Cloister  and  the  Forest  in  the 
Days  of  the  Barons'  Wars.  Crown 
8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

Brian  Fitz-Count.  A  Story  of  Wal- 
lingford  Castle  and  Dorchester  Abbey. 
Crown  8vo.,  2J.  6d 

Lang  (Andrew)— Edited  by. 
The   Blue  Fairy  Book.      With  138 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The    Red    Fairy   Book.     With  100 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Green  Fairy  Book.    With  99 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The  Yellow  Fairy  Book.    With  104 

Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo.,  dr. 
The    Pink   Fairy  Book.     With  67 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  6j. 
The  Blue  Poetry  Book.    With  100 

Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 
The   Blue    Poetry    Book.      School 

Edition,  without  Illustrations.     Fcp. 

8vo.,  2J.  6d. 
The  True  Story   Book.    With    66 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 


Xiang  {AnuRRVf)— continued. 
The  Red  True  Story  Book.    With 

100  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
The   Animal   Story    Book.     With 

67  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Meade  (L.  T.). 

Daddy's  Boy.  With  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Deb  and  the  Duchess.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

The  Bereskord  Prize.  With  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  Bvo. ,  y.  6d. 

The  House  of  Surprises.  With  llu- 
strations.     Crown  Bvo. ,  y.  6d. 

Moles-worth.  —  Silverthorns.  By 
Mrs.  MoLESWORTH.  With  Illustrations. 
Crown  Bvo.,  5^. 

Praeger.— The  Adventures  of  the 
Three  Bold  Babes  :  Hector,  Honoria 
and  Alisander.  A  Story  in  Pictures. 
ByS.  Rosamond  Praeger.  With  24 
Coloured  Plates  and  24  Outline  Pic- 
tures.    Oblong  4to.,  35.  6d. 

Stevenson.— A  Child's  Garden  of 
Verses.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
fcp.  Bvo.,  5^. 

Sullivan.— Here  They  Are  !  More 
Stories.  Written  and  Illustrated  by 
James  F.  Sullivan.     Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 
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Ihildren's  Books — mitimied. 


Upton  (Florence  K.,  and  Bertha). 
The  Adventures  of  Two  Dutch 
Dolls  and  a  '  Golliwogg  '.  With 
31  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Oblong 
4to.,  6j. 

The  Golliwogg's  Bicycle  Club. 
With  31  Coloured  Plates  and 
numerous  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Oblong  4to.,  ds. 


Upton  (Florence  K.,  and  Bertha)— 

continued. 

The  Vege-Men's  Revenge.  With  31 
Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.     Oblong  4to.,  6j. 

Words-wortli.— The  Snow  Garden, 
and  other  Fairy  Tales  for  Children.  By 
Elizabeth  Wordsworth.  With  10 
Illustrations  by  Trevor  Haddon. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  td. 


Long] 


(mans'  Series 

Price  2j. 

Atelier   (The)   Du    Lys  :  or   an  Art 
Student  in  the  Reign  of  Terror. 
By  the  same  Author. 

Mademoiselle  Mori:  |  The  Younger  Sister, 
a  Tale  sf  Modern  !  That  Child. 


Rome. 
In  the  Olden  Time : 
a     Tale     of     the 
Peasant  War    in 
Germany. 


Under  a  Cloud. 
Hester's  Venture. 
The  Fiddler  of  Lugau. 
A  Child  of  the  Revolu- 
tion. 


Atherstone  Priory.  By  L.  N.  Comyn. 
The  Story  of  a  Spring  Morning,  &c. 

By  Mrs.  Molesworth.     Illustrated. 
The  Palace  in  the  Garden.     By 

Mrs.  Molesworth.     Illustrated. 
Neighbours.    By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 
The  Third  Miss  St.  Quentin.     By 

Mrs.  Molesworth. 


of  Books  for  Girls. 

(d.  each. 

Very  Young;  and  Quite  Another 
Story.  Two  Stories.  By  Jean  Inge- 
low. 

Can  this  be  Love  ?  By  Louisa  Parr. 

Keith  Deramore.     By  the  Author  of 

'  Miss  Molly '. 

Sidney.    By  Margaret  Deland. 

An  Arranged  Marriage.  By  Doro- 
thea Gerard. 

Last  Words  to  Girls  on  Life  at 
School  and  After  School.  By 
Maria  Grey. 


Stray  Thoughts  for  Girls.  By 
Lucy  H.  M.  Soulsby,  Head  Mistress 
of  Oxford  High  School.  i6mo. ,  \s.  6d. 
n6t. 


The  Silver  Library. 


Crown  8vo.    35.  6d. 
JLrnoId's  (Sir  £dwin)  Seas  and  Lauds. 

With  71  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Bagehot's  (W.)  Biographical    Studies. 

3J.  6d. 
Bagehot's(W.)  Economic  Studies.  3^.  6d. 
Bagehot's  (W.)  Literary  Studies.    With 

Portrait.     3  vols.     3J.  6d.  each. 
Baker's   (Sir    S.    W.)    Eight  Years  in 

Ceylen.    With  6  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 
Baker's  (Sir  S.  W.)  Rifle  and  Hound  in 

Ceylon.    With  6  Illustrations,    y.  6d. 
Baring-Gould's  (Rey.  3.)  Curious  Myths 

of  the  Middle  Ages.    3s.  6d. 
Baring-Sould's  (Sot.    B.)  Origin    and 

Development  of  Religious  Belief.    2 

vols.    3s.  6d.  each. 


each  Volume. 

Becker's  (W.  A.)  Gallns :  or,  Roman 
Scenes  in  the  Time  of  Augustus.  With 
26  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Becker's  (W.  A.)  Charicles :  or,  Illustra- 
tions of  the  Private  Life  of  the  Ancient 
Greeks.  With  26  Illustrations.    3s.  6d. 

Bent's  (J.  T.)  The  Ruined  Cities  of  Ma- 
shonaland.  With  117  Illustrations. 
3^.  6d. 

Brassey's  (Lady)  A  Yoya^'e  in  the '  Sun- 
beam '.    With  66  Illustrations.   3^-.  6d. 

Butler's  (Edward  A.)  Our  Household 
Insects.  With  7  Plates  and  113  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.     3s.  6d. 

Clodd's  (£.)  Story  of  Creation  :  a  Plain 
Account  of  Evolution.  With  jj  Illus- 
trations.    3s.  6d. 
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The  Silver  Library — continued. 


Conybeare  (Rev.  W.  J.)  and  Howson's 

(Very  Rev.  J.  S.)  Life  and  Epistles  of 

St.  Paul.  With  46  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 
Dougairs(L.)Beggars All; aNovel.  y.6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)  Micah  ClarKe :  a  Tale 

of  Monmouth's  Rebellion.     With  10 

Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)  The  Captain  of  the 

Polestar,  and  other  Tales,     y.  6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)   The   Refugees  :  A 

Tale  of   the   Huguenots.      With   25 

Illustrations,  3^-.  6d. 
Doyle's   (A.  Conan)  The   Stark   Munro 

Letters,    y.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  History  of  England, 

from  the  Fall  of  Wolsey  to  the  Defeat 

of   the   Spanish    Armada.      12    vols. 

y.  6d.  each. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  English  in  Ireland. 

3  vols.      TOS.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Divorce  cf  Catherine 

of  Aragon.     y.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Spanish  Story  of 

the  Armada,  and  other  Essays,  y.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  Short  Studies  on  Great 

Subjects.    4  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Council  of  Trent. 

y.  6d. 
Froude's   (J.   A.)  Thomas    Carlyle:   a 

History  of  his  Life. 

1795-1835.     2  vols.     7J. 

1834-1881,     2  vols.     7J. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  Caesar :  a  Sketch,    y.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Two  Chiefs  of  Don- 
boy:  an  Irish  Romance  of  the  Last 

Century,     y.  6d. 
Glelg's  (Rev.  G.  R.)  Life  of  the  Duke  of 

Wellington.  With  Portrait.  3^.  6d. 
Greville's   (G.   C.  F.)    Journal   of  the 

Reigns  of    King    George    IV.,    King 

William    IV.,  and   Queen   Victoria. 

8  vols,  3^.  6d.  each. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  She :  A  History  of 

Adventure.  32  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)    Allan  Qaatermain. 

With  20  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.    R.)    Colonel    Quaritch, 

V.C.  :  a  Tale  of  Country  Life,  3J.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Cleopatra.      With  29 

Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 
Haggard's    (H.    R.)    Eric    Brlghteyes. 

With  51  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Beatrice.    3s.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Allan's  Wife.    With 

34  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 


Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Montezuma's  Daugh- 
ter.   With  25  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  The  Witch's  Head. 
With  16  Illustrations.     33.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Hr.  Meeson's  Will. 
With  16  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Nada  the  Lily.  With 
23  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Dawn.  With  16  Illus- 
trations.    3J.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  The  People  of  the  Hist. 
With  16  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Joan  Haste.  With 
20  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Haggard  (H.  R.)  and  Lang's  (A.)  The 
World's  Desire.  With  27  lUus.  y.  6d. 

Harte'B  (Bret)  In  the  Carquinez  Woods, 
and  other  Stories.    3^.  6d. 

Helmholtz's  (Hermann  von)  Popular  Lec- 
tures on  Scientific  Subjects.  With  68 
Illustrations.     2  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

Hornung'B  (E.  W.)  The  Unbidden  Guest. 
3J.  6d. 

Hewitt's  (W.)  Visits  to  Remarkable 
Places.    With  80  Illustrations,    y.  6d. 

Jefferies'(R.)Tho  Story  of  My  Heart :  My 
Autobiography.  With  Portrait,  y.  6d. 

JefTeries'  (R.)  Field  and  Hedgerow. 
With  Portrait.     3s.  6d. 

JefTeries'  (R.)  Red  Deer.  17  lUus.   3s.  6d. 

JefTeries'  (R.)  Wood  Magic:  a  Fable. 
3s.  6d. 

JefTeries'  (R.)  The  Tollers  of  the  Field. 
With  Portrait  from  the  Bust  in  Salis- 
bury Cathedral.     3s.  6d. 

Kaye  (Sir  J.)  and  Malleson's  (Colonel) 
History  of  the  Indian  Mutiny  of 
1857-8.    6  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

Knight's(E.  F.)The  Cruise  of  the '  Alerte ' : 
the  Narrative  of  a  Search  for  Treasure 
on  the  Desert  Island  of  Trinidad. 
With  2  Maps  and  23  Illustrations. 
y.  6d. 

Knight's  (E.  F.)  Where  Three  Empires 
Meet :  a  Narrative  of  Recent  Travel  in 
Kashmir,  Western  Tibet,  Baltistan, 
Gilgit.  With  a  Map  and  54  Illustra- 
tions.   3J.  6d 

Knight's  (E.  F.)  The  'Falcon'  on  the 
Baltic.  With  Map  and  11  Illustra- 
tions.    3J.  6d. 

Koestlin's  (J.)  Life  of  Luther.  With  63 
Illustrations,  &c.     y.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  Angling  Sketches.  20  Illus- 
trations.    3s.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.)  The  Monk  of  Fife.  With  13 
Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 
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The  Silver  hihvdiVY— continued. 


Lang's  (A.)  Custom  and  Myth :  Studies 

of  Early  Usage  and  Belief,     y.  6d. 
Lang's     (Andrew)     Cock     Lane     and 

Common-Sense.     With   a   New  Pre- 
face,    y.  6d. 
Lees  (J.  A.)  and  Clutterback's  (W.J.)B.C. 

1887,  A  Ramble  in  British  Columbia. 

With  Maps  and  75  Illustrations,  v-  ^d. 
Macaulay's  (Lord)  Essays  and  Lays  of 

Ancient   Rome.    With    Portrait  and 

Illustration,     y.  6d. 
Macleod's  (H.  D.)  Elements  of  Bank- 
ing.    35.  6d. 
Harbot's  (Baron  de)  Memoirs.    Trans- 
lated.    2  vols.     JS. 
Marshman's  (J.  C.)  Memoirs  of  Sir  Henry 

Havelock.     3.;.  6d. 
Max  Mtiller's  (F.)  India,  what  can  it 

teach  us  ?     y.  6d. 
Max  Miiller's  (F.)  Introduction  to  the 

Science  of  Religion.    35.  6d. 
Merivale's  (Dean)  History  of  the  Romans 

under  the  Empire.    8  vols.    y.  6d.  ea. 
Mill's  (J.  S.)  Political  Economy,    -y.  6d. 
Mill's  (J.  S.)  System  of  Logic,    y.  6d. 
Milner's  (Geo.)  Country  Pleasures :  the 

Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  garden. 

3J.  6d. 
Hansen's   (F.)  The    First   Crossing   of 

Greenland.     With   Illustrations  and 

a  Map.     3J.  6d. 
Phillipps-Wolley's  (C.)  Snap :  a  Legend 

of  the   Lone   Mountain.      With    13 

Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Moon.    y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Orbs  Around  Us. 

y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Expanse  of  Heaven. 

y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.   A.)   (Mher  Worlds  than 

Ours.    y.  6d. 


Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Our  Place  among  Infi- 
nities :  a  Series  of  Essays  contrasting 
our  Little  Abode  in  Space  and  Time 
with  the  Infinities  around  us.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Other  Suns  than 
Ours.     y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Rough  Ways  made 
Smooth,    y.  od. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Pleasant  Ways  In 
Scienee.    3^.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Myths  and  Marvels 
of  Astronomy,    y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Nature  Studies,    y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Leisure  Readings.  By 
R.  A.  Proctor,  Edward  Clodd, 
Andrew  Wilson,  Thomas  Foster, 
and  A.  C.  Ranyard.  With  Illustra- 
tions,    y.  6d. 

Rhoscomyl's  (Owen)  The  Jewel  of  Ynys 
Galon.    With  12  Illustrations,    y.  6d. 

Rossetti's  (Maria  F.)  A  Shadow  of  Dante. 
SS.  6d, 

Smith's  (R.  Bosworth)  Carthage  and  the 
Carthaginians.  With  Maps,  Plans,. 
&c.     SS.  6d. 

Stanley's  (Bishop)  Familiar  History  of 
Birds.   With  160  Illustrations.    3^.  6d. 

Stevenson's  (R.  L.)  The  Strange  Case  of 
Dr.  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde ;  with  other 
Fables.     3^.  6d. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.)  and  Osbourne's  (LI.) 
The  Wrong  Box.    3J.  6d. 

Stevenson  (Robt.  Louis)  and  Stevenson's 
(Fanny  van  de  Grift)More  New  Arabian 
Nights.  — The   Dynamiter,     y.  6d. 

Wey man's  (Stanley  J.)  The  House  of 
the  Wolf :  a  Romance.     3^.  6d. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Petland  Revisited. 
With  33  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  6.)  Strange  Dwellings. 
With  60  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Out  of  Doors.  With 
II  Illustrations,     y.  6d, 


Cookery,  Domestic  Management,  &c. 

De  Salis  (Mrs.). 

Cakes  and  Confections  a  la  Mode. 
Fcp.  Svo.,  ij.  6d. 

Fop. 


Acton.— Modern  Cookery.  By  Eliza 
Acton.  With  150  Woodcuts.  Fcp. 
Svo. ,  4^.  6d. 

Bull  (Thomas,  M.D.). 

Hints  to  Mothers  on  the  Manage- 
ment OF  their  Health  during 
THE  Period  of  Pregnancy.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  IJ.  6d. 

The  Maternal  Management  of 
Children  in  Health  and  Disease. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  IS.  6d, 


Dogs: 
Svo. 


a  Manual  for  Amateurs. 
IS.  6d. 


Dressed  Game  and  Poultry  X  la 
Mode.     Fcp.  Svo.,  is.  6d. 

Dressed  Vegetables  X  la  Mode. 
Fcp.  Svo.,  IS.  6d. 
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Cookery,  Domestic  Management,  &c. — continued. 

De   Salis  (Mrs.) — continued. 
Drinks  X  la  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo.,  xs.  6d. 
Entries  X  la  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  u.  6d. 
Floral  Decorations.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  is.  6d. 

Gardening  a  la  Mode.     Fcp.  8vo. 
Part  I.     Vegetables.     i.r.  6d. 
Part  II.     Fruits,     u.  td. 


National  Viands  X  la  Mode.    Fcp. 

8vo. ,  IS.  6d. 

New-laid  Eggs.    Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

Oysters  X  la  Mode.    Fcp.  8vo. ,  xs.  6d. 

Puddings  and  Pastry  "X  la  Mode. 
Fcp.  8vo. ,  xs.  td. 

Savouries  X  la  Mode.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  x j.  6d. 

Soups  and  Dressed  Fish  X  la  Mode. 
Fcp.  Bvo.,  I  J.  6d. 

Sweets  and  Supper   Dishes  X  la 
Mode.    Fcp.  8vo.,  xs.  6d. 


De  Salis  (Mrs.) — continued. 

Tempting  Dishes  for  Small  In- 
comes.   Fcp.  8vo.,  xs.  6d. 

Wrinkles  and  Notions  for  Evert 
Household.    Cr.  8vo.,  xs.  6d. 

Lear.— Maigre  Cookery.  By  H.  L. 
Sidney  Lear.     i6mo.,  2s. 

Poole.— Cookery  for  the  Diabetic. 
By  W.  H.  and  Mrs.  Poole.  With 
Preface  by  Dr.  Pavy.   Fcp.  8vo.,  zs.  6d. 

Walker  (Jane  H.). 
A  Book  for  Every  Woman. 

Part  I.     TheManagementof  Children 
in  Health  and  out  of  Health.    Cr. 
8vo.,  2j.  6d. 
Part  II.     Woman  in  Health  and  out 
of  Health.     Crown  8vo,  2J.  6d. 
A  Handbook  for  Mothers:  being 
Simple    Hints    to  Women    on     the 
Management  of  their  Health  during 
Pregnancy  and  Confinement,  together 
with  Plain  Directions  as  to  the  Care 
of  Infants.     Cr.  8vo.,  ar.  6d. 


Miscellaneous  and  Critical  Works. 


Allingliain. — Varieties    in    Prose. 

By  William  Allingham.  3  vols.   Cr. 

Bvo,  iSs.     (Vols.  I  and  2,  Rambles,  by 

Patricius  Walker.      Vol.    3,   Irish 

Sketches,  etc.) 
Armstrong.— Essays  and  Sketches. 

By  Edmund  J.  Armstrong.  Fcp.8vo.,SJ. 

Bagehot.— Literary  Studies.  By 
Walter  Bagehot.  With  Portrait, 
3  vols.     Crown  Bvo. ,  y.  6d.  each. 

Baring-Oould.- Curious  Myths  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  By  Rev.  S. 
Baring-Gould.    Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Baynes. — Shakespeare  Studies,  and 
Other  Essays.  By  the  late  Thomas 
Spkncer  Baynes,  LL.B.,  LL.D. 
With  a  Biographical  Preface  by  Prof. 
Lewis  Campbell.    Crown  8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 

Boyd  (A.  K.  H.)    CA.K.H.B.'). 

And  see  MISCELLANEOUS  THEOLO- 
GICAL WORKS,  p.  32. 

Autumn  Holidays  of  a  Country 
Parson.     Crown  8vo. ,  3s.  6d. 

Commonplace  Philosopher.  Crown 
Bvo. ,  y.  6d. 

Critical  Essays  of  a  Country 
Parson.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 


Boyd   (A.    K.    H.)    eA.K.H.B.»)- 

continued. 

East  Coast  Days  and  Memories. 
Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

Landscapes,  Churches  and  Mora- 
lities.    Crown  Bvo. ,  y.  6d. 

Leisure  Hours  in  Town.  Crown 
8vo.,  3J.  bd. 

LessonsofMiddle  Age.  Cr.%vo.,y.6d. 

Our  Little  Life.  Two  Series.  Cr. 
Bvo. ,  y.  6d.  each. 

Our  Homely  Comedy:  and  Tragedy. 
Crown  Bvo.,  y.  6d. 

Recreations  of  a  Country  Parson. 
Three  Series.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  bd.  each. 

Brookings.— Briefs  for  Debate  on 
Current  Political,  Economic  and 
Social  Topics.  Edited  by  W.  Du 
Bois  Brookings,  A.B.  of  the  Harvard 
Law  School,  and  Ralph  Curtis  Ring- 
WALT,  A.B. ,  Assistant  in  Rhetoric  in 
Columbia  University,  New  York.  With 
an  Introduction  on  '  The  Art  of  Debate ' 
j  by  Albert  Bushnell  Hart,  Ph.  D. ,  of 
I  Harvard  University.  With  full  Index 
Crown  Bvo. ,  bs. 
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Butler  (Samuel). 

Erewhon.     Cr.  8vo.,  55. 

The  Fair  Haven,   A  Work  in  Defence 

of  the   Miraculous    Element   in   our 

Lord's  Ministry.     Cr.  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 
Life  and  Habit.      An  Essay  after  a 

Completer  View  of  Evolution.      Cr. 

8vo.,  75.  6d. 
Evolution,  Old  and  New.    Cr.  Bvo., 

TOJ.  6d. 
Alps  and  Sanctuaries  of  Piedmont 

AND  Canton  Ticino.     Illustrated. 

Pott  4to. ,  10s. 6d. 
Luck,  or  Cunning,  as  the  Main 

Means  of  Organic  Modification? 

Cr.  Bvo.,  js.  6d. 
Ex  Voto.    An  Account  of  the  Sacro 

Monte  or  New  Jerusalem  at  Varallo- 

Sesia.     Crown  Bvo.,  loj.  6d. 
The  Authoress  of   the    Odyssey, 

WHERE     and     when     SHE    WROTE, 

WHO  She  was,  the  Use  She  made 
OF  THE  Iliad,  and  how  the  Poem 

GREW  UNDER  HeR  HANDS.  With 
Illustrations.     Bvo. 

CHARITIES  REGISTER,  THE  AN- 
NUAL, AND  DIGEST:  being  a 
Classified  Register  of  Charities  in  or 
available  in  the  Metropolis,  together 
with  a  Digest  of  Information  respect- 
ing the  Legal,  Voluntary,  and  other 
Means  for  the  Prevention  and  Relief  of 
Distress,  and  the  Improvement  of  the 
Condition  of  the  Poor,  and  an  Elaborate 
Index.  With  an  Introduction  by  C.  S. 
Loch,  Secretary  to  the  Council  of  the 
Charity  Organisation  Society,  I..ondon. 
Bvo.,  45-. 

Dreyfus.— Lectures  on  French 
Literature.  Delivered  in  Melbourne 
by  Irma  Dreyfus.  With  Portrait  of 
the  Author.     Large  crown  Bvo.,  I2J.  6d. 

Evans.— The  Ancient  Stone  Imple- 
ments, Weapons,  and  Ornaments 
of  Great  Britain.  By  Sir  John 
Evans,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L.,  LL.D., 
F.R.S.,  etc.  With  537  Illustrations. 
Medium  Bvo.,  28.?. 

Gvrilt.— An  EncyclopjEdia  of  Archi- 
tecture. By  Joseph  Gwilt,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated  with  more  than  iioo  Engrav- 
ings on  Wood.  Revised  (1888),  with 
Alterations  and  Considerable  Additions 
by  Wyatt  Papworth.  8vo.,  £2  i2j.  6d. 

Hamlin.— A  Text- Book  of  the  His- 
tory of  Architecture.  By  A.  D.  F. 
Hamlin,  A.M.  With  229  Illustrations. 
Crown  Bvo.,  js.  6d. 


Haweis.— Music  and  Morals.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With  Portrait  of 
the  Author,  and  numerous  Illustrations, 
Facsimiles  and  Diagrams.  Crown  8vo. , 
7s.  6d. 

Hime.  —  Stray    Military    Papicrs. 
By  Lieut. -Colonel  H.  W.  L.  Hime  (late 
Royal  Artillery).     8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 
Contents.  —  Infantry    Fire    Formations— 

On  Morking  at  Rifle  Matches — The  Progress 

of  Field  Artillery — The  Reconnoitering  Duties 

of  Cavalry. 

Indian  Ideals  (No,  i). 

Narada  Sutra  :  an  Inquiry  into 
Love  (Bhakti-Jijnisa).  Translated 
from  the  Sanskrit,  with  an  Indepen- 
dent Commentary,  by  E.  T.  Sturdy. 
Crown  Bvo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Jefferies  (Richard). 

Field  and  Hedgerow.  With  Por- 
trait.    Crown  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

The  Story  of  My  Heart  :  my  Auto- 
biograph3^  With  Portrait  and  New 
Pretace  by  C.  J.  Longman.  Crown 
Bvo. ,  3 J.  6d. 

Red  Deer.  With  17  Illustrations  by  J. 
Charlton  and  H.  Tunaly.  Crown 
Bvo.,  3.y.  6d. 

The  Toilers  of  the  Field.  With 
Portrait  from  the  Bust  in  Salisbury 
Cathedral.     Crown  Bvo.,  35-.  6d. 

Wood  Magic  :  a  Fable.  With  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette  by  E.  V.  B.  Cr. 
Bvo.,  35.  6d. 

Thoughts  from  the  Writings  of 
Richard  Jefferies.  Selected  by 
H .  S.  HoOLE  Waylen.  3  6mo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Johnson.— -The  Patentee's  Manual: 
a  Treatise  on  the  Law  and  Practice  of 
Letters  Patent.  By  J.  &  J.  H.  JOHN- 
SON, Patent  Agents,  &c.     Bvo.,  los.  6d 

Iiang  (Andrew). 
Modern  Mythology.    Bvo.    gs. 
Letters  to  Dead  Authors.     Fcp. 

Bvo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 
Books     and     Bookmen.       With     2 
Coloured  Plates  and  17  Illustrations. 
Fcp.  Bvo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 
Old  Friends.     Fcp.  8vo.,  2s.  6d.  net. 
Letters  on  Literature.    Fcp.  Bvo., 

2S.  6d.  net. 
Cock    Lane    and    Common-Sense. 
Crown  Bvo. ,  3J.  6d. 
!     The  Book  of  Dreams  and  Ghosts. 
I         Crown  Bvo.,  6s. 

i     Essays  in  Little.     With  Portrait  of 
I        the  Author.     Crown  Bvo.,  2s.  6d. 
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Maefarren.  —  Lectures  on  Har- 
mony.    By  Sir  Geo.  A.  Macfarken. 

8vO.,  I2J. 

Madden.— The  Diary  of  Master 
William  Silence  :  a  Study  of  Shake- 
speare and  Elizabethan  Sport.  By  the 
Right  Hon.  D.  H.  MADDEN,  Vice- 
Chancellor  of  the  University  of  Dublin. 
8vo. ,  j.6s. 

Max  Miiller  (F.). 
India  :  What  can  it  Teach  us  ?    Cr. 

8vo.,  3j.  6d. 
Chips  from  a  German  Workshop. 
Vol.  I.  Recent  Essays  and  Addresses. 

Cr.  Bvo.,  6s.  6d.  net. 
Vol.   n.     Biographical  Essays.     Cr. 

8vo..  6s.  6d.  net. 
Vol.    in.    Essays  on  Language  and 

Literature,     Cr.  8vo. .  6s.  6d.  net. 
Vol.  IV,    Essays  on  Mythology  and 
Folk  Lore.    Crown  8vo, ,  Zs.  6d.  net. 
Contributions  to  the  Science  of 
Mythology.    2  vols.    8vo.,  32J. 

Milner.  —  Country  Pleasures  :  the 
Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  Garden. 
By  George  Milner.    Cr.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Morris  (William). 
Signs  of  Change.      Seven  Lectures 

delivered  on  various  Occasions.     Post 

8vo.,  45.  6d. 
Hopes  and  Fears  for  Art.     Five 

Lectures   delivered    in   Birmingham, 

London,  &c.,  in  1878-1881.      Crown 

8vo,,  4J.  6d. 

Orchard.  —  The  Astronomy  of 
'  Milton's  Paradise  Lost  '.  By 
Thomas  N.  Orchard,  M.  D.  ,  Member 
of  the  British  Astronomical  Association. 
With  13  Illustrations.     8vo.,  15^. 


Poore(GEORGE  Vivian,  M.D.,F.R.C.P.). 
Essays  on  Rural  Hygiene.    With  13 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 

The    Dwelling    House.     With   36 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Proctor.  •— Strength  :    How   to   get 

Strong  and  keep  Strong,  with  Chapters 
on  Rowing  and  Swimming,  Fat,  Age, 
and  the  Waist.  By  R.  A.  Proctor. 
With  9  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  2J. 

Rossetti.— A  Shadow  of  Dante  :  be- 
ing an  Essay  towards  studying  Himself, 
his  World,  and  his  Pilgrimage.  By 
Maria  Francesca  Rossetti.  With 
Frontispiece  by  Dante  Gabriel  Ros- 
setti,    Crown  8vo, ,  y.  6d. 

Solovyoff.— A  Modern  Priestess  of 
Isis  (Madame  Blavatsky).  Abridged 
and  Translated  on  Behalf  of  the  Society 
for  Psychical  Research  from  the  Russian 
of  Vsevolod  Sergyeevich  Solovyoff. 
By  Walter  Leaf,  Litt.  D.  With 
Appendices.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Soulsby  (Lucy  H.  M.). 
Stray  Thoughts  on  Reading.  Small 

8vo.,  %s.  6d.  net. 
Stray  Thoughts  for  Girls.    i6mo., 

\s.  6d.  net. 
Stray  Thoughts  for  Mothers  and 

Teachers.    Fcp.  3vo.,  o.s.  6d.  net. 
Stray    Thoughts    for     Invalids. 

i6mo.,  2J.  net. 

Stevens.— On  the  Stowage  of  Ships 
AND  their  Cargoes,  With  Informa- 
tion regarding  Freights,  Charter-Parties, 
&c.  By  Robert  White  Stevens, 
Associate  Member  of  the  Institute  of 
Naval  Architects,     8vo.     21J. 


Miscellanaous  Theological  Works. 


***  Por  Church  of  England  and  Roman  Catholic  Works  see  MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  Co,'s 
Special  Catalogues. 

Balfour.— The  Foundations  of  Be- 
lief :  being  Notes  Introductory  to  the 
Study  of  Theology.    By  the  Right  Hon 


Arthur  J.  Balfour,  M.  P.  8vo.,i2j.  6d. 

Bird  (Robert). 
A  Child's  Religion.     Crown  8vo.,  2s. 
Joseph  the  Dreamer.    Cr.  8vo. ,  y. 


Bird  [Kohe-Ht)— continued. 
Jesus,  The  Carpenter  of  Nazareth. 

Twelfth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^-, 
To   be  had  also  in  Two  Parts,  price 

2s.  6d.  each. 
Part.  I.— Galilee  and  the  Lake  of 

Gennesaret. 
Part  II. —Jerusalem  and  the  Per>ea. 
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Miscellaneous  Theological  Works — continued. 

Martineau  {] A.is.iLs)—conHn'ued, 


Boyd  (A.  K.  H.)  («  A.K:.H.B.'). 

Occasional  and  Immemorial  Days  : 
Discourses.     Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 

Counsel  and  Comfort  from  a  City 
Pulpit.     Crown  8vo.,  3^.  6d. 

Sunday  Afternoons  in  the  Parish 
Church  of  a  Scottish  University 
City.     Crown  8vo.,  3J.  6d. 

Changed  Aspects  of  Unchanged 
Truths.     Crown  Svo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Graver  Thoughts  of  a  Country 
Parson.  Three  Series.  Crown  Svo. , 
3^.  6d.  each. 

Present  Day  Thoughts.  Crown  Svo. , 
3s.  6d. 

Seaside  Musings.     Cr.  Svo. ,  y.  6d. 

'To  Meet  the  Day'  through  the 
Christian  Year  ;  being  a  Text  of  Scrip- 
ture, with  an  Original  Meditation  and 
a  Short  Selection  in  Verse  for  Every 
Day.    Crown  Svo.,  4J.  6d. 

Gibson. — The  Abbe  de  Lamennais 
AND  the  Liberal  Catholic  Move- 
ment IN  France.  By  the  Hon.  W. 
Gibson.    With  Portrait.    Svo.,  I2J.  6d. 


Kalisch  (M.  M.,  Ph.D.). 
Bible  Studies.     Part  I.     Prophecies 
of  Balaam.     Svo.,  los.  6d.    Part  II. 
The  Book  of  Jonah.     Svo. ,  los.  6d. 

Commentary  ON  the  Old  Testament: 
with  a  new  Translation.  Vol.  I. 
Genesis.  Svo.,  iSj.  Or  adapted  for  the 
General  Reader.  12s.  Vol.  II.  Exodus. 
1 55.  Or  adapted  for  the  General 
Reader.  12s.  Vol.  III.  Leviticus,  Part 

I.  15J.     Or  adapted  for  the  General 
Reader.  8s.   Vol.  IV.   Leviticus,  Part 

II.  15s.     Or  adapted  for  the  General 
Reader.    Ss. 

Macdonald  (George). 

Unspoken  Sermons.  Three  Series. 
Crown  Svo.,  y.  6d.  each. 

The  Miracles  of  Our  Lord.  Crown 
Svo. ,  3J.  6d. 

Martineau  (James). 

Hours    of    Thought    on    Sacred 
Things  :  Sermons.     2  Vols.    Crown 
Svo.  y.  6d.  each. 
50,000—12/97. 


Endeavours  after  the  Christian 
Life.     Discourses.     Cr.  8vo,,  js.  6d. 

The  Seat  of  Authority  in  Religion- 
8vo.,  14s. 

Essays,  Reviews,  and  Addresses.  4 
Vols.  Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d.  each.  I. 
Personal ;  Political.  II.  Ecclesiastical ; 
Historical.  Ill,  Theological;  Philo- 
sophical.   IV.  Academical ;  Religious. 

Home  Prayers,  with  Two  Services  for 
Public  Worship.     Crown  Svo.  y.  6d. 

Max  Miiller  (F.). 

Hibbert  Lectures  on  the  Origin 
AND  Growth  of  Religion,  as  illus- 
trated by  the  Religions  of  India. 
Crown  Svo.,  yj.  6d. 

Introduction  to  the  Science  of 
Religion  :  Four  Lectures  delivered  at 
the  Royal  Institution.    Cr.  Svo.  ,35.  6d. 

Natural  Religion.  The  Gifford 
Lectures,  delivered  before  the  Uni- 
versity of  Glasgow  in  188S.  Cr.  Svo., 
xos.  6d. 

Physical  Religion.  The  Gifford 
Lectures,  delivered  before  the  Uni- 
versity of  Glasgow  in  1S90.  Cr.  Svo., 
10s.  6d. 

Anthropological  Religion.  The  Gif- 
ford Lectures,  delivered  before  the 
University  of  Glasgow  in  1S91.  Cr. 
Svo.,  loj.  6^. 

Theosophy  or  Psychological  Reli- 
gion. The  Gifford  Lectures,  delivered 
before  theUniversityofGlasgowiniS92. 
Cr.  Svo.,  10s.  6d. 

Three  Lectures  on  the  Vedanta 
Philosophy,  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution  in  March,  1S94.     Svo.,  5^. 

Bomanes.— Thoughts  on  Religion. 
By  George  J.  Romanes,  LL.D., 
F.R.S.    Crown  Svo.,  4J.  6d. 

Vivekananda.— Yoga  Philosophy  : 
Lectures  delivered  in  New  York,  Winter 
of  1895-6,  by  the  SWAMI  VIVEKAN- 
ANDA, on  Raja^Yoga  ;  or.  Conquering 
the  Inter.««r:Tsat;ure  •  also.,  Patanjah's 
Yoga  i*{piwrisms,  with  Coni^aentaries. 
CrowjJ  Syx).,  y.6d. 
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